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E   L  F  I  R  u4: 

O    R, 
The  Worst  not  always  True. 

A 

C     O     M     E     D     Y. 

By  George  Lord  Digby. 


U 


Vo  L.  XII. 


CT~HI  S  play  is  faid,  in  the  title  page,  to 
-*  be  wrote  by  a  per  fori  of  quality,  which  I  am 
informed,  from  very  good  hands,  was  George  lord 
Digby,  commonly  called  the  great  lord  Digby. 
J Vh  ether  his  merit  as  a  poet,  is  equal  to  his  cha- 
racter as  a  Jlatefman,  the  reader  mujl  judge  ;  but 
I  thought  apiece  of  this  nature  from  fo  celebrated 
a  man,  could  not  fail  of  being  acceptable  to  the 
public. 
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Dramatis  Perfonx. 

Don  Julio  Rocca. 

Don  Pedro  de  Mendoza. 

Don    Fernando  Solis,    in    love    with  Donna 

.  Elvira. 
Don  Zancho    de    Monezes,    in    love   with 

Donna  Blanca. 
Fabio,  fervant  to  Don  Fernando. 
Fulvio,  fervant  to  Don  Pedro. 
Chichon,  fervant  to  Don  Zancho. 
A  Page.  ' 

Donna  Elvira,  a  beautiful  lady,   Don  Pedro^ 

daughter. 
Donna  Blanca,  a  lady  of  high  fpirit^   Don 

Julio'*  fifter. 
Silvia,  Elvira^  difguifed  name>  when  fhe  was 

put  to  wait  upon  Donna  Blanca. 
Francifca,  Donna  Blanca' j  Woman. 

SCENE,  VALENCIA. 
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ELVIRA: 

O  R, 

The  Worft  not  always  true. 


A 


COMEDY. 


A  C  T    L 

Scene    i.    The  room  in  the  inn. 

Enter  Don   Fernando,  and  at  another  door   his  Jervant 
Fabio,  both  in  riding-cloaths* 

Don  Fernando. 

^^J^Sr?  AVE  you  not  been  with  him,  Fabio,  and 
<^^k*  given  him 


H 


$)  The  note  ? 


Fab.  I   found  him   newly  got  out  of 
his  bed; 

He  feem'd  much  fatisfy'd,  though  much  furpriz'd, 
With  your  arrival ;  and  as  foon  as  poflibly 


He  can  get  ready,  he'll  be  with  you  here. 


He 
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He  fays,  he  hopes  fome  good  occafion  brings  you 
To  Valencia,  and  that  he  fhall  not  be 
At  quiet  till  he  know  it.     'Twas  not  fit 
For  me,  without  your  orders,  to  give  him 
Any  more  light,  than  what  your  ticket  did. 

Don  Fer.  'Tis  well :  go  now  and  fee  if  Donna  El- 
vira 
Be  ftirring  yet,  for  I  would  gladly  have  her 
A  witnefs,  even  at  firft,  to  what  fhall  pafs 
Betwixt  my  friend  and  me  in  her  concernments : 
If  fhe  be  ftill  afleejp,  Fabio,  make  bold 
To  knock,  and  wake  her,  w'have  no  time  to  lofe. 
O  here  ihe  comes — Wait  you,  Don  Julio. 

[Enter  Donna  Elvira*     Ex.   Fab, 
Don.  Eh),  Ah,  can  you  think  my  cares  and  fleep  con- 
fident ? 
Slumber,  and  tears,  have  fometimes  met  in  dreams  ; 
But  hearts  with  fuch  a  weight  as  mine  opprefs'd, 
Find  ftill  the  heavier!:  fleep  too  light  a  gueft. 

Don   Fer.     Madam,    though    fuch     leaft   pity   do 
deferve, 
Who  by  their  own  unfteadinefs  have  drawn 
Misfortune  on  themfelves ;  yet  truly,  Elvira, 
Such  is  my  fenfe  of  yours,  and  my  compafiion, 
To  fee  a  lady  of  your  quality 
Brought  to  fuch  fad  extreams  in  what  is  dearefr, 
As  makes  me  even  forget  my  own  refentments, 
Granting  to  pity  the  whole  place  of  love, 
And  at  that  rate  Til  ferve  yoa.     Yet  thus  far 
You  mure  allow  trT  eruption  of  a  heart 
So  highly  injur'd,  as  to  tell  you  frankly, 
'Tis  to  comply  with  my  own    principles 
Of  honour,  now,  without  the  leaft  relation 
To  former  paffion,  or  to  former  favours. 

Don.  Eh.  Thofe  you  have  found  a  ready  way  to 
cancel ; 
Your  fullen  filence,  during  all  your  journey, 
Might  have  fpar'd  you  thefe  fuperfluous  words ; 
That  had  fufficiently  inftruded  me 
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What  power  meer  appearances  have  had, 

Without  examination,  to  deftroy, 

Wi.h  an  umbragious  nature,  all  that  love 

Was  ever  able  on  the  folicTit  grounds 

To  found  and  to  eftabliih.     Yet  methinks, 

A  man  that  boaits  fuch  principles  of  honour, 

And  of  fuch  force  to  fvvay  him  in  h:s  actions, 

In  fpight  of  all  refentments,  mould  reflect, 

That  nonour  does  oblige  to  a  fufpenfe 

At  leait,  of  judgment,  when  farprifing  chances 

Yet  unenquird  into,  tempt  gallant  men 

To  prejudicial  thoughts  of  thoie,  with  whom 

They  had  fettled  friendfhip  upon  virtuous  grounds, 

Eut  'tis  from  heawn.  I  fee,  and  not  from  you, 

Elvira  nmft  expect  her  vindication  ; 

And  until  then  fubfriit  to  th'  hardeft  fate, 

Thai  ever  can  befall  a  generous  fpirit, 

Of  being  oblig'dby  him  that  injures  her. 

Fer.  Nay  fpeak,  Elvira,  fpeak,  you  have  me  attentive: 

\W'ith  a  kind  offcornful  accent. 
It  were  a  wonder  worthy  of  your  wit, 
To  make  me  truft  my  ears  before  my  eyes. 

Den.  Eh\  Thofe  are  the  witneffes  indeed,  Fernando, 
To  whofe  true  teftimony's  falfe  inference 
You  owe  my  moderation  and  my  filence, 
And  that  I  leave  it  to  the  gods  and  time, 
To  make  appear  both  to  the  world  and  you, 
The  maxim  falfe,  that  full  the  worft  proves  true. 
Enter  Fa  bio. 

Fah.  Don  Julio  is  without. 

Fer.  Wait  on  him  in [Exit  Fabio. 

And  now,  Elvira, 
If  you'll  be  pleas'd  to  reft  yourfelf  awhile 
Within  that  clofet,  you  may  hear  what  pafTes 
Betwixt  my  friend  and  me,  until  fuch  time 
As  I  by  fome  diiccurfe  haying  prevented 
Too  great  furprize,  you  (hall  think  fit  t'  appear; 
He  is  the  man,  (as  I  have  often  told  you 
During  my  happy  days)  for  whom  alone 

I  have 
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I  have  no  referves,  and  His  to  his  afliftance, 
That  I  mull  owe  the  means  of  ferving  you, 
In  the  concernments  of  your  fafety  and  honour ; 
And  therefore,  madam,  'twill  be  no  offence, 
I  hope,  to  truft  him  with  the  true  occafion 
That  brings  me  hither,  to  employ  his  friendfhip, 
Obferving  that  refpect  in  the  relation, 
Which  I  fhall  always  pay  you. 

[Elvira  retiring  as  into  the  clofet. 

Den.  Eh.  There  needs  no   management  in  the  re- 
lation, 
I  am  indifferent  what  others  think, 
Since  thofe  who  ought  t'  have  thought  the  belt,  have 

faiPd  me : 
Sir,  I  obey,  refign'd  up  to  your  conduct., 
Till  miitrefs  of  my  own.  [Exit. 

Enter  Don  Julio  ;    Fernando  and  he  embrace. 

Don  Jul.  My  joy  to  have  my  dear  Fernando  here 
So  unexpectedly,  as  great  as  'tis, 
Cannot  make  Julio  unfenfible 
Of  th'  injury  you  have  done  him,  t'  have  alighted 
And  pafs'd  a  night  within  Valencia, 
At  any  other  place  than  at  his  houfe  ; 
Donna  Blanca  herfelf  will  fcarce  forgive  it, 
When  fhe  fhall  know  it. 

Don  Fer.  I  hope  fhe's  well. 

Jul.  She  is  fo,  thanks  to  heaven ; 
But  I  muft  bid  you  expect  a  chiding  from  her. 

Fir.   You  both  might  well  accufe  me  of  a  failure, 
Did  not  th'  o-cafion  of  my  coming  hither 
Bring  with  it  an  excufe,  alas  too  juft, 
As  you  will  quickly  find. 

Don  Jul.  Nay,  then  you  raife  difquiet,  eafe  me  quickly, 
By  telling  me  what  'tis  ;  of  this  be  fure, 
Heart,  hand,  and  fortune,  are  entirely  yours 
At  all  efTays. 

Fer.  It  is  not  new  t'ye,  that  I  was  a  lover 

\_After  parajrng  awhile. 
Engaged  in  all  the  paffion  that  e'er  beauty, 
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In  heighth  of  it's  perfection,  could  produce  ; 
And  that  confirmed  by  reafon,  from  her  wit, 
Her  quality,  and  moil  unblemifh'd  conduct ; 
Nor  was  there  more  tp  jultify  my  love, 
Than  to  perfuade  my  happinefs  in  her 
Jufl  correfpondence  to  it,  by  all  the  ways 
Of  honourable  admiflion,  that  might  ferve 
To  make  eileem  tranfcend  the  pitch  of  love. 

Don  Jul.  Of  all  this  I  have  not  only  had  knowledge, 
But  great  participation  in  your  joys ; 
Than  which,  I  thought  nothing  more  permanent, 
Since  founded  onfuch  virtue  as  Elvira's. 

Don  Fer.  Ah,  Julio,  how  fond  a  creature  is  the  man, 
That  founds  his  blifs  upon  a  woman's  firmnefs  f 
Even  tnat  Elvira,  when  I  thought  myfelf 
Secureft  in  my  happinefs,  nothing  wanting 
To  make  her  mine,  but  thofe  exterior  forms, 
Without  which,  men  of  honour  that  pretend 
In  way  of  marriage,  would  be  loath  to  find 
Greater  conceilion,  where  the  love  is  greateft : 
As  I  was  fitting  with  her,  late  at  night, 
By  ufual  admittance  to  her  chamber, 
As  two  whofe  hearts  in  wedlock-bands  were  join'd, 
And  feem'd  above  all  other  care  but  how 
Eeit  to  diiguife  things  to  a  wayward  father, 
Till  time,  and  art.  might  compafs  his  confent ; 
A  fi,aden  noife  was  heard  in  th'  inner  room 
.belonging  to  her  chamber  :  fhe  Harts  up 
In  manifeit  diforuer,  and  runs  in, 
Defiring  me  to  flay,  till  fhe  had  feen 
What  caus'd.  it ;  1  impatient,  follow, 
As  fearing  for  her,  had  it  been  her  father  : 
My  head  no  fooner  was  within  the  room, 
Eut  ilrait  I  fpy'd,  behind  a  curtain  fhrinking, 
"A  goodly  gallant,  but  not  known  to  me. 

Don  Jut.  Heavens  !  what  can  this  be  ? 

Fer.   You  will  not  think  that  there ,  and  at  that  hour, 
I  ftay'd  to  aik  his  name  ;  he,  ready  as  I 
To  make  his  i  word  th'  exprefler  of  his  mind, 

We 
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We  foon  determin'd  what  we  fought ;  I  hurt 
But  (lightly  in  the  arm,  he  fell  as  flain, 
Run  through  the  body  :  what  Elvira,  did, 
My  rage  allow'd  me  not  to  mark  ;  but  flrait 
I  got  away,  more  wounded  to  the  heart, 
Than  he  I  left  for  dead. 

Jul.  Prodigious  accident !  where  can  it  end  ? 

Fer.  I  got  fafe  home,  where  carefully  conceaPd, 
I  fought,  by  Fabio's  diligence,  to  learn 
Who  my  flain  rival  was,  and  what  became 
'Of  my  unhappy  miftrefs,  and  what  courf'e 
Don  Pedro  de  Mendoza  took,  to  right 
The  honour  of  his  houfe. 

Don  Jul.  You  long'd  not  more  to  know  it  then5  than  I 
Do  now. 

Don  Fer,  All  could  be  learn' d  was  this :  That  my 
rival, 
Whom  I  thought  dead,  was  likely  to  recover, 
And  that  he  was  a  ftranger  lately  come 
Up  to  the  court,  to  follow  fome  pretenfions  , 
His  name  he  either  learn'd  not  perfectly, 
Or  did  not  well  retain.   As  for  Elvira, 
That  none  knew  where  fhe  was,  and  that  Don  Pedro 
Had  fet  a  flop  to  profecution 
In  any  publick  way  ;  with  what  referves 
Was  not  yet   known. 

Don  Jul,  More  and  more  intricate. 

Don  Fer,  I  mull  now  come  to  that  you  leaft  would 
look  for. 
I  had  but  few  days  pail  in  my  concealment 
(Refentment  and  revenge  ftill  boiling  in  me) 
When  late  one  evening,  as  I  buried  was 
In  deepeft  thought,  I  iuddenly  was  rous'd 
By  a  furprifmg  apparition,  Julio, 
Elvira  in  my  chamber,  fpeaking  to  me 

With  rare  affurance,  thus Don  Fernando* 

I  come  not  here  to  juilify  myfelf, 
That  were  below  Elvira,  towards  one 
Whofe  action  in  defertmg  me  hath  fhown 
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So  difobligingly,  his  rafh  judgment  of  me. 
I  come  to  mind  you  of  honour,  not  of  love  : 
Mine  can  protection  feek  from  none  but  yours. 
I've  hitherto  been  fhelter'd  from  the  fury 
Of  my  enrag'd  father,  by  my  coufm  Camilla ; 
But  that's  no  place,  you  eafily  may  judge, 
For  longer  ftay  j  1  do  expect  from  you 
To  be  convey'd,  where  free  from  violence, 
And  from  new  hazards  of  my  wounded  fame, 
I  may  attend  my  righting  from  the  gods. 

Don.  Jul.  Can  guilt  maintain   fuch   confidence  in  a 
maid  ? 
Yet  how  to  think  her  innocent,  I  know  not. 

Don  Fer.  'Twere  lofs   of  time  to   dwell  on  circum- 
fiances, 
Either  of  my  wonder,  or  reply  ;  in  fhort, 
What  I  found  honour  dictated,  I  did ; 
Within  two  hours  I  put  her  in  a  coach, 
And  favoured  by  the  night,  convey'd  her  fafe 
Out  of  Madrid  to  Ocana,  and  thence 
In  three  days  hither  to  Valencia, 
The  only  place  where,  by  your  generous  aid, 
I  could  have  hopes  to  fettle  and  fecure 
Her  perfon  and  her  honour.     That  once  done, 
Farewell  to  Spain  :  I'll  to  the  wars  of  Milan, 
And  there  foon  put  a  noble  end  to  cares. 

Don  Jul.  Let  us  firfl  think  how  to  difpofe  of  her, 
Since  here  you  fay  fhe  is  ;  that  done  which  prefTes, 
You  will  have  time  to  weigh  all  other  things. 

Don  Fer.  Mv  thoughts  can  pitch  upon  no  other  way 
Decent  or  fafe  for  her,  but  in  a  convent, 
If  you  have  any  abbefs  here  to  friend. 

Don  Jul.  I  have  an  aunt,  ruling  the  Urfulins, 
With  whom  I  have  full  power,  and  fhe  is  wife, 
In  cafe  that  courfe  were  to  be  fix'd  upon  ; 
But  that's  not  my  opinion. 

Den  Fer.  What  can  your  reafon  be  ? 

Don  Jul.  Laft  remedies,  in  my  judgment, 
Are  not  to  be  ufed,  till  eaJier  have  been  try'd  ; 

Had 
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Had  this   ftrange  accident  been  thoroughly 

Examin'd,    in  all  its  circumftances, 

And  that  from  thence  me   were  convicted  guilty, 

Nought  elfe  were  to  be  thought  on,  but  a  cloiiler : 

Eut  as  things  fland  imperfectly  difcover'd, 

Although  appearances  condemn  her  ftrongly, 

I  cannot  yet  conclude  a  perfon  guilty 

Of  what  throughout  fo  contradictory  feems 

To  the  whole  tenor  of  her  former  life, 

As  well  as  to  her  quality  and  wit  ; 

And  therefore  let's  avoid  precipitation. 

Let  my  houfe  be  her  fhelter  for  a  while  ; 

You  know,  my  fifter  Blanca  is  diicreet, 

And  may  be  trufted,  me  (hall  there  be  ierv'd 

By  her  and  me,  with  care  and  fecrecy. 

Den  Fer,  The  offers  kind,  but  nowife  practicable, 
And  might  prove  hazardous  to  Blanca's  honour, 
When  it  mould  once  break   out    (as  needs  it  muft) 
From  fervants  feeing  fuch  a  gueft  fo  treated. 

Don  Jul.  That,  I  confefs,  I  know  not  how  to  aniwer ; 
But  could  Elvira's  mind  fubmit  unto  it, 
I  could  propofe  a  courfe  without  objection. 

Don.   Fer.  That  me   can  foon  refolve  -,  what  is  it, 
Julio  ? 

Don  Jul.  A  gentlewoman  who  waited  on  my  filter, 
Hath  newly  left  hex  fervice  for  a  hufband, 
And  it  is   known  fhe  means  to  take  another  ; 
I  have  a  ready  way  to  recommend  one, 
By  Violante,  of  whofe  love  and  mine 
You  are  not  ignorant,  fince  that  e'er  this 
We  had  been  married,  had  not  kindred  fore'd  us 
To  wait  a  difpenfation  for't  from  Rome  ; 
Blanca  I'm  fare  will  readily  embrace 
Any  occafion  of  obliging  her. 

Don  Fer.  That  were  a  right  expedient  indeed, 
Could  but  Elvira's  fpirit  brook  it. 

[Enter  Elvira  as  from  the  clojll. 

EI<v.  You  have  ill  meafures  of  Elvira's  fpirit, 
MiHaken  Den  f  ernando.    Till  heaven's  juftice 
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Shall  her  entirely  to  herfelf  reftore, 

The  lowlier  fhape  her  fate  fhall  hide  her  under, 

The  more  'twill  fit  her  humour. 

[Julio  ftarts  back  as  it  were  amazed. 

Don  Jul.    \_JJide.~]  O  heavens  [  can  guilt  with  fuch 
perfection   dwell, 
And  put  on  fuch  ailurance  ?  It  cannot  be. 

\Don  'Julio  addrejjing  himfelf  to  her,   and beginning . 
She  ho/ding  out  her    hand  and  interrupting  him, 

Den  Jul.  Madam. 

EPv.  Spare  compliments,  and  let  your  actions  fpeak, 
Thofe  may  oblige  both  him  and  me  ;  your  words 
Cannot  comply  with  both. 

Julio  ajide.    Did  ever  yet 

Such   majefty  with  mifery  combine, 
But  in  this  woman  ? 

To  her.']  Madam,  I   obey, 

And  fmce  you  're  pleas'd  t'approve  what  I  propos'd, 
No  moment  fhall  be  loft  in  th'   execution. 

[Exit  Julio,  Fernando  accompanying  him  a?td  Fabio. 
Elvira  fola. 

O   how  unkindly   have    the   heavens  dealt 
With  womankind,  above  all  other  creatures  ! 
Our  pleafure,  and  our  glory,  to  have  placed 
All  on  the  brink  of  precipices,  fuch 
As  every  breath  can  blow  the  leaft  light  of  us 
Headlong  into,  paft  all  hopes  of  redemption  : 
Nor  can  our  wit,  or  virtue,  give  exemption. 
'Tis  true,  I  lov'd  ;  but  juftify'd  therein 
By  fpotlefs  thoughts,  and  by  the  object's  merit, 
I  deem'd  myfelf  above  the  reach  of  malice  j 
When  in  an  inftant,  by  another's  folly, 
I  am  more  loil  than  any  by  my  own. . 
Accurs'd  Don  Zancho,  what  occasion 
E'er  gave  Elvira  to  thy  mad  intrufion  ? 
Unleis  difdain  and  fcorn  incentives  are, 
To  make  men's  pamons  more  irregular. 
Ah,  matchlefs  rigor  of  the  powers  above  ! 
Not  only  to  fubmit  our  honour's  fate 
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Unto  the  vanity  of  thofe  we  love, 
But  to  the  ralhnefs  even  of  thofe  we  hate.  {Exit. 

{Enter  Donna  Blanca   at  one  door,  reading  a  paper 
with  great  marks  of  pajjion  and  dijlurbance,  and 
her  waiting  wotaan   Francifca    at  another,    ob* 
/craving  her. 
Blan.  Ah,  the  traitor  ! 

Fran.  What  can  this  mean  ?  {Afide. 

Blan.  Was  this  thy  fweet  pretenfion  at  Madrid, 
Drawn  out  in  length,  and  hind'ring  thy  return  ? 
Thy  fair  pretence  thou  fhould'-ft  have  faid,  falfe  man. 
Fran.  For  love's  fake,  madam,  what  can  move  you 

thus  ? 
Blan.  For  hate's  fake,  fay,  and  for  revenge,  Fran- 
cifca, 
And  fo  thou  may' ft  perfuade  me  to  difcover 
My  ihame  unto  thee.    Read,  read,  that  letter  ; 
'Tis  from  your  favourite,  Chichon. 

{Francifca  takes  the  letter  and  reads  it. 

Madam,  to  make  good  my  engagements  of  concealing 
nothing  from  you,  during  this  ah  fence  of  my  majler ;  I 
am  bound  to  tell  you,  that  fome  ten  days  fince,  late-  at 
night,  he  was  left  for  dead,  run  through  the  body  by 
another  unknown  gallant,  in  the  chamber  of  a  famed 
beauty  of  the  court.  Whilji  the  danger  continued,  I 
thought  it  not  ft  to  let  you  know  either  the  accident,  or 
the  occafon  ;  which,  now}  he  is  recovered,  and  thinking 
of  his  return  to  Valencia,  I  muft  no  longer  forbear, 
I  hope  you  will  ha<ve  a  care  not  to  undo  me  for  being 
more  faithful  to  you,  than  to  the  m after  you  ga<ve  me. 

Your  creature  Chichon \ 

Blan.  Have  I  not  a  worthy  gallant,  think  you  ? 

Fran.  Madam,  this  comes  of  being  over-curious, 
And  gaining  fervants  to  betray  their  mailers  ; 
How  quiet  might  you  have  flept,  and  never  felt 
What  pafs'd  with  your  Don  Zancho  at  Madrid  ! 
His  pale  and  difmal  looks  at  his  return, 

Though 
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Though  caused  by  lofs  of  blood  in  the  hot  fervice 
Of  other  dames,  might  fairly  have  been  thought 
Effects  of  care,  and  want  of  fleep  for  you  ; 
And  taken  fo,  have  pafs'd  for  new  endearments, 
Who  ever  pry'd  into  another's  letter, 
Or  flyly  hearken' d  to  another's  whifper, 
But  faw,  or  heard,  fomewhat  did  not  pleafe  him  ? 
'Twas  Eve's  curiofity  undid  us  all. 

Blew.  Away  with  thy  moralities,  dull  creature, 
I'll  make  thee  fee,  and  falfe  Don  Zancho  kd, 
That  Blanca's  not  a  dame  to  be  fo  treated. 
But  who  are  thofe  I  hear  without,  whoe'er 
They  be,  they  come  at  an  unwelcome  hour. 

[Francifca  looks  out, 
Fran.  Madam,  it  is  a  page  of  Violante's 
Ufhering  a  handfome  maid. 

[Enter  a  page  with  a  letter  and  Elvira  ;  the  page 
prefents   the  letter  to  Blanca,  /he  addreffes   her* 
felf  to  Elvira,  and  Jhe  throws  up  her  vail. 
Blan.  This  letter  is  in  your  behalf,  fair  maid, 

[Having  read  the  letter. 
There's  no  denying  fuch  a  recommender; 
But  fuch  a  face  as  yours  is,  needed  none. 
Page,  tell  your  lady  as  much ,  and  you,  Silvia, 

[Turning. 
(For  fo  (he  fays  you  are  call'd)  be  confident 
Y'are  fallen  into  the  hands  of  one  that  knows 
How  to  be  kind,  more  as  your  friend  than  miftrefs, 
If  your  demeanour  and  good  nature  anfwer 
But  what  your  looks  do  promife. 
Eh.  Madam,  it  is  the  noble  charity 

[By   the  name  of  Silvia, 
Of  thofe  you  call  upon  me,  not  mine  own, 
To  which  I  muft  acknowledge  any  advantage 
I  ever  can  pretend  to,  more  than  what 
Fair  Violante's  mediation  gives  me. 

Blan.  She's   ftrangely  handfome,    and  how  well   fhe 

fpeaks!  [AJide  to  Fra?tcifca. 

Fran.    So,     fo,  methinks:   you  know   new-comers, 

madam,  Set 
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et  ftiTl  the  beft   foot  forward. 

Blan.  And  know  as  well,  that  you  decaying  ftagers 
Are  always  jealous  of  new  comers,  young 
And  handfome. 

Fran.  You  may  be  as  fharp  upon  me,  as  you  pleafe, 

know  to  what  t'attribute  your  ill  humour. 

Bhn.  Francifca,  entertain  her,  I'll  go  write 
To  Violante,  and  then  reft  a  wrhile 
In  hopes  to  eafe  the  head-ach  that  hath  feiz'd  me  ; 
That  done,  fweet  Silvia,  we  (hall  talk  at  leifure. 

[Exit  Blanca. 

Fran.  Sweet  Silvia  !  kind  epithets  are  for  new  faces. 

[Jfide. 
-    Silv.  Now  comes  the  hard  part  of  my  tafk  indeed, 
To  a&  the  fellow  waiting-woman  right. 
But  fince  the  gods  already  have  conform'd 
My  mind  to  my  condition,  I  do  hope, 
They'll  teach  me  words  and  geflures  fuitable.       [Jfidei 

[Francifca  embraces  Silvia. 

Fran.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  my  fweet  filter,  and  beg 
you 
To  be  no  niggard  of  a  little  kindnefs  ; 
A  very  little  ferves  with  fuch  a  face, 
To  gain    what  heart  you  pleafe. 

Sihf.  If  it  can  help  to  gain  me  yours,  I'll  take  it 
Por  the  bell  office  that  it  ever  did  me, 
And  love  it  much  the  better. 

Fran.  Make  much  on't  then,  for  that  it  has  done  al- 
ready. 

Sihr.   If  you  will  have  me  vain  enough  to  think  it, 
You  muft  confirm  it,  by  the  proof  of  being 
My  kind  inftrudlor  how  to  pleafe  my  lady, 
For  I  am  very  raw  in  fervice. 

Fran. O  that 

I  were  fo  too,  and  had  thy  youth  t'excufe  it  ; 
But  my  experience,  Mer,  fhall  be  yours, 
By  free  communication.     Come,  let's  in 
And  reft  us  in  my  chamber,  there  I'll  give  you 

Kit 
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Firil  handfel  of  the  franknefs  of  my  nature. 

\Exjxint  Silvia  and  Francifca. 

Enter  Don  Zdncho  and  Chichon  bis  man,  in  riding  bdbits' 

Don  Zan.  I  muft  confefs,  Chichon,  the  very  fmell 
Of  Tweet  Valencia  has  even  reviv'd  my  fpirits. 
There  is  no  fuch  pleafure,  as  to  fuck  and  breathe 
One's  native  air. 

Cbicb.  Chiefly  after  being  in  fo  fair  a  way 
As  you,  of  never  breathing  anymore. 

Don  Zan.  Pr'ythee  no  more  of  that ;  fince  I  have  for- 
got it, 
Methinks  thou  eafily  may'ft. 

Chich .  Faith  hardly,  fir,    whilft  dill  your  ghaflly  face 
Doth  bear  fuch  difmal  memorandums  of  it, 
Apter  to  raife  inquifitivenefs  in  thofe 
Know  nothing  of  the  matter,  than  t' allay 
Remembrance  in  partakers. 

Don  Zan.   Heaven   fhield  us  from   Donna  Elanca's 
queries, 
No  matter  for  the  reft. 

Cbich.  You  would  not  wifh  to  find  her  fo  unconcern'd, 
I'm  fure  you  would  not  ;  faith  I  long  to  hear 
Th'  ingenious  defeats,  I  make  account, 
You  are  prepar'd  to  give  to  her  fufpicions. 

Don  Zan.   Let  me  alone  for  that :  but  on  thy  life 
Be  fure  that  nothing  be  fcrew'd  out  of  thee, 
Neither  by  her,  nor  by  her  fly  Francifca. 

Cbicb.  Be  you,  fir,  fure,  that  from  your  true  Chichon, 
They'll  know  no  more  to  day,  than  yefterday 
They  did,  nor  thence  more  to  the  world's  end, 
Than  what  they  did  before  we  left  Madrid. 

Don  Zan.  Truly,  Chichon,   we  needs  mull  find  the 
means 
To  get  a  fight  of  her  this  very  night  ; 
I   die  if  I  fhould  mifs  it. 

Cbicb.  Laft  week  left  gafping  for  Elvira's  love, 
And  fcarce  revived,  when  prefently  expiring 
For  Blanca's  again — I  did  not  think  Don  Cupid 

Had 
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Had  been  a  merchant  of  fuch  quick  returns. 

Don  Xan,  Thou  art  an  afs,  and  want'ft  diflindtivenefs- 
'Twixt  love  and  love  ;  that  was  a  love  of  fport, 
To  keep  the  ferious  one  in  breath. 

Chick.  Faith,  fir,  I  muft  confefs  my  ignorance, 
That  when  I  faw  you  groveling  in  your  blood, 
I  thought  your  love  had  been  in  fober  fadnefs. 

Don  rLan.  Pr'ythee  leave  fooling,  and  let's  carefully 
Gain  the  back  way  into  my  houfe  unfeen, 
That  none  may  know  of  my  return,  till  Elanca 
Find  me  at  her  feet  :  And  be  you  induftrious* 
T'obferve  Don  Julio's  going  forth  this  evening  ; 
Doubtlefs  he'll  keep  his  ufual  hours  abroad 
At  Violante's,  fince  not  married  yet. 

Chiib.  I  fhall  obferve  your  orders  punctually. 

[Exeunt. 

tLnter  Don  Julio,  and  knocks  as  at   Blanc  a 'j  door. 

Don  JuL  What,  filler,    at  your  Siefta  already  ?  iffo, 
You  muft  have  patience  to  be  wak'd  out  of  it, 
For  I  have  news  to  tell  you.  [Enter  Blanca% 

Blan.  No,  brother,  I  was  much  more  pleafingly 
Employ'd,  in  ferving  you  ;  that  is,  making 
My  court  to  Violante,  by  receiving 
To  wait  upon  me  in   Lucilla's  place, 
A  gentlewoman  of  her  recommending. 

Don  JuL  Where  is  ihe  ?  let  me  fee  her. 

Blan. 'Twere  not  fafe, 

She  is  too  handfome.    You  think  now  I  jefl:  ; 

But,  without  raillery,  Ihe  is  fo  lovely, 

That  were  not  Violante  very  afiur'd 

Of  her  own  beauty,  and  the  flrong  ideas 

That  ftill  upholds  within  you,  one  might  queftioh 

Her  wit,  to  have  fet  her  in  her  gallant's  way. 

But  what's  the  news  you  mean  ? 

Jul.  That  our  dear  friend  and  kinfman,  Don  Fer- 
nando, 
Is  come  to  town,  and  going  for  Italy  : 
The  fecret  of  it  doth  fo  much  import  him, 
It  forc'd  him  to  forbear  alighting  here, 

And 
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And  lodging  with  us  as  he  us'd  to  do  ; 
But  yet  he  fays,  nothing  (hall  hinder  him 
From  waiting  en  you  in  the  dufk  of  th'  evening  ? 
I  hope  youll  find  wherewith  to  regale  him. 

Blan.  As  well  as  you  have  drain'd  my  cabinets 
Of  late,  in  prefents  to  your  miftrefs,  foiuc 
Perfumes  will  yet  be  found,  fuch  as  at  Rome 
Itfelf  fhall  not  difgrace  Valencia. 

Don  Jul.    I  know  your  humour,  and  that  the  beft 
prefent 
Can  be  given  you,  is  to  give  you  the  occafion 
Of  prefenting  ;  but  I  am  come  in  now 
Only  to  advertife  you,  and  muft  be  gone  ; 
Yet  not  I  hope  without  a  fight  of  one 
So  recommended,  and  commended  fo. 

Blan.  I  mould  have  thought  you  ftrangely   chang'd- 
in  humour, 
Should  you  have  gone  away  fo  uncurioufly. 
Ho  !  [She  knocks. 

Enter   Francifca. 
Fran.  What  pleafe  you,  madam  ? 
Blan.  Pr'ythee  tell  Silvia  I  would  fpeak  with  her. 
Well,  clear  your  eyes,  and  fay  I  have  no  (kill, 
If  fhe  appears  not  t'ye  exceeding  handfome. 

[Enter  Francifca  with  Silvia  ;  Julio  f ah  tes  her, 
Don  Jul.  Welcome,  fair  maid,  into  this  family, 
Where,  whilft  you  take  a  fervant's  name  upon  you 
To  do  my  frfter  honour,  you  muft  allow 
It's  mafter  to  be  yours,  and  that  by  ftrongeft  ties, 
Knowing  who  plac'd  you  here,  and  having  eyes. 

Siht.  I  wifh  my  fervice,  fir,  to  her  and  you, 
May  merit  fuch  a  happy  introduction. 

Don  Jul.  Farwell,  filler,  till  anon,  accompanied 
As  now  you  are,  I  think  you'll  mifs  me  little. 

[Exit  Julio. 
Blan.  I  muft  confefs  I  ne'er  could  better  fpare  you 
Than  at  this  time,  but  not  for  any  reafon 
That  you,  I  hope,  can  guefs  at. 
# 

Francifca, 
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Francifca,  you  and  Silvia  may  retire 

[Exeunt  Silvia  and  Francifca*, 
And  entertain  yourfelves  ;  I'll  to  my  clofet 
And  try  to  reft. 

Or  rather,  to  vent   freely 

My  reftlefs  thoughts.     O  the  felf- torturing  part  \ 

[Aftde. 
To  force  complaifance  from  a  jealous  heart.         [Exit* 
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Scene  changes  to  the  room  in  the  inn. 

Enter  Don  Julio  and  Don  Fernando. 

Don   Julio. 

ALbricias,  friend,  for  the  good  new9  f  bring  you, 
All  has  fallen  out  as  well  as  we  could  wifti. 
As  to  Elvira's  fettling  with  my  filler, 
So  lucky  a  fuccefs,  in  our  firfl  aims 
Concerning  her,  I  truft,  does  bode  good  fortune 
Beyond  our  hopes  ;  yet,  in  the  farther  progrefs 
Of  this  affair — 

Don  Fer.  There's  no    fuch  thing  in  nature  left  as 
better, 
Julio,  the  worft  proves  always  true  with  me. 
Yet  pr'ythee  tell,  how  does  that  noble  beauty 
(Wherein  high  quality  is  fo  richly  ftamp'd) 
Comport  her  fervile  metamorphofis  ? 

Don  JuL  As  one,  whofe  body,  as  divine  as  'tis, 
Seems  bound  to  obey  exa&ly  fuch  a  mind, 
And  gently  take  whate'er  fhape  that  impofes. 

Don  Fer.  Ah,  let  us  mention  her  no  more,  my  Julio  ; 
Ideas  flow  upon  me  too  abltra&ed 

From 
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From  her  unfaithfulnefs,  and  may  corrupt 
The  firmeft  reafon  :  above  all  be  fure 
I  do  not  fee  her  fo  transform'd,  left  that 
Transform  me  too  ;  I'll  rather  pafs  with  Blanca 
Both  for  unkind  and  rude,  and  leave  Valencia 
Without  feeing  her. 

Don  Jul.  Leave  that  to  me,  Fernando; 
But  if  you  intend  the  honour  to  my  fifter, 
It  will  be  time,  the  night  draws  on  apace. 

Fer.  Come,  let's  be  gone  then. 

\_As  they  are  going  out)  enter  Fabio  hajlily* 

Fab.  Stay,  fir,  for  heaven's  fake  flay — 
•    Don  Fer.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Fab.  That  will  furprize  you  both,  as  much  as  me, 
Don  Pedro  de  Mendoza  is  below, 
Newly  alighted  ? 

Don  Fer.  Ha  f  What  fay'ft  thou,  firrah  ? 
Elvira's  father — 

Fab.  Sir,  the  very  fame, 
And  he  had  fcarcely  fet  one  foot  to  ground, 
When  he  enquir'd,  where  lives  Don  Julio  Rocca  ? 

Don  Jul.  For  my  houfe,  Fabio  ?  It  cannot  be, 
I  never  knew  the  man. 

Don  Fer.  The  thing  does  fpeak  itfelf,  and  my  hard 
fate  ; 
What  elfe  could  bring  him  hither,  but  purfuit 
Of  me,  and  of  his  daughter  ?  having  learn'd 
The  way  we  took  ;  and  what  fo  eafy,  Julio, 
Here  at  Valencia,  as  to  know  our  friendfhip; 
And  then  of  confequence,  your  houfe  to  be 
My  likelieft  retreat  ? 

Don  Jul.  'Tis  furely  fo, 
Let  us  apply  our  thoughts  to  beft  preventives. 

Don  Fer.   Whilfl  we  retire  into  the  inner  room 
T'  advife  together,  Fabio,  be  you  fure 
(Since  unknown  to  him)  to  obferve  his  motions. 

{Exeunt  omnes. 

Scene 
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Scene  changes  to  the  profped  of  Valencia. 

Enter  Don    Zancho  and  Chi  con,    as    in  the  Jlreet  near 
Julio's    houfe. 

Don  Zanc.   Newly  gone  out,  fay  you  ? 
That  is  as  lucky  as  we  could  have  wifh'd  ; 
And  fee  but  how  invitingly  the  door 
Stands  open  Hill ! 

Chic.  An  open  door  may  lead  to  a  face  of  wood — 

\_Ajide  to  Don  Zancho* 
But  mean  you,  fir,  to  go  abruptly  in 
Without  more  ceremony  ? 

Don   Zanc.  Surprize    redoubles   (fool)   the  joys   of 
lovers. 
Eut  flay,  Chicon,  let's  walk  afide  awhile 
Till  yonder  coach  be  pafl. 

{Exeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  the  room  in  the  inn. 

Enter  Don  Julio   and  Don  Fernando. 

Don  Jul.  There  is  no  fafety  in  any  other  way, 
You  muft  not  flir  from  hence,  until  w'have  got 
Some  farther  light,  what  courfe  he  means  to  fleer. 
Let  Fabio  be  vigilant,  I'll  get  home, 
Down  that  back  flairs,  and  take  fuch  order  there 
Not  to  be  found,  in  cafe  he  comes  to  enquire, 
As  fpr  this  night  at  leaft  fhall  break  his  meafures, 
And  in  the  morning  we'll  refolve  together 
Whether  you  ought  to  quit  Valencia  or  no. 

Don  Fer.  Farewel  then  for  to  night,  I'll  be  alert  ; 
Jiut  fee  j*  excufe  me  fairly  to  my  coufin. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene 
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Scene  changes  to  Blanca's  antichamber. 

Enter  Donna  Blanc  a  and  Francifca. 

Den.  Blan.  As  well  as  Silvia  pleafes  me,  Francifca, 
rmglad,  at  preient,  that  fhe  is  not  well, 
She  would  conftrain  me  elfe  ;  me  has  wit  enough 
To  defcant  on  my  humour,  and  from  thence 
To  make  perhaps  difcoveries,  not  fit 
For  fuch  new-comers. 

Fran.  If  fhe  has  wit,  fhe  keeps  it  to  herfelf, 
At  leaf*  from  me  ;  of  pride,  and  melancholy 
I  fee  good  (lore. 

Don.  Blan.  Still  envious  and  detracting? 

[Enter  Don  Zancho  and  Chi  cor.. 
See  who  comes  there,  madam,  to  flop  your  mouth. 

[Donna    Blanca  cajiing    an   eye  that  <ivay,     and 
Chi  con  clinging  up  clofe  behind  his  majhr,  and 
making  a  mouth. 
Chu*  Sh1  has  fpy'd  us,  and  it  thickens  in  the  clear, 
I  fear  a  florm ;  goes  not  your  heart  pit-a-pat  ? 

[To  his  niajler,   ajide. 
Don.  Blan.  Ah,    the  bold  traitor ! — but  1  mull  dif- 
femble, 
And  give  his  impudence  a  little  line, 
The  better  to  confound  him. 

[Donna  Blanca  advancing  to  him,  and  as  it  were 
embracing  him  ivith  an  affefied  chearfulnefs. 
Don.    Blan.    Welcome,    as   unexpected,    my  Don 

Zancho. 
Don  Zan.  Nay,  then  we  are  fafe,  Chicon. 

[Jjide  to  Chicon. 
Incomparable  maid,  heaven  blefs  thofe  tyesf 
Prom  which  I  find  a  new  life  fpringing  in  me  ; 
Having  fo  long  been  baninYd  from  their  rays, 
How  dark  the  court  appear'dto  me  without  them  ? 
Could  it  have  kept  me  from  their  influence, 
As  from  their  light,  I  had  expired  long  fince. 

Don. 
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>JDons  Blan.  Y'  exprefs  your  love  now  in  fo  courtly 
a  ftile, 
I  fear  you  have  acted  it  in  earneft  there, 
And  but  rehearfe,  to  me,  your  country  miftrefs. 

Don  Zanc.  Ah,    let  Chicon  but   tell  you    how   he 
hath  feen  me 
During  my  abfence  from  you. 

Chic.  I  vow  I  have  feen  him  even  dead  for  love, 
You  might  have  found  it  in  his  very  looks, 
Before  you  brought  the  blood  into  his  cheeks. 

Don.  Blan.  E'en  dead  yon  fay  for   love,  but  fay  of 

whom  ? 
Don  Zanc.  Can  Blanca  afk  a  queftion  fo  injurious, 
As  well  to  her  own  perfections,  as  my  faith? 

Don.  Blan,  I  can  hold  no  longer.  \Afede  to  Francifca. 
My  iaithful  lover,  then  it  is  not  you — 

[To  him  f com  fully. 
Chic.  She  changes  tone,  I  like  not,  faith,  the  key, 
The  mufick  will  be  jarring.  [A fide  to  his  mafter. 

Don.  Blan.  "Tis  not  then  you,  Don  Zancho,  who 
having  chang'd 
His  fuit  at  court  into  a  love  pretenfi on, 
And  his  concurrents  into  a  gallant  rival, 
Fell  by  his  hand,  a  bloody  facrifice 
Al  his  fair  miftrefs1  feet ;  who  was  it  then  ? 

\Don  Zancho  fiands  awhile  as  amaz'd,  with  folded 
arms.      Chicon  behind  his  ma fter,  holding  up  his 
hands,  and  making  a  fitful  face  ;    Francifca  ■ 
fie  a  Is  t-o  him^  and  holding  uj>  her  hand  threat- 
ningly . 

Fran.  A  blab,  Chicon,  a  pick-thank,  peaching  vaxlet! 
Ne'er  think  to  look  me  in  the  face  again. 

[Afide  to  Chicon* 
.Chic.  In  what  part  mall  I  look  thee,  haft  thou  a 
worfe  ? 
It  is  the  devil  has  difcover'd  it— • 
.Some  witch  dwells  here,  Fve  long  fufpe&ed  thee. 

[Afide  to  Francifca. 
Fran, 
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Fran.    I   never  more   mail    think  thee  worth   my 

charms. 
Don.  Blan.  What,  flruck  dumb  with  guilt  ?  perfidious 
man  ! 
That  happens  moil  to  the  mofl  impudent, 
When  once  detected.    Well,  get  thee  hence, 
And  fee  tnou  ne'er  prefum'fl  to  come  again 
Within  thefe  walls,  or  I  mall  let  thee  fee 
'Tis  not  at  court  alone,  where  hands  are  found, 
To  let  fuch  mad  men  blood. 

[She  turns  as  going  awaj,  and  Don  Zancbo  holds 
her  gently  by  the  gown. 
Don  Zanc.  Give  me  but  hearing,  madam,  and  then 

if 

Don  Jul.  What  ho,  no  lights  below  flairs  ? 

[Aloud  as  below* 
Fran.  O  heavens !  madam,  hear  you  not  your  bro- 
ther ? 
Into  the  chamber  quickly,  and  let  them 
Retire  behind  that  hanging,  there's  a  place, 
Where  ufually  we  throw  neglected  things. 
I'll  take  the  lights  and  meet  him  ;  certainly 
His'flay  will  not  be  long  from  Violante, 
At  this  time  of  the  night ;  befides,  you  know, 
He  never  was  fufpicious. 

[Don  Zancho  and  Chi  con  go  behind  the  hangings 
and  Donna  Blanca  retiring  to  her  chamber,  fays 
Don.  Blan.    Capricious  fate  !  mufl  I,  who  whilit  I 
lov'd  him 
Ne'er  met  with  checking  accident,  fall  now 
Into  extreamefl  hazards,  for  a  man 
Whom  I  begin  to  hate? 

[Exit ;  and  Francifca  at  another  door  with   the 
lights. 

[Francifca  re-enters  with  Don  Julio* 

Don  Jul.  Where's  my  fifler  ? 
Fran.  In  her  chamber,  iir, 
Not  very  well,  (he's  taken  with  a  megrim, 

Dotu 
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Den  Jul.  Light  me  in  to  her. 

[Exit  Don  Julio,  Francifca  lighting  him  with  one 
of  the  lights,     Chi  con  peeping  cut  from  behind 
the  hanging. 
Chic.  If  this  be  Cupid's  prifon,  'tis  no  fweet  one, 
Here  are  no  chains  of  rofes ;  yet  I  think 
Y'  had  rather  b'in't  than  in  Elvira's  chamber, 
As  gay  and  as  perfum'd  as  'twas. 

Don  Zanc.  Hold  your  peace,  puppy ;  is  this  a  time 
for  fooling  ? 

Enter  Francifca ',  and  Chicon  farts  hack.  . 

Tran.  coming  towards  him,    Chicon,    look  out,    you 
may,  the  coafl  is  clear.  [Chic*  looks  out. 

Could  I  my  lady's  near  concerns  but  fever 
Prom  yours  in  this  occafion,  both  of  you 
Should  dearly  pay  your  fallhood. 

Chic.  You  are  jealous  too,  I  fee;  but  help  us  out 
This  once,  and  if  you  catch  me  here  again, 
Let  Chicon  pay  for  all,  faithful  Chicon. 

Fran.  Y'are  both  too  lucky,  in  the  likelihood 
Of  getting  off  fo  foon;  flay  but  a  moment 
Whilfl  I  go  down  to  fee  the  wicket  open, 
And  fee  that  there  be  nobody  in  the  way. 

[Exit   Francifca, 

Chic.  It  is  a  cunning  drab,  and  knows  her  trade. 

Re-enttr  Francifca ,  and  comes  to  the  hanging. 

Fran.  There's  now  fome  witch  o'th'  wing  indeed, 
Chicon. 
Julio,  that  never  till  this  night  forbore 
To  go  to  Violante's  e'er  he  flept, 
And  pafs  fome  hours  there  ;  Julio,  who  never 
Inquired  after  the  fhutting  of  a  door, 
Hath  lock'd  the  gate  himfelf,  at's  coming  in, 
And  bid  a  fervant  wait  below  till  midnight, 
With  charge  to  fay  to  any  that  mould  knock 
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And  aflt  for  him,  that  he's  gone  fick  to  bed  5 
What  it  can  mean  I  know  not. 

Chic,  I  would  I  did  not  ;  but  I  have  too  true 
An  almanack  in  iny  bones,  foretells  a  beating 
Far  furer  than  foul  weather.  He  has  us,  faith, 
Fail  in  lob's-pond  ;  heaven  fend  him  a  light  hand, 
To  whom  my  furtigation  fhall  belong  : 
As  for  my  matter,  he  may  have  the  honour 
To  be  rebuked  at  iharp. 

Fran.  May  terror  rack  this  varlet ;  but  for  you,  Ui> 
Be  not  difmay'd,  the  hazard's  not  fo  great : 
Yonder  balcony  at  farther  end  o*  th'  room 
Opens  into  the  ftreet,  and  the  defcent  is 
Little  beyond  your  height,  hung  by  the  arms : 
When  Julio  is  afleep,  I  fhall  not  fail 
To  come  and  let  you  out ;  I  keep  the  key ; 
In  the  mean  while  you  muft  have  patience. 

Chic.  It  were  a  nafty  hole  to  ftay  in  long, 
Did  not  my  fear  correct  its  evil  favour.  \Ajick* 

Dame,  you  fay  well  for  him,  with  whom  I  think 
Y'  have  meafur'd  length,  you  fpeak  fo  punctually 
Of  his  dimenfions;  but  I  fee  no  care 
For  me,  your  pretty,  not  your  proper  man, 
Who  does  abhor  feats  of  activity.  [To  her. 

Fran.  Ill  help  you,  with  a  halter. 

[£#.  Fran,  and  Chic,  retires* 

Scene  changes  to  Blanca's  bed-chamber. 

Enter  Blanc  a  and  Silvia •,  and  foon  after  Franci/ca,  as 
in  Blanc  as  chamber,  Jhe  fitting  at  her  toilet  undrcjfing. 

Blan.  My  brother  told  me  I  ihould  fee  him  again, 
Before  he  went  to  reft. 

Fran.  I  think  I  hear  him  coming. 
Blan.  to  Fran.  He'll  not  ftay  long  I  hope,  for  I  am  orr 
thorns 
Till  I  know  they  are  out.  I'th'  mean  while 
We  muft  perfuade  Silvia  to  go  to  bed, 

1  Left 
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Left  fome  odd  chance  fhould  raife  fufpicion  in  her, 
Before  I  know  her  fitnefs  for  fuch  truits. 

Enter  Don  Julio,    Silvia  offers  to  unpin  her  gorget. 

Don.  Blan.  I  pr'ythee,  Silvia,   leave,  and    get  thee 
gone 
To  bed,  you  ha'nt  been  well,  nor  are  not  yet  ; 
Your  heavy  eyes  betray  indifpoiition. 

Den.  Silv    Good  madam,  fufrer  me,  'twill  make  me 
well 
To  dc  you  fervice, 

Don.  Blan.  Brother,  I  aft  your  help,  [To  JuL 

Take  Silvia  hence,  and  fee  her  in  her  chamber ; 
This  night  (he  muft  be  treated  as  a  ftranger, 
And  you  muft  do  the  honour  of  your  houfe. 

[  Julio  goes   to  Si  hi  a,   and  taking  her  by  the  han£ 
leads  her  aw; ay. 
Si/.  Since  you  will  not  l&  me  begin  to  ferve, 
I  will  begin  to  obey.  [Making  a  Iovj  court  fey, 

Fran.  Quaint,  in  good  faith.  [Bridling. 

Don   Jul.  My  filter's  kinder  than  fhe  thinks,  to  give 
me  [To  Silv.  as  he  leads  her. 

This  opportunity  of  telling  Silvia, 
How  abfolutely  miftrefs,  in  this  place, 
Elvira  is. 

[Francifca  <whifpers  all  this  while  <v:ith  Blanc  a* 
SiL  Good  fir,  forget  that  name. 

[Exeunt  Julio  and  Silvia* 
Don.  Blan-  If  that   be  fo,  what  (hall  we  do,  Fran-' 
cifca  ? 
What  way  to  get  them  out  ? 

Fran.  It  is  a  thing  fo  unufual  with  him, 
It  raifes  ominous  thoughts,  elfe  I  make  fjra 
To  get  them  off,  as  well  as  you  can  wiih; 
But  if  already  awaken'd  by  fufpicion, 
Nothing  can  then  be  fare. 

Don.    Blan.  O  fear  not ;  that  what  you  have  fe£n 
him  do 
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Of  unaccuflom'd,  I  dare  fay  relates 
To  quite  another  bufmefs. 

Fran.  Then  fet  your  heart  at  reft,  from  all  diflurb- 
ance 
Arifing  from  this  accident. 

Don .  Blan.  If  you  are  certain 
To  get  them  off  fo  clear  from  obfervation, 
^Twill  out  of  doubt  be  belt ;  I'll  tell  my  brother 
Don  Zancho  is  return'd,  and  had  call'd  here 
This  evening  to  have  feen  him ;  for  my  fears 
Sprang  only  from  the  hour,  and  the  furprize, 
Warm'd  as  he  then  had  found  me,  fince  you  know 
How  little  apt  he  is  tojealoufy. 

Fran.    Madam,    y'   have  reafon,    that  will  make  all 
fure, 
}n  cafe  he  fhould  be  told  of 's  being  here, 
The  time  of 's  ilay  can  hardly  have  been  noted. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 

Don  Jul.    As  an  obedient  brother  I  have  perform'd 
What  you  commanded  me. 

Don.  Blan.  A  hard  injunction  from  a  cruel  filler, 
To  wait  upon  a  handfome  maid  to  her  chamber. 

Don  Jul.   You  fee  I've  not  abufed  your  indulgence 
I]y  ilaying  long,  nor  can  I  flay,    indeed, 
With  you,  I  mull  be  abroad  fo  early 
To-morrow  morning;  therefore,  dear,  good  night. 

Don.  Blan.  Stay  brother,  ilay,  I  had  forgot  to  tell  you 

[As  he  is  going. 
Don  Zancho  de  Menezes  is  return'd, 
And  call'd  this  evening  here  t'  have  kifs'd  your  hands ; 
Francifca  fpake  with  him. 

Don  Jul.  I  hope  he's  come  fuccefsful  in  his  fuit, 
To-morrow  I'll  go  fee  him.  [Ex.  D.  Jul. 

Don.  Blan.  You  fee  he's  free  from  umbrage  on  that 
fubjeft. 

Fran.   I  fee  all's  well,  and  may  he  fleep  profoundly— 
The  fooner,  madam,  you  are  abed,  the  better. 
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Don  Blan.  Would  once  my  fears  were  over,  that  my 
rage 
Might  have  its  courfe. 

Fran.  I  fhall  not  flop  it, 
But  after  it  has  had  its  full  career, 
'Twill  paufe,  I  hope,  and  reafon  find  an  ear. 

[Exeunt. 

Sce^e  changes  to  the  room  in  the  inn. 

Enter  Don  Fernando  and  Fabio. 

Don  Fer.  Is  he  gone  out  ? 

Fab.  No,  fir,  not  as  yet; 
But  feeing  the  fervant  he  had  fent  abroad 
Newly  return'd,  I  liften'd  at  his  door, 
And  heard  him  plainly  give  him  this  account- 
That  he  had  found  Don  Julio  Rocca's  houfe, 
And  having  knock'd  a  good  while  at  the  door, 
Anfwer  was  made  him,  without  opening  it, 
Don  Julio's  not  at  home  ;  whereat  Don  Pedro, 
Impatient,  rofe,  and  calling  for  his  cloak 
And  fword,  he  fwore  he'd  rather  wait  himfelf 
Till  midnight  at  his  door,  than  Iofe  a  night 
In  fuch  a  preffing  bufinefs — This  I  thought 
Fit  to  acquaint  you  with,  and  that  he  fpake 
Doubtfully  of  his  returning  to  lodge  here. 

Don  Fer.  You  have  done  well,  but  muft  do  better  yet, 
In  following  him,  and  being  fure  to  lofe 
No  circumftance  of  what  he  does. 

Fab.  To  dog  him,  poffibly  might  be  obferv'd, 
This  moon-light,  by  his  fervant;  but  fmce,  fir, 
We're  certain  whither  he  goes,  my  belt  courfe, 
I   think,  will  be  to  go  out  the  back  way, 
And  place  myfelf  beforehand  infome  porch 
Near  Julio's  houfe,  where  I  may  fee  and  hear 
V/hat  paffes,  and  then  do  as  I  {hall  fee  caufe. 

Don  Fer.    'Tis  not  ill  thought  on  \    but  how  late 
foever 
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Your  return  be,  I  fhall  expect  to  fee  you 
Before  we  go  to  bed. 

Fab.  I  fhall  not  fail.  \Exeunf. 

Sce  n  e  changes  to  Donna  Blanca's  antichamber. 

'Enter  Frctncifca,  and  goes  to  the  hanging  wchere  Don  Zan* 
cbo  and  Cbicon  are  hid. 

Fran.  Ho — trnfty  fervant  with  his  faithful  mailer  ! 
Come  out,  the  balcony's  open,  lofe  no  time, 
Julio's  abed,  and  fad  afleep  e'er  this — 
There's  no-body  in  the  flreet,  it  isfo  light 
One  may  difcover  a  mile,  therefore  be  quick. 

[Don  Zancho  and  Chiccn  come  out  from  hehind the 
banging,  and  follcnv  her,  as  leading  to  the 
Balcony.  [Exeunt. 

[And  foon  after  Don  Zancho  and  Chi  con  appear  as 
in  the  balcony,  and  Francifca's  head  as  peeping 
out  of  the  door  into  it. 

Scene  changes  to  the  profpeft  of  Valencia, 

Znier    Fabio  as  in  the  freet,    and  fettling  himfelf  in  a 

porch. 

Fab.  Here  is  a  porch  as  if  'twere  built  on  purpofe— 
[Fabic  looking  up,  perceives  them  in  the  balcony. 
Ha  !  here's  a  vifion  that  I  little  dreamt  of; 
Stand  clofe,  Fabio,  and  mum. 

[Don  Zancho  gets  over  the  balcony,  and  letting 
himfelf  down  at  arm's  end,  leaps  gently  into  the 
Jireet.  Chi  con-  offers  at  the  like,  but  takes  a 
fall  as  he  lights,  and  rifing,  counterfeits 
lamenefs.  Francifca  retires  and  locks  the 
balcony. 
Chic.  Curfe  on  the  drab,  I  think  lVe  broke  my  leg. 

Fab, 
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Tab,  The  moon  has  turn'd  my  brains,  or  I've  feen 
That  perfon  fome where,  and  that  very  lately — 

[He  pavfes,  fcratching  his  head, 
But  fure  I'm  mad,  to  think  it  can  be  he. 

[Exeunt  Don  Zancho  and  Chdcon  as  turning  down 
the  next  fireet. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Fufa'io, 

Fab,  O,   now  I  fee  my  men. 

[Retiring  into  the  porch. 
Don  Ted.  This  is  the  ftreet,    you  fay  ;  which  is  the 

houfe  ? 
Fulv.  That  fair  one  over  againft  the  monaflery ; 
Shall  I  go  knock  ? 
Dm  Fed.  Whatelfe? 

[Fufaio  knocks  as   at  Den    'Julio**  door,  and  no- 
body answers, 
Don  Fed.  Knock  harder. 

[He  knocks  again ,  and  one  ajks  as  from  *vujthit!t 
*wbd*s  there  f 
Don  Fed.  A  ftranger,  who  mufl  needs  fpeak  with  Don 
Julio — 
Although  unknown  to  him,  my  bufmefs  preffes. 

From  ^within.  Whoe'er  you  be,  and  whatfoe'er  your 
buiinefs, 
You  muft  have  patience  till  to-morrow,  fir, 
Don  Julio  went  fick  to  bed,  and  I  dare  not 
Wake  him. 

Don    Fed.    Fortune    takes    pleafure,   fure,    in  dtf- 
9  appointing 

When  men  are  prefs'd  with  rnoft  impatience  ; 
But  fince  there  is  no  remedy,  guide,  Fulvio, 
Unto  the  lodging  y'have  provided  for  me ; 
I  hope  'tis  near  at  hand. 

Fu/<v.  Not  above  three  doors  from  Don  Julio's, 
There,  where  it  makes  the  corner  of  the  ftreet.  [Pointing, 
Fab,  Here  I  muft  follow  till  I've  harbour 'd  them. 
[Exeunt,  Fab,  fiealing  after  them. 
B  4  Scene 
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Scene  changes  to  the  room  in  the  inn. 

Enter  Don  Fernando  aloney  as  in  his  chamber, 

Don,  Fer.  It  cannot  now  be  long  e'er  Fabio  come, 
And  'twere  in  vain  to  go  to  bed  before, 
For  reft  I'm  fure  I  mould  not — 

[He  walks  about  the  room  pen/lively, 
Ah,  my  Elvira  ! — Mine  ?  thou  doft  infect 
My  very  words  with  falfhood  when  I  name  thee  : 
Did  ever  miihrefs  make  a  lover  pay 
So  dear  as  I,  for  the  fhort  blifs  me  gave  ? 
What  now  i  fuffer  in  exchange  of  that, 
May  make  mankind  afraid  of  joys  exceffive. 
But  here  he  comes —  [Enter  Fabio. 

Have  yoj  learn'd  any  thing. 
That's  worth  the  knowing  ?  [To  Fabio. 

Feb.  Two  things  I  think  confiderable,  fir  ; 
The  one,  that  Julie  hath  found  means  to  gain 
Tnis  night  to  cuft  your  bufinels  in,  without 
Admitting  Don  Pedro,  whofe  preffures 
Might  have  been  troublefome,  ana  urged  you 
To  natty  refolutions  ;  whereas,  now, 
You've  time  to  take  your  meafures.     The  other,  fir, 
Js,  that  Don  Pedro  lodges  here  no  more, 
And  confequently  had*  eas'd  you  of  conflraint 
Whilil  you  reit  here,  and  left  the  way  more  free 
For  intercourfe  betwixt  Don  Julio  and  you  ; 
This  more  I  mull  obferve  t'ye,  that  Don  Pedro 
Took  fpecial  care  to  have  his  lodging  near 
Don  jJio'^  liOafe,  whereby  'tis  evident, 
T'hat  tnere  he  makes  account  his  bufmefs  lies. 

Den  Fer.  The  news  you  bring  me,  hath  been  worth 
your  pains, 
And  thanks  t'ye  for't  ;  I  fuppofe  that  is  all— 
Fab.  Perhaps  there's  fomething  elfe. 
Don  Fer,  Say,  Fabio,  whatis't? 
Fab.  Pray,  fir,  allow  me 
This  night,  to  think  whether  it  be  fit  or  no  To 
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To  tell  it  you  ;  fince  'tis  a  thing  relates  not, 
As  I  conceive,  to  you,  nor  to  your  bufinefs, 
And  yet  in  the  concernments  of  another 
May  trouble  you. 

Fer.  Be  not  over  wife,  I  pr'ythee,  I  will  know 
What  'tis,  fmce  you  have  raifed  curioiity 
By  fuch  grimaces. 

Fab.  You  mull  be  obey'd  :  but  pray  remember,  fir, 
If  afterwards  I  am  cail'd  fool  for  my  pains, 
Who  made  me  fo  ;  but  fince  I  do  not  only 
Expect  the  fool,  but  ready  to  be  thought 
A  madman  too,  e'er  I  have  done  my  ftory, 
In  this  I  will  be  wilful,  not  to  tell  it 
Till  y'are  a-bed,  that  I  may  run  away — 
So  if  you  long  to  hear  it,  haften  thither. 

[Exit  Fah.  as  to  the  chamber  nxiihin* 

Don  Fer.  Content  i'fakh,  you  alk  no  great  compliance. 

lExeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  the  room  in  Zancho's  houfe, 

Enter  Don  Zancho  ;  and  Chi  con,  as  at  home,  halting. 

Don  Zan.  We're  well  come  ofr  from  danger,  would 
we  were 
But  half  as  well  from  Blanca's  jealouiy. 

Chic.  Speak  for  yourfeif,  I  never  came  oif  worie  ; 
A  pox  upon  your  Venery,  i:  has  made  me 
Another  Vulcan.  [He  halts  about,  grumbling, 

Don  Zon.  Go  reft  to-night,  or  grumble,  as  you  pkafe. 
But  do  not  think  limping  \\v\  ferve  your  turn 
To-morrow;  faith,  ill  make  you  itir  your  itumps ; 
Think  you  a  lover  of  my  temper  likely 
To  fit  down  by  it  fo? 

Chic.  Pm  lure  I  am  only  fit  to  fit  down  by  it, 
Since  I  can  hardly  ftand. 

[He  make:  as  if  he  ivQvldJit  do~u;n,   and  Don  Zan- 
cho  giving  him  a  kick  on  the  breech. 
Don  Zan,  Coxcomb,  come  away 
Chic.  To  flights  tonight,  to  morrow's  a  new  day.  [Ex. 
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ACT      III. 

inter  Don  Fernando  and  Fabio,  as  in  the  room  in  the 

inn. 

Den  Fernando.** 

ARE  all  things  ready,  Fabio  ?  in  cafe 
Don  Julio  when  he  comes  conclude  with  me 
That  I  fhould  begone  prefently. 

Fab.  Horfes  Hand  ready  for  you  at  the  Pofl-houfe, 

D.  Fer.  'Tis  well,  attend  without.  [Exit  Fabio. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 
I  fee  you  fleep  not  in  your  friend's  concerns, 
You  are  fo  early,,  and  fmce  fo,  the  fooner 
We  fix  a  refolution,  certainly 
*  Twill  be  the  better.     'Twas  no  fmall  point  gained, 
To  fruitrate  for  a  night  Don  Pedro's  aims, 
As  Fabio  tells  me  you  have  done,  for  he 
Ne'er  quitted  him  an  inch  lail  night,  until 
Jle  had  harboured  him. 

Don  Jtd.  What,  has  he  left  his  lodging  > 

Don  Fer.  That  he  has, 
And  which  is  more  confiderable,  taken  one 
Clofe  by  your  houfe,  which  evidences  clearly 
Where  his  fufpicions  lie  ;  that  being  fo, 
Pm  con£dent  you'll  be  of  my  opinion 
For  my  diflodging  from  Valencia 
Immediately  ;  for  Elvira  being 
Already  fo  well  fettled,  nothing  can 
So  much  indanger  her  difcovery, 
As  my  remaining  longer  in  thefe  parts. 

Don  Jul.  Were  I  but  free  as  yeiterday,  Fernando, 
To. think  of  nothing  but  Elvira  and  your 
Concernments,  I  mult  confefs  your  abfence 
From  hence  were  to  be  wim'd :  but,  coufin, 
There's  fallen  out,   this  very  night,  a  thing, 
Wiuch  fnews  how  little  I  beholden  am 

To 
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To  fortune,  that  having  fo  newly  lent  me 
The  means  of  ferving  handfomly  my  friend, 
Calls  back  the  debt  already,  and  makes  me 
As  needing  of  your  aid,  as  you  of  mine. 

Don  Fer.  Ho,  Fabio,   forbid  the  horfes  prefently. 

[Fabio  looks  in* 
The  leafl  appearance,  Julio,  of  my  being         [To  Jul?** 
Ufeful  to  you,  by  (laying,  puts  an  end 
To  all  deliberation  for  myfelf; 
Say,  what's  the  accident  ?  you  have  me  ready. 

Don  Jul.  Such,  and  of  fuch  a  nature,  my  Fernando, 
That  as  to  be  communicated  to  none 
But  you,  another  felf,  fo  I  am  fure 
It  will  aftonifh  you  with  the  rehearfal. 
An  !  could  you  think  it  poffible,   that  Blanca 
Should  raife  ditlurbance  in  the  heart  of  Julio, 
As  to  the  honour  of  his  family  ? 

Don  Fer.  Heavens  forbid. 

Don  Jul.  Never  was  brother  fo  fecure   as  I, 
Or  fo  unalterable  in  his  perfuafion, 
Of  having  a  filler  of  unmatch'd  difcretion, 
Nor  e'er  could  lefs  than  evidence  itfelf 
Have  fhaken  fuch  a  confidence. 

Don  Fer.  For  God's  fake,  Julio, 
Hold  me  no  longer  in  fuch  pain  of  mind  ; 
But  fure  we  fhall  be  better  there  within, 
Free  from  the  noife  of  the  flreet. 

Don  Jul.  You  fay  well.  [Exit  Julio. 

Don  Fer.  [As  he  follows  him  ajide.]  This  is  what  Fa- 
bio  told  me  he  faw  laft  night 
Difccvered  by  fome  accident  to  Julio, 
It  can  be  nothing  elfe — O  women  !  women  ! 

[Exit  Fernando \ 

Enter  Pedro  and  Fulvio,    as  in  their  neuo  lodgings. 

Don  Fed.    I   am  glad  you  have   lighted  on  fo  fit  a 
place 
For  all  1  intend,  as  this  is,  Fulvio  : 
I   mall  repair  the  lait  night's  diiappointment 
By  early  care  this  morning  ;  in  the  mean  while, 
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Fail  not   of  your  part  in  the  difcovery 
Where  my  enemy  dwells,  and  Tin'  obfervation 
Of  all  his  motions  ;    that's  the  important  part. 
Ful.  Rely,  fir,  on  my  care  and  diligence. 

{Exeunt  Den  Pedro  and  Fuhic. 

Enter  Don  Jidlo   and  Den   Fernando-,    as    in   the  out- 
ward  rcQ7n  of  the  inn, 

Jul.   It  is  a  quarter 
Always  referv'd  to   my  own  privacy, 
There  lying  unfufpecled,  if  whilft  I 
Continue  late  abroad  under  pretence 
Gf  being  at  Violante's,  yc-;.:  keep  watch 
Carefully  within,   he  cannot  Ycape  us  : 
»So  you  be  iure  t'obferve  punctually 
The  fign  agreed,  and  bolting  of  the   doors 
When  he  is  once  within. 

Don  Fer.    Since  you  have  fo  refolv'd  and  laid  your 
bufinefs, 
Bifpofe  of  me,  and  lead  the  wa$%  whilft  I 
Give  Fabio  his  inftrudtiens  what  to  do 
During  my  abfence. 

f  Exeunt  Fernando  and  Julio, 

Enter  Donna  Bianco,   and  Francifca9  as   in  Blanco? s  art- 
ticbtmber, 
Fran.  Since  the  black  cloud,  that  threaten'd  you  laft 
night 
With  fuch  a  ftorm,  is  luckily   blown  over, 
Without  a  fpr inkling  ;  I  hope,  madam,  you 
Will  imitate  the  fates,  and  grow  ferene 
From  all  thole  clouds  which  fo  much  threatened  others* 
Blan,  Ah  !  Francifca  can' ft  thou — 

[She  flops  feeing  Silvia  coming  K 

Enter  Silvia  with  a  fne  bafon  of  flowers. 

But  here's   Silvia.  [Afide. 

O  the  {harp  thorns  fhe  brings  me  at  this  time 
With  flowers  in  her  hand,  by  the  conftraint 

Her 


ELVIRA.  37 

Her  prefence  gives  me  ! 

Sil.  Madam,   I  \vii"h  the  ranging  of  thefe  flowers 
May  be  to  your  mind  -,  but  alas,  I  fear 
I  am  too  dull  for  works  of  fancy. 

Blan.  'Tis  me  you  find  too  dull  to  relifh  them, 
Anon  they  may  be  welcomer. 

Sil.  I'll  wait  that  happy  hour. 

. —She's  in  ill  humour.  [Afide. 

[Exit  Silvia.. 

Blan.  But  tell  me  now,  didR  ever  fee,  Francifca, 
So  falfe  and  bold  a  creature  ?  The  impudence 
He  had,  to  cloath  his  treachery  with  new  courtfhips, 
Provokes  me  inoll  of  all. 

Fran.  Laft  night  indeed,  incens'd  as  you  were,  madam, 
I  fain   would  know  what  air  fo  fort  and  gentle 
He  could   have  breath'd,  would  not   have  blown  the 

flame 
Higher  and  higher  ;  but  methinks  your  pillow 
Should  in  fo  many  hours  have  had  fome  power 
T'allay  and  mollify  :  I  then  complied 
(He  prefent)   with  your  anger,  but  now,   madam, 
You  mud  allow  me  to  fpeak  reafon  t'you 
In  his  behalf,  before  you  go  too  far, 
And  put  things,  in  your  paffion,   pall  recall, 
Which  that  once  over,  you  would  give  your  life 
To  have  again. 

Blan.  Pray  think  me  not  fo  tame. 

Fran.  So  tame  fay  you  ?  I  think  you  wild,  I  fwear, 
To  take  fo  much  to  heart,  what  at  the  moll 
Deferves  but  fome  fuch  fparkling  brifk  refentrnent, 
As  once  flaih'd  out  in  a  few  cholerick  words, 
Ought  to  expire  in  a  next  viiit's  coynefs. 

Blan.    Make  you  fo  flight  of  infidelity  ? 

Fran.  Cupid  forbid  !   I'd  have  men  true  to  love  ; 
But  I'd  have  women  too,   true  to  themfelves, 
And  not  rebuke  their  gallants,  by  requiring 
More  than  the  nature  of  frail  flelh  will  bear. 
Id  have  men  true  as  fteel  ;   but  Heel,  you  know, 
( 1  he  pureft  and  beft  polihVd  fteel)  will  ply, 
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Urg'd  from  its  rectitude,  forfooth  ;  but  then 
With  a  fmart  Spring,  comes  to  its  place  again. 

Blan.  Come  leave  your  fooling,  and  fpeak  foberly. 

Iran.  Why   then   in   fober  fadnefs,    you're  in    th& 
wrong, 
I  do  not  fay  in  being  angry  with  him, 
And  nettled  at  the  thing,  that's  natural. 
V/e  love  no  partners,  even  in  what  we  know 
We  cannot  keep  all  to  ourfelves  ;  but,  madam,. 
To  think  the  worfe  of  him  for  it,  or  refolve 
A  breach  of  friendfhip  for  a  flight  excurfion, 
That  were  a  greater  fault  than  his,  who  has 
For  one  excufe,  long  abfence  ;  and  in  truth 
Another,  you'd  be  forry  he  wanted,   youth. 

Blan.  You  talk  as  if — 

[Francifca  interrupting  her\ 

Fran.  Stay,  madam,  I  befeech  you, 
And  let  me  make  an  end  ;  I  have  not  yet 
Touch" d  the  main  point  in  his  excufe,  a  fuit 
At  court,  enough  I  trow  for  any  dog- trick. 

Blan.  How  like  a  goofe  you  talk  !  a  court  pretenfion ! 
What  has  that  to   do,    one  way  or  other, 
With  his  faith  to  me  ? 

Fran.  So,  one  difpleafed  to  find  his  crawnlhes 
Shrivel'd  within,  and  empty,  faid  to  his  cook, 
(Who  laid  the  fault  upon  the   wane  o'th'  moon) 
What  has  the  moon  to  do  with  crawnlhes  ? 
Marry  Hie  has,  'tis  flie  that  governs  fheil-nTn  ; 
And  'tis  as  true,  in  courts,   that  love  rules  bufinefs 
By  as  prepoflerous  an  influence. 

Blan.  1  pr'ythee  make  an  end,  or  come  to  the  pointy 

Fran.  Why  then  I'll  tell  you,  you  may  believe  me, 
(Having  been  train'd  up  in  my  youth,   you  know, 
In  the  Deft  fchooi  to  learn  court-myfteries ; 
An  aunt  of  mine  being  mother  of  the  maids.) 
Love  holds  the  rudder,  and  ileers  in  all  courts. 
How  oft,  when  great  affairs  perplex  the  brains 
Of  mighty  politicians,  to  conjecture 
From  whence  fprung  fuch  defigns,  fuch  revolutions 
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Such  exaltations,  madam,  fuch  depreflions> 

Againft  the  rules  of  their  myfterious  art, 

And  when,  as  in  furprizing  works  of  nature 

Reafon's  confounded,  men  cry  thofe  are  fecrets 

Of  the  high  powers  above,  that  govern  all  ; 

Grave  lookers  on,  ftroaking  their  beards  would  fay, 

What  a  tranfcendant  fetch  of  ftate  is  this  f 

Thefe  are  the  things  that  wifdom  hides  and  hatches,' 

Under  black  cap  of  weighty  jobbernoll ; 

I  mean  Count  Olivarez.     All  the  while, 

We  female  Machiavels  would  fmile  to  think, 

How  clofely   lurking  lay  the  nick  of  all, 

Under  our  daughter  Doll's  white  petticoat, 

Blan.  All  this  I  grant  you  may  be  true,  and  yet 
Ne'er  make  a  jot  for  his  excufe,  Francifca  ; 
His  fuit  had  no  relation  to  fuch  matters. 

Fran.  Whate'er  the  thing  be,  'tis  all  one :  d'yovi 
think 
Suits,  be  they  what  they  will,  can  be  obtain'd 
By  fuch  as  pafs  for  fops,  as  all  young  men 
Without  a  miftrefs  or  a  confident 
Are  fure  to   do  there  ?  a  fharp  pointed -hat,  ^ 

(Now  that  ycu  fee  the  gallants  all  flat-headed) 
Appears  not  fo  ridiculous,  as  a  yonker 
Without  a  love-intrigue,  to  introduce 
And  fparkify  him  there.     Madam,  in  fhort, 
Allow  me  once  to  be  fententious  ; 
It  is  a  thing  that  always  wras,  and  is, 
And  ever  will  be  true,  to  the  world's  end  : 
That,  as  in  courts  of  juftice,  none  can  carry 
On  bufmefs  well  without  a  procurator, 
So  none  in  princes  courts  make  'em  furer, 
Than  thofe  that  work  them  by  the  beft  procurer. 

\j$miling  a  little, 
Blan.  Well,   haft  done,  Francifca  ? . 
Fran.  Madam,  I  have. 
Blan.  Then  letting  pafs 
Thy  line  refle&ions  politick  now  vented, 
To  fhew  thy  Ikill  in  courts,  I'll  tell  thee  freely, 

I'm 
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I'm  not  tranfported  in  my  jealoufy 
So  far  beyond  the  bounds  of  reafon,  as 
Not  to  know  well  the  difference  betwixt 
Such  efcapades  of  youth,  as  only  fpring 
From  warmth  of  blood,  or  gales  of  vanity, 
And  fuch  engagements,  as  do  carry  with  them 
Difhonour  unto  thofe,  whole  quality 
And  love  leave  little  to  the  ferious  part, 
Once  embark' d  by  them  in  a  gallantry. 

Fran.  I  fee  the  clouds  difperfe ;  there's  no  fuch  art 
Of  compaiftng  one's  ends  with  thofe  above  us, 
As  that  of  working  them  into  good  humour, 
By  things  brought  in   by  the  bye.  \AJide. 

Why  furely,  madam,  unlefs  anger  lend  you 
Its  fpeclacles,  to  fee  things,  I  cannot  think 
You  judge  Don  Zancho's  fault  to  be  any  other, 
Than  of  the  nril  kind  ;  fo  well  ftated  by  you. 

Blan.  Francifca,  were  I  otherwife  perfuaded, 
I  am  not  of  an  humour  that  could  fuffer 
Such  parlies  for  him,  much  lefs  interceffion  ; 
But  fince,   upon  reflection,  I  find  caufe 
To  think  what  he  has  done  a   fally  only 
Of  youth  and  vanity,  when  I  mall  find  him 
Sufficiently  mortified,  I  may  pardon  him. 

Fran.  Heavens  blefs  fo  fweet  a  temper  ;  but,  madam. 
Have  a  care  I  befeech  you  of  one  thing. 

Blan.  What's  that  ? 

Fran.  That  whiiit  your  pride  of  heart 
Prolongs  his  re- ad  million,  his  defpair 
Urge  him  not  to  fome  precipitate  attempt, 
That  may  expofe  your  honour,  fafe  as  yet. 
You  fee  what  danger  the  laft  night's  diitemper 
Kad  like  t'have  brought  you  into  ;  tranfported  lovers, 
Like  angels  fallen  from  their  blifs,  grow  devils. 

Elan.    What,   would  you   have  me  appear  fo  flex- 
ible ? 
Is't  not  enough 
I  tell  you  I  may  pardon  him  in  due  time  ? 

Fran.  Good  madam,  be  advis'd  j  I  do  not  prefs  you 

For 
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For  his  fake,  but  your  own  ;  truft  my  experience, 
To  women  nought's  fo  fatal  as  fufpenfe  ; 
Whofe  fmarteft  actions  ne'er  did  caft  fuch  blot 
On  honour,  as  this,  {hall  I  ?  or  {hall  I  not  ? 

Blan.    Vd  rather    die,    than  have    him  think   me 
eafy. 

Fran,  Your  fpirit  never  can  be  liable 
To  that  fufpicion — Madam,  leave  to  me 
The  conduct  of  this  matter,  I  befeech  you : 
If,  e'er  you  fleep,  you  do  not  fee  the  gallant 
Sufficiently  humbled  at  your  feet, 
Ne'er  truft  Francifca  more. 

Blan,  You  are  fo  troublefome,  do  what  you  will. 

\Blanca  turns  away  and  exit  as  into  her  clofet* 

Flan.  — What,  gone  away  ? 
1*11  do  what  Ihe  would  have,  but  dares  not  fay. 

Enter  Don  Julio,   and  Silvia  as  in  Blanca^s  chamber. 

Don  Jul.  Where's  my  filler,  Silvia  ? 

[Looking  about  him* 

Sifo.  In  her  clofet,  fir, 
As  not  yet  ready, 

Don  Jul.  And  where's  Francifca  ? 

Szfo.   She's  with  her,  dreffing  her. 

Don  Jul.  Why  then,  Elvira, 
Let  me  not  lofe  this  opportunity 
Of  telling  you,  how  fad  a  man  I  am 
To  fee   you  in  this  poflure,  and  to  afiure  you 
How  gladly  I  would  lay  down  life  and  fortune 
To  ferve  you  in  Don  Fernando's  abfence. 

Sih\  Your  generofity  I  make  no  doubt  of : 
But  is  Fernando  gone  ? 

Don.  Jul.   I  cannot  fay 
That  he  is  gone ,  for  he  was  not  himfelf, 
With  the  thought  of  leaving  you,  and  yet  lefs 
Himfelf,  when  e'er  he  thought  of  flaying  near  your, 
Tortur'd  by  two  fuch  contrary  paffions, 
As  love  and  iharp  refentment. 

Sih, 
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$il<v.  He  is  gone  then  ?— —  [<S&>  paufes. 

Ah  !  generous  Don  Julio, 

[Putting  her  handkerchief  to  her  ejes^ 
You  needs  muft  be  indulgent  to  a  weaknefs, 
Which  whilft  that  he  was  prefent,  indignation 
And  a  juft  fenfe  of  what  1  am,  had  power 
To  keep  within  myfelf ;  but  now  I  find 
That  check  remov'd,  nature  will  have  its  tribute,    ■ 
And  you  muft  pardon  my  withdrawing,  where 

[She  weeps. 
Such  grief  may  pay  it  with  unwitnefs'd  tears. 

[Exit  Sikvist. 
Don  Jul.  Can  a  demeanour  fo  compos'd,  fo  noble> 
And  yet  fo  tender,  want  true  innocence  r 
It  cannot  be.    It  grieves  my  heart,  I  fvvear, 
T'have  given  her  new  affliction  ;  but  the  fecret 
Of  Don  Fernando's  clofe  concealment  here 
Is  fo  important,  it  neceflitated 
My  faying  what  I  did,  fmce  fecrets  are 
Ever  kept  beft  by  thofe  that  know  them  lead. 
Enter  Blanc  a  and  Francifca. 
Don  Jul.  Now  high  difTimulation  play  thy  part. 
[To  her.]  Good  morrow,  filter,  have  you  refted  well  ? 
And  do  you  rife  ferene,  as  does  the  fun, 
Free  from  diitemper,  as  the  day  from  clouds  ? 
Your  looks  perfuade  it  me,  they  are  fo  clear 
And  frefh  this  morning. 

Blan.  The  pleafure  of  feeing  you,  puts  life  into  them, 
Elfe   they'd  be  dull  enough  :  this  ugly  head-ach 
Having  tormented  me  all  night,  you  might, 
Have  heard  me  call  Francifca  up  at  midnight. 

Fran.  That  was  well  thought  on,  for  'tis  poflible 
He  may  have  heard  fome  noife.  [Jfide. 

Jul.  How  cunning  {he  is  \  [AJlde, 

Faith,  now  you  put  me  in  mind  of  it,  I  think, 
'Twixt  fleep  and  waking,  I  once  heard  fome  ftirring, 

Blan.  The  worft  of  my  indifpofition  is, 
That  'twill  I  fear  hinder  me  again  to-day, 

Front 
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From  vifiting  Violante,  to  thank  her 
For  Silvia. 

Don.  Jul.  I  charge  myfelf  with  all   your  compli- 
ments ; 
For  this  whole  afternoon,  till  late  at  night, 
I  needs  muft  pafs  with  her,  to  make  amends 
For  yefterday's  failings,  caus'd,  as  you  know, 
By  Don  Fernando's  being  in  town. 

Blan.  I  muft  not  hope  to  fee  you  then  again 
To-day,  when  once  gone  out. 

Don  Jul.  Hardly,  unlefs  to  wait  on  Violante, 
In  cafe  fhe  come  to  fee  you,  as  'tis  likely, 
When  I   mail  tell  her  you  are  indifpos'd  \ 
And  fo  farewell.  [Exit  Julio] 

Blan.  All's  well  I  fee,  Francifca,  as  to  him  ; 
I  wifh  my  heart   were  but  as  much  at  reft, 
In   what  concerns  Don  Zancho. 

Fran.  It  fhall  be 
Your  own  fault,  if  it  be  not  quickly  fo, 
As  I'll  order  the  matter. 

Blan.  Take  heed,  you  make  him  not  grow  infolent 
By  difcovering  to  him  my  facility. 

Fran.  I'm  too  well  vers'd  to  need  inftruclions. 

Blan.  I  leave  all  t'you — but  how  does  Silvia 
This  morning  ? 

Fran.  I  think  fhe  has  been  crying, 
She  looks  fo  dull  and  moped. 

Blan.  I'll  in  and  fee  her,  [Exeunt* 

Scene  changes  to  DonZancho's  houfe. 

Enter  Don  Zancho ,  and  Chichon  limping. 

Don  Tjan.    What,  not  yet  gone,  thou  lazy  trifling 

rafcal  ? 
•Chich.  What  jufter  excufe,  fir,  for  not  going, 
Than  is  a  broken  leg  ? 
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Don  TLan.  If  you  find  not  your  own  leg  quickly,  firraEy 
I  fhall  find  you  a  wooden  one. 

Chich.  Be  as  angry  as  you  will,  fir,  I'll  not  go 
Till  I  have  made  my  conditions  ;  the  true  time 
For  fervants  to  fland  upon  points,  is,  when 
Their  mailers  ftand  upon  thorns. 

Don  Zan.  What  are  they,  owls-face  ? 

Chic.  AfTurance,  fir,  but  of  free  air  within, 
With  fair  retreat  upon  an  even  floor, 
And  that  it  fhall  not  be  in  a  llufs  power, 
After  having  kept  me  in  a  nafty  place, 
To  empty  me  out  at  window. 

Don  Zan.  Pr'ythee,  Chichon, 
Ha'  done,  and  mifs  not  th'  opportunity 
By  fooling  ;  unlefs  you  take  Francifca 
Juft  as  fhe  comes  from  mafs,  this  day  is  loft, 
And   I  loft  with  it. 

Chic.  Come,  I'll  hobble  to  her  : 
Expect  a  forry  account,  but  yet  a  true  one  ; 
Truth  always  comes  by  the  lame  meffenger.    [Exeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  a  fine  pkafant  apartment. 

Enter  Den  Julio,  and  knocks  as  at  the  door   of  his  pri- 
vate apartment  ;    Fernando   opens    the  door   and  lets 

him  in. 

Fir.  Y'have  given  me  here  a  very  pleafant  prifon  : 
But  what  news,  my  Julio  ?  are  things  difpofed 
For  clearing  of  your  doubts  ?  My  own  concerns 
I  cannot  think  on,  during  your  difquiet. 

Jul.  And  I  come    now   fo    flrangely    moved   with 
yours, 
1  fcarce  have  fenfe  or  memory  of  my  own. 
A  heart  of  adamant  could  not  be  hindred, 
I  think,  from  liquefaction  into  tears  : 
To've  feen  and  heard  Elvira,  as  I  have  done, 
Upon  th'  occafion  of  my  telling  her 

'  That 
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That  you  were  gone  ; 

A  fenfe  fo  gallant,  and  fo  tender  both, 

I  never  faw  in  woman. 

Fer.  Can  that  high  heart  defcend  to  tendernefs  ? 
Jul.  Whilft  you  were  prefent  noble  pride  upheld  it  $ 
But  nature  once  fet  free  from  that  conftraint, 
O,  how  pathetick  was  her  very  filence  ! 
And  the  reltraint  of  tears  in  her  fwoln  eyes, 
More  eloquent  in  grief,  than  others  torrents  : 
If  fhe  be  guilty,  all  her  fex  are  devils. 

Fer.  O  fay  no  more  ;  for  were  there   room  but  left 
For  felf-deceit,  I  might  be  happy  yet. 
Ah  evidence,  too  cruel  to  deny  me  that  I 

[A  noife  without^ 
Jul.  But  what  can  be  the  noife  I  hear  without, 
In  the  next  room  ? 

[Fernando  peeps  through  the  key-hole \ 
Fer.  S'life,  I  fee  Don  Pedro, 
Elvira's  father ;  there1  s  no  avoiding  him  ; 
He'd  not  a  come  up  fo,  without  being  fure 
You  are  within. 

Jul.  Farther  put-off  would  be  of  little  ufe, 
Since  nrft.  or  laft  he  muil  be  iatisfy'd, 
Being  come  hither  upon  fuch  an  errand  ; 
The  fqoner  now  we  fee  what  'tis  he  drives  at, 
The  fooner  we  fhall  take  from  thence  our  meafures  ; 
I'll  therefore  go  out  to  him,  and  be  fure 
To  entertain  him  (till  fo  near  the  door, 
That  you  may  hear  what  pafles. 

Fer.  I  fhall  be  attentive,  and  expect  the  iffue 
With  much  impatience.  [Exit  Julio. 

Scene  changes  to  Don  Julio's  anti-chamber. 

Enter  Don  Pedro    and  his  j errant ,  and  Don  Julio]  and 

a  page. 

Don  Fed  My  bufinefs,  fir,  is  to  Don  Julio  Rocca  : 

\_AddreJ]ing  himfelf  to  Don  Julio. 

if 
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If  you  be  he,  I  fhall  defire  the  favour 
Of  fome  few  words  with  you  in  private. 

Don  Jul.  Sir,  I  am  he  to  ferve  you.   Page,  fet  chairs* 
[He  -points  to  the  page,  and  makes  him  fet  the  chairs 
by  the  door  where  Don  Fernando  is,  and  then  the 
page  and  Don  Pedro^s  man  retire. 

[They  Jit  down. 
Don  Ped.  Having  not  the  honour  to  be  known  t'you, 
fir, 
'Tis  fit  this  letter  make  my  introduction  ; 
;Tis  from  the  Duke  of  Medina. 

[He  gives  Don  Julio  the  letter^  which  "he  receives 
with  great  rejped  ;  and  going  a  little  ajide 
reads  it. 

Don  Pedro  de  Mendoza,  my  bin/man,  and  mojl  parti- 
tnlar  friend,  goes  to  Valencia  in  pur f nit  of  one  w>bo  hath 
highly  injur  d  his  family  *  wboje  righting  I  am  Jo  much 
concerned  in,  as  could  it  have  been  done  without  too 
much  publication  of  the  thing,  I  would  have  accompa~ 
nied  him  myfelf,  but  my  prcfence  will  be  needlefs  in  a 
place  where  you  have  power  ;  I  do  therefore  conjure 
y0Ut  and  expec?  from  your  regard  and  kindnefs  tome,  that 
\ou  employ  it  throughly  in  Ins  behalf,  and  what  fer~ 
vice  you  fhall  do  him,  put  it  upon  my  account ^  whom 
yau  jhall  always  fnd, 

Tour  mof  affectionate  coufin  to  ferve  you, 

The  Duke  of  Medina. 
[Don  Julio  giving  the  letter  to    Don  Pedro>  and  he 
taking  it. 
Don  Jul.  Sir,  it  is  fit  you  fee  how  heartily 
The  duke  hath  recommended  your  concernments, 
Whofe  will's  a  law  to  me. 

[Don  Pedro   having  read  it,   and  refcring  it. 
Don  Ped.  He  told  me  indeed  how  very  fure  he  was 
Of  your  friendfhip  and   dependence. 
I  am  proud  to  find  he  makes 
So  obliging  ufe  of  it  to  my  advantage. 
Don  Jul.  I  do  avow  myfelf  his  creature,  fir  ; 

There* 
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Therefore  the  fooner  you  fhall  let  me  know 
Tn  what  I  may  be  ufeful  t'you,  the  fooner 
You'll  fee  my  readinefs  to  ferve  you. 

Don  Fed.  Your  perfonal  reputation,  fir,  as  well 
As  your  relation  to  the  duke,  affured  me 
Beforehand  of  what  I  find  j  and  therefore 
As  hard  a  part  as  it  is  for  a  gentleman 
Of  my  blood  and  temper  to  become 
Relater  of  his  own  fhame,  unreveng'd 
On  the  author  of  it,  I  fhall  tell  you  in  fhort-j 
I  live  under  an  affront  of  th'higheit  nature 
To  the  honour  of  my  family ;  and  the  perfon 
Who  did  it,  makes  Valencia  his  retreat  ; 
'Tis  againft  him,  Don  Julio, 
That  your  affiftance  muft  fupport  me  here  : 
I  have  already  got  fome  notice  of  him, 
And  when  I  fhall  be  afcertain'd,  I'll  repair 
Again  unto  you  for  your  friendly  aid, 
And  for  the  prefent  trouble  you  no  farther. 

[Don  Pedro  offers  to  rife  as  going  away, 

Don  Jul.  A  little  patience,  I  befeech  you,  fir, 
I  have  exprefs'd  my  readinefs,  and  be  Aire, 
1   am  a  man  never  to  fail,  where  once 
I  have  engag'd  my  word  ;  but,  fir,  with  all, 
You  mull  confider  with  a  fair  reflection, 
That  in  this  place  are  all  my  chief  relations 
Of  blood  and  friendfhip  ;  and  though  neither  fhall 
Have  power  t' exempt  me  from  the  ferving  you 
tn  any  juft  pretenfion  ;  yet  you  know. 
That  men  of  honour  ever  ought  to  feek 
How  to  comply  with  one  duty,  without 
Violating  another. 

Don  Fed.  I  underftand  you,  fir  ;  and  as  'tis  that 
Which  well  becomes  a  perfon  of  your  worth 
To  have  reflected  on  ;   fo  it  becomes  me, 
To  fatisfy  before  I  engage  you  farther ; 
Then  give  leave  to  afk  you,  whether  or  no 
Don  Zancho  de   Menezes  be  of  the  number 
Of  thofe,  towards  whom  y'are  under  obligation, 

Either 
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Either  of  blood  or  friendfhip  ? 

[Do?i  Julio  jke~wing  fame   little  Jurprixe^  but  prt* 
fently  recovering. 

Don  Jul.  Don  Zancho  de  Menezes  fay  you  r 

Von  Ped.  Sir,  the  fame — 
He  {tarried  at  his  name.  [-^&. 

Don  Jul.  He  is  a  perfon  I  have  always  liv'd 
In  friendly  correfpondence  with,  without 
Any  fuch  tie  upon  me  towards  him, 
As  ought  to  hinder  my  frank  ferving  you. 

Don  Ped.  You  have  revived  me ;   and  fince  I  have 
now  nanVd 
My  enemy,  I  can  conceal  no  longer 
The  grounds  on  which  he  is  fo.    That  Don  Zancho, 
About  a  fortnight  fince,  was  late  at  night 
Found  in  my  houfe,  run  newly  through  the  body, 
And  welt'ring  in  his  blood,  ready  to  expire  ; 
I  by  the  outcry  brought  upon  the  place, 
SuprizM  as  you  may  imagine,  and  enrag'd, 
Was  yet  fo  far  mailer  of  my  paftion, 
As  to  difdain  the  owing  my  revenge 
To  an  unknown  hand,  perhaps  as  guilty 
Towards  me,  as  was  the  fufrtrer  ;  1  made 
Him  ftraight  be  carried  to  a  furgeon,  where 
I  thought  it  generous  to  give  him  life 
Then  dead,  that  living  I  might  give  him  death  $ 
Recover'd  fooner  than  I  thought,  he  fled, 
And  with  him,  as   I  have  reafon  to  believe, 
My   only  daughter,  who  the  very  night 
Of  the  accident  was  miifing.    O  the  curfe 
Of  men,  to  have  their  honours  fubje&ed 
To  the  extravagance  of  fuch  vile  creatures  ! 

7U?*    {Jigging*]  'Tis  our  hard  fate  indeed. 

Don  Ped.  I  prefently  employed  all  diligence 
To  know  what  way  he  took,  and  having  learn'd 
'Twas  towards  this  place,  hither  I  have  purfued  him  i 
Confirm'd  in  my  purfuit,  by  information 
Along  the  road,  that  an  unknown  gallant 
Had  with  his  fervant  guarded  all  the  way 
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A  conceal'd  lady  in  a  coach  :  And  thus,  fir, 
You  have  the  ftory  of  my  injury, 
Whereof  I  doubt  not  but  your  generous  heart 
Will  wed  the  juft  revenge, 

Jul.  You  may  rely  on't,  fir,  without  referves, 
To  th'  utmoft  of  my  power. 

Don  Ped.  May  the  gods  reward   you, 
"The  life  that  you  renew  to  thefe  grey  hairs ; 
I'll  take  my  leave  at  prefent,  and  return  t'ye 
As  foon  as  from  the  diligences  ufed 
I  fhall  have  clearer  lights. 

Don  Jul.  Here  you  fhall  find  me  waiting  your  com- 
mands. 

[Exit  Don  Pedro,  and  Don  Julio  waiting  on 
bim  out. 


Scene    changes. 

Enter  Don  Julio  and  Don  Fernando,  as  in  the  private 

apartment, 

Don  Jul,  I  hope  you  over-heard  us. 

Fer,  All  diflihaiy, 
And  with  furprizingjoyat  hismiftake  ; 
Did  ever  blood-hound,  in  a  hot  purfuit, 
Run  on  fo  readily  upon  the  change  ? 

Jul.  I  hope  it  bodes  good  fortune  in  the!  reft. 

Fer.  Were  e'er  two  friends  engaged  in  an  adventure 
So  intricate,  as  we,  and  fo  capricious  ? 

Jul.  Sure  never  in  this  world ;  methinks  it  merits 
A  fpecial  re-capitulation. 
You  at  the  height  of  all  your  happinefs 
Supplanted  with  your  miftrefs,  by  a  rival 
You  neither  knew  nor  dreamt  of ;  evidence 
Anticipating  jealoufy. 

Fer,     And  when  that  rival,  fallen  by  my  fword 
In  her  own  prefence,  is  by  miracle 
Revived,  and  fitter   to  ferve  her  than  I, 

Vol.  XII.  C  That 
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That  faithlefs  miftrefs,  with  the  fame  affurance 
She  could  have  done,  had  fhe  been  true  as  fair, 
And  for  my  fake  expos'd  to  fatal  hazards, 
Flies  to  my  arms  for  her  protection. 

Jul.  And  whilit  that  you,  refining  point  of  honour, 
In  fpite  of  rage,  expofe  yourfelf  to  ferve  her, 
She  afks,  and  takes,  with  a  vowed  indignation 
To  be  beholden  t'ye,  new  obligations. 

Fer.  I  have  recourfe  unto  my  only  friend, 
To  help  me  in  protecting   my  falfe  miftrefs, 
And  he,  at  the  lame  time,  by  higheft  powers 
Imposed  upon,  to  be  her  perfecutor. 

Jul.  Whilll  the  fame  friend,  and  by  the  felf-fame 
powers, 
Is  urg'd  to  a&,  in  their  revenge,  againft 
The  man,  on  whom  you  moft  defire  to  take  it ; 
And  then,  to  heighten  all  beyond  invention, 
That  very  friend  is  forc'd,  even  in  that  inftant, 
To  a  dependence  on  your  only  aid, 
In  his  honour's  neareft  and  moft  nice  concerns. 

Fer.  Heaven  fure  delights  t'  involve  us  in  a  kind 
Of  labyrinth,  will  pofe  itfelf  t'  unwind.  {Exeunt* 


ACT    IV. 

Scene  changes  to  the  room  at  Zancho*s. 

Enter  Don  Zancko,  and  Chicon  at  another  door  halting 
Jlill,  nvith  a  ilaff. 


W 


Don  Zancho. 

HAT,  here  again  already  i  have  you  fped ? 

Chic.  Lame  as  I  am,  you  fee  I  have  made 
good  fpeed  In 
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In  my  return,  whate'erl  have  had  in  my  errand. 

Don   Xan.    Leave,  fool,  your   quibbling,    and  deli- 
ver me 
From  the  difquiet  of  uncertainty. 

Chic.    That's   quickly   done  :  fet,  fir,  your  heart  at 
reft 
From  the  vain  hopes  of  ever  feeing  Blanca— 
Mow  you  are  at  eafe,  I  trow. 

Don  Zan.  You'll  be  at  little,  unlefs  you'll  leave  your 
jelling 
With  fuch  edge-tools — Is  banifhrnent  from  her 
Matter  of  rallery  ?  Say,  firrah,  and  fay 
Quickly,  what  hopes  ? 

Pr'ythee,  if  thou  lov'ft  me,  \Kindly* 

Hold  me  no  longer  in  fufpenfe,  Cliicon. 

Chic.  Why  then,  for  fear,  the  devil  a  bit  for  love* 
Til  tell  you,  fir,  that  luckily  I  met 
The  drab  Francifca  at  the  Capuchin's 
Lodging,  behind  her  lady,  I  think  on  purpofe, 
For  I  pereeiv'd  her  eager  fpariow-hawk's  eye, 
With  her  yell  down  (ne'er  ftirs  a  twinkling  while 
From  it's  fly  peeping  hole)  had  found  me  ftrait. 
I  took  my  time  i'th'  nick,  but  fee  ouMiick'd  me; 
For  trudging  on,  her  face  another  way, 
With  fuch  a  voice,  as  fome  you  have  feen  have  had 
The  trick  to  draw  from  caverns  of  their  belly, 
And  make  one  think  it  came  from  a  mile  off, 
She  made  me  hear  thefe  words— About  twilight 
rFail  not  to  pafs  by  our  ddor,  and  a(k  no  more 
At  this  time,  varlet — And  thus,  fir,  you  fee, 
That  neither  Ihcnor  I  have  been  prolix, 
For  this  is  all — You  have  leave  to  make  your  comment 
On  a  brief  text. 

Don  Zan.  Anfweet  methinks  as  mort ;  fuch  wordt 
imply 
Little  lefs  than  a  demi-aflignation. 

Chic.  All  puddings  have  two  ends,   and   moil  fhort 
fayings 
Two  handles  to  their  meaning* 

C  2  Do* 
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Don  Zan.  I'm  fure    I'll  ftill    lay  hold  upon   the 
pleafing'fl, 
Till  it  be  wrefted  from  me  ;  i'th'  mean  while 
If  any  vifitants  come  this  afternoon, 
Be  fure  to  tell  them  I  am  gone  abroad, 
That  nothing  elfe  embark  us  at  the  time; 
You  lhall  not  go  alone. 

Chic.  I  thank  yoajbr  it— 
I  cannot  go  alone.  [Holding  up  his  ftaff. 

[Exeunt  Chi  con  y  halting . 

Scene  changes  to  Don  Pedro's  lodging. 

Enter   Don  Fernando  and   Julio,    as   in  their  private 

apartment, 

Don  Jul.  All  things  are  rightly  kid,  for  Violante 
Will  pafs  the  afternoon  with  Blanca,  and  then, 
I  waiting  on  her  home  in  th'  evening,  Blanca 
Will  be  fecure  from  me  till  late  at  night. 
I  fhall  be  where  I  told  you,  in  full  view 
Of  thofe  two  windows  :   If  the  gallant  come 
Up  the  great  flairs,  he  mull  pafs  through  that  room, 
And  cannot  'fcape  your  knowledge  ;  if  up   the    back 

one, 
You  needs  mufl  fee  him  pamng  through  the  entry 
Clofe  by  that  door.     If  this  latter  way, 
Be  fure  to  fet  the  candle  in  that  window —         [Pointing* 
If  up  the  other,  in  that — And  in  either  cafe 
As  foon  as  he's  within,  fail  not  to  bolt, 
On  th'  infide,  the  entry-door,  that  fo  he  may 
Find  no  retreat  that  way,  I  coming  up 
The  other. 

Don  Fer.  Be  affuxed  I  fhall  be  pun&ual, 
As  you  diredfc.  [Exeunt, 

Scenk 
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Scene  changes  to  Don  Pedro's  lodging. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  and  his  few  ant  Ful<vio. 

Don  Ped.  Are  you  fure  of  what  you  fay  ? 

FuL  As  fure,  fir, 
As  my  own  eyes  can  make  me  of  what  I  faw  ; 
You  cannot  doubt  my  knowing  him,  fince  'twas  I 
(You  may  remember)  fetch'd  the  furgeon  to  him, 
And  faw  his  wounds  drefs'd  more  than  once  or  twice ; 
The  tavern  where  I  was,  looks  into  his  garden, 
And  there  I  left  him  walking,  to  come  tell  you. 

Don  Ped,    We    are  well  advanc'd  then  towards  my 
juft  revenge. 
I  found  Don  Julio  as  ready  to  comply 
With  all  the  duke's  defires,  as  I  could  wifh  ; 
And  my  great  fear  is  over,  that  Don  Zancho 
Might  poiubly  have  been  fome  near  relation 
Of  his  own  ;  fo  that  now,  Fulvio,  if  you 
Keep  but  a  careful  eye  upon  his  motions, 
And  give  me  notice,  he  can  hardly  'fcape  us. 

Fid.  Doubt  not  my  diligence.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  changes  to  the  garden. 

Enter    Blcnca   and  Francifca  as  in  a  fne  garden  with 
Grange-trees  and  fountains . 

Don,  Blan.  You  muit  have  your  will,   but  know, 
Francifca, 
If  you  expofe  me  to  his  vanity, 
I  never  fhali  forgive  you. 

Fran,  I  tell  you,  madam,  I  will  bring  him  t'ye 
So  mortify'd,  he  mall  an  object  be 

C  3  For 
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For  pity,  not  for  anger;  you'll  need  employ 
Kindnefs  to  erett  the  poor  deje&ed  knight. 

Don.  Blan.  It  fell  out  luckily  that  Violante 
Came  hither ;  for  my  brother  now  engag'd 
With  her,    we're  fafe  till  ten  o'clock  at  leaft, 

Fran.  But  how  mail  we  difpofe  of  Silvia  ? 
It  will  be  hard  to  'fcape  her  obfervation, 
For  ihe  has  wit,  and  of  the  dangerous  kind, 
A  melancholy  wit— <0  the  unlucky  ftar 
That  leads  a  lady,  engaged  in  love-intrigues, 
To  take  a  new  attendant  near  her  perfon  ! 

Don.  Blan.  '  fwas  an  unluckinefs  ;  but  Violante 
Could  not  be  deny'd,  I  having  told  her 
So  often  that  I  wanted  one  ;  beiides 
Who  could  have  thought  fh'had  one  ready  at  hand  r" 
But  we  mvtfk  make  the  befl  on't  for  this  night  : 
'Twill  not  be  hard  to  bufy  her,  till 't  be  late, 
Jn  the  perfuming-room.     This  near  occafion 
Well  o'er,  I  think  it  will  not  beamifs 
Againft  another,  to  fay  fomewhat  to  her, 
']  hat  may,  in  cafe  me  have  perceiv'd  any  thing, 
Perfuade  her  Ihe  is  not  diftrufted. 

Fran.  Madam,  take  heed  of  that,  whene'er  you  find 
It  neceffary  to  fay  any  thing, 
Be  fare  to  fay  that,  that  Ihe  may  think  all : 
Take  one  rule  more  from  my  experience, 
Nothing  fo  fatal  as  a  confidence 
By  halves  in  amorous  tranfactions. 
But  here  ihe  comes — 

Don.  Blan.  Come,  Silvia,  and  take  your  part  of  this 
fweet  place  ; 
This  is  a  day  indeed  to  tatfe  its  frefhnefs. 

Sil.  Madam,  I  needs  muft  fay,  within  a  town 
I  never  faw  fo  fine  a  one. 

Don.  Blan.  In  truth 
I  think  not  many  fweeter — Thofe  fountains 
Playing  among  the  orange-trees  and  myrtles, 
Have  a  fine  mix'd  effeft  on  all  the  fenfes ; 

But 
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But  think  not,  Silvia,  to  enjoy  the  pleafure 
Without  contributing  to  make  it  more. 

SiL  How  can  I  be  fo  happy  ? 

Don.    Blan.    Francifca  tells  me  me  has  over-heard 
you 
Warbling  alone  fuch  notes  unto  yourfelf, 
As  have  not  only  a  good  voice  betray'd, 
Eut  (kill  to  manage  it. 

SiL  It  is  Francifca 
That  has  betray'd  a  very  ill  one,  madam. 

Don.  Blan.  Under  yon  palm-tree's  fhade  there  is  a 
feat 
That  yields  to  none,  in  the  advantages 
It  lends  to  mufick,  let's  go  fit  down  there; 
For  this  firfltime,  one  fong  mail  fatisfy. 

SiL  When  you  have  heard  that  one,   I  (hall  rot  fear 
Your  afking  me  another. 

[7 'hey  go  and  ft  dovm  under  the  palm  tree >  and 
Silvia  fngs. 

The    SONG. 


VE  E,  O  fee! 
Hovj  every  tree> 

Every  bovuer, 

Every  flovoer, 
A  nevj  life  gives  to  others  joys  $ 

Whilft  that  /, 

Grief-flrickeny  lie. 

Nor  can  meet 

With  any  fweet, 
But  vjhatj after  mine  dejiroys. 
What  are  all  the  fenfes  pleafures, 
When  the  mind  has  lojl  all  meafures  ? 

Hear>  O  hear! 
Hovj  fweet  and  clear 

c  4  n* 
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^he  nightingale, 

And  waters  fall. 
In  concert  join  for  others  tars  ; 

Whilfttome, 

For  harmony  y 

Every  air 

Echo's  defpair^ 
And  every  drop  provokes  a  tear. 
What  are  the  Jenfes  pleafures, 
When  the  mind  has  loft  all  mea/uresP 

Don.  Blan.  I  thank  you,  Silvia;  but  Pll  not  allow 
One  of  your  youth  to  nourifh  melancholy 
By  tunes  and  words  fo  flattering  to  that  paffion. 

Si  I.  The  happinefs  of  ferving  you  may  fit  me 
In  time   for  gayer  things. 

Den.  Blan.  I  will  not  afk  another  for  the  prefent, 
Not  for  your  reafon,  but  becaufe  I'll  be 
More  moderate  in  my  pleasures.  Now,  Silvia, 
I  have  a  ta(k  to  give  you. 

6/7.  Whate'er  it  be,  'twill  be  a  pleafing  one 
Of  your  impofmg. 

Don.  Blan.  'lis  to  gather  ftore  of 
Freih  orange-flowers,  and  then  carefully 
To  (hift  the  oils  in  the  perfuming -room, 
As  in  the  feveral  ranges  you  mall  fee 
The  old  begin  to  wither  :  To  do  it  well 
Will  take  you  up  fome  hours  ;  but  'tis  a  work 
I  oft  perform  myfelf ;  and  that  you  may 
Be  iure  not  to  miftake,  I'll  go  thither 
With  you,  and  mew  you  the  manner  of  it. 

Sih  I  hope  I  fhall  not  fail,  fo  well  inilruaed. 

[Exeunt, 


SC£N£ 
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Scene    changes    to   the    room    at  Don 
Zancho's. 

Enter  Don  Zancbo  and  Chi  con. 

Chic.  Y'are  fo  impatient,  fir,  you  will  mar  all: 
I  tell  you  that  'tis  yet  too  light  by  half, 
The  fun  is  hardly  fet ;  pray  fetch  a  turn 
Or  two  more  in  the  garden,  e'er  you  go. 

Don.  Zan.  You  mull  be  governour,  I  fee,  to-night, 
You  are  Co  proud  o'th'  fervice  you  have  done ; 
Come,  away.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  the  garden  again. 

Silvia  appears  in  the  garden,  as  gathering  flowers  from 
the  orange-trees,  and  then  with  her  apron  full,  going 
away,  fays: 

Suv.  The  talk  enjoin'd  me  is  a  fweet  one,  truly, 
But  I  fmell  fomewhat  more  in  the  impofaU 
So  far  I  am  happy  yet  in  my  misfortune, 
That  I  am  lighted  into-  a  lady's  fervice 
Of  an  obliging  humour  ;  but  moll  of  all 
One  that  as  kind  as  Ihe  is,  I  fee's  as  glad 
To  leave  me  alone,  as  I  to  be  it.  Somewhat 
There  is  myflerious  in  her  looks,  and  conduct : 
Such  motions  juft,  fuch  inequalities, 
Such  flatteries  to  thofe  I  trulled  leaft,. 
Such  pretty  employments  found,  to  bufy  thore 
I  would  be  rid  of;  and  fuch  arts  as  thefe 
To  fmgle  out  her  confident,  un- noted, 
I  well  remember  would  Elvira  ufe, 
Whilll  the  unquiet  joys  of  love  poffefs'd  her, 
How  innocent  foever.    And  befides, 
Francifca's  fitting  up  fo  late  lall  night, 

C  5.  And 
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And  going  up  and  down  fo  warily, 
Whilit.  others  flept,  is  evidence  enough 
What  god  reigns  here,  as  well  as  at  the  court. 
But  I  forget  myfelf — Let  defcants  ceafe, 
Who  ferves,  though  fhe  obferves,  mull  hold  her  peace. 

[Exit  Si/via. 

Scene  changes  to  the  profpeft  of  Valencia. 

Don  Zanc.  Advance,  Chicon,    I'll  follow  at  a  dif- 
tance  : 
'Tis  the  right  time,  jufl  light  enough,  you  fee, 
For  warn'd  expedlers  to  know  one  another  ; 
I  hope  fhe  will  not  fail  you. 

Chic.  She  fail  us  ! 
No  centinel  perdu  is  half  fo  alert 
As  fhe,  in  thefe  occafions. 

Enter    Francifca  veiled,   peeping  as  out  of  the  portal  of 
Don  Julio^s  houfe. 

Fran.  There  comes  the  varlet,  and  I'm  much  de- 
ceiv'd 

Or  that's  his  mafter  lagging  at  a  diftance — 
I'll  give  them  a  go-by,  cover d  with  my  veil. 

[She  pajjes  by  them  heedlcjly. 
Chic.  By  that  light,  as  little  as  'tis,  'tis  fhe: 
I'll  to  her. 

Den  Zanc.  And  I'll  ftand  clofe  the  while — 
When  you  have  broken  the  ice,  I'll  take  my  time. 

[Chicon  going  to  Francijca  lays    hold  of  her  veil, 
and Jhe  turns  about. 
Chic.  What  fignifies  a  veil  to  hide  my  doxy, 
When  every  motion  of  a  leg  or  wing 
Darts  round  perfuming  and  informing  airs  ? 
Thou  art  the  very  colliflower  of  women. 

Fran.  And  thou  the  very  cabbage-ftalk  of  men, 
That  never  flunk  to  me,  as  does  a  blab. 

Chic. 
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Chic.    Curfe  on   thee,  hold   thy  tongue— Doft  thou 
not  fee 
Who  Hands  againft  that  wall  ? 
Fran.  Away,  fauce-box — 

[She  thrufting  him  off,  goes  on. 
[Don  Zancho  fets   himfelf  juji  in    her  *way,  and 
makes  as  if  he  would  lie  down  in  it. 
Don  Zanc.  Pafs,  trample  on  me,  do,   trample-— But 

hear  me. 
Fran.  Thefe  moes   have  been  my  lady's,  and  (he'd 
ne'er 
Forgive  it,  mould  they  do  you  fo  much  honour. 

[Shewing  her  foot. 
Tis  thou  hail  caus'd  all  this. 

[Afide,    turning   to   Chi  con, 
Chic.  Fire  on  thy  tongue — 

Don  Zanc.  Ah,  my  Francifca*  if  there  be  no  hopes 
Of  pardon,  nor  of  pity — Yet  at  leaft 
Let  Blanca,  for  her  own  fake,  be  fo  juft 
As  not  to  give  me  cruel  death  unheard  : 
Do  you  your  part  at  leafl,  and  do  but  give  her 
This  letter  from  me — 

[He  offers  her  a  letter,  andjhe  farting  lack  > 
Fran.  Guarda — That's  a  thing 
She  has  forbidden  with  fuch  menaces, 
I  dare  as  well  become  another  Porcia, 
And  eat  red  burning  coals.     I  had  much  rather 
Confentj  that  now  ihe's  all  alone  at  home, 
You  mould  tranfportedly  ruih  in  upon  her 
As  following  me,  fo  pofhbly  you  might 
Attain  your  end,  without  expofmg  me ; 
Who  in  that  cafe,  know  how  to  ad  my  part 
So  fmartly  againft  you,  as  mail  keep  her  clear 
From  all  fufpicion — But  I  am  to  blame 
Thus  to  forget  my  duty ;  I'll  ftay  no  longer. 

[He  Jiofs  her,  and  pulling  out  a  purje  of  money  futs 
it  into  her  hand. 
Don  Zanc.  Spoke  like  an  angeL 

C  6  [Francif.ca 
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[Francifca  offers  to  reft  ore  the  furfe,  hut  yet  hold- 
i?ig  it  faft. 
Fran.  This  is,  you  know,  fuperfluous  with  me, 
And  ihocks  my  humour — But  any  thing  from  you— 
Be  fure  you  follow  boifteroufly. 

[She  trudges  a<vjay>  and  goes    in   haftily    as    at 
Julio* s  houfe,  and  Don  Zancho  follows  her  in, 
Chicon  ftops  at  the  door. 
Chic.  I'll  bring  you  no  ill-luck  a  fecond  time  5 
If  for  fport's  fake  you  have  projected  me 
Another  fomerfet  from  the  balcony, 
Make  your  account  that  'tis  already  done, 
Here  you  will  find  me  halting  in  the  ftreet. 

[Exit  Chicon, 

Scene   changes     to  Donna    Blanca's    anti- 
chamber. 

Enter  Donna  Blanc  a  as  in  her  anti  chamber. 

Don.  Blan.  How  true  it  is  that  nature  cheats^  man- 
kind, 
And  makes  us  think  ourfelves  the  only  tafters 
Of  pure  delight,  and  blifs  ;  when  as  indeed 
Opprefhng  us  with  pains  and  griefs,  fhe  makes 
Deliverance  from  them  pafs  for  folid  pleafure  I 
Witnefs  in  me  thofe  images  of  joy 
Wherewith  fhe  flatters  now  my  expectation  : 
What  will  its  higheft  fatisfaction  be, 
At  moft,  but  eafe  from  what  tormented  me  r- 

Entcr  Francifca  haftily. 

Fran.  It  now  imports,  you  have  affected  rage 
As  ready  at  hand  as  ufually  you  have 
Anger  in  earneft— But  above  all,  be  fure 
You  difcbarge  it  fmartly  upon  me,  for  here. 
He  jprefles  at  my  heels. 

Enter 
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Enter  Zancho,  and  goeito  caft  himfelf  at  Donna  Blanca*i 

feet,  and  jbe  farting  hack  from  him* 

Don.  Blan.   What  infolence  is  this-? 

— Think  not,  Francifca, 
That  I  am  to  be  fooTd — This  is  your  work, 
You  fhall  not  flay  an  hour  within  thefe  walls  ; 
By  all  that's  good  you  fhall  not. 

Fran.  For  heaven'3  fake,  madam,  be  not  founjuff 

[Whining* 
To  an  old  fervant,  always  full  of  duty  ; 
But  can  I  govern  mad-men  ?  would  y'have  had  me 
Make  all  the  flreet  take  notice  ?  There  he  attacked  me 
With  fuch  tranfportment,   the  whole  town  had  rung 

on't, 
Had  I  not  run  away.     Could  I  imagine 
A  man  fo  wild  as  to-  purfue  me  hither 
Into  your  prefence  ? 

Don.  Blan.  It  is  well^  Don  Zancho, 

[Severely  and  feornfully, 
Blanca  may  be  thus  ufed  ;  but  he  that  does  it 

Shall  find 

[She  turns  away  as  going  out,  he  holds  her  by  the 
J!ee<ve. 
Don  Zan.  Pardon  this  rudenefs,  madam  ;  but  a  mart 
Made  defperate,  hath  nothing  more  to  manage. 
Hither  I  come,  to  give  you  fatisfa&ion, 
And  if  my  reafons  can't,  my  heart  blood  fhall ; 
But  you  muft  hear  me,  or  here  fee  me  dead. 

Don.  Blan.  Since  to  be  rid  of  him,  Francifca,  I  fee 

[Turning  to  Francifca. 
I  mud  the  penance  undergo  of  hearing  him, 
Keep  careful  watch  to  prevent  accidents. 

Fran.    Madam,    your  clofet   will    be    much    more 
proper 
For  fuch  a  conference  ;.  for  in  cafe  your  brother 
Should  cgme,  Don  Zancho  has  a  fafe  retreat 

From 
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From  thence  down  the  back  flairs.     I  fhall  be  fure 
To  give  you  timely  notice. 

Don   Zanc.    And    1     know    perfectly    the   paffage 
thorough 
Th'  entry,  I've  come  up  more  than  once  that  way, 
During  my  happy  days. 

Don.  Blew.  I  think  y'have  reafon ;  fince  I  muil  have 
patience, 
Light  us  in  thither. 

[Francifca     takes    the   lights,    and  going    before 
them,  exeunt  omnes. 

Scene  changes  to  the  profpedt  of  Valencia. 

Enter  Don  Julio ,  as  in  the  portal  of  his  own  houfe. 

Don  Jul.    The  light  was  in  the  farther  window, 
therefore 
He  went  up  this  way :  now  if  Fernando 
Have  not  forgot  to  bolt  the  entry-door, 
He  cannot  'fcape  us,  fure,  who  e'er  he  be. 

'Tis  the  only  comfort,  ♦ 

In  fuch  miffortunes,  when  a  man  hath  means 
To  right  his  honour,  without  other  help 
Than  fuch  a  friend,  as  is  another  felf, 
And  that  the  fhame's  even  from  domeilicks  hid 
Until  it  be  reveng'd. 

[Exit  Don  Julio,  as  going  into  his  own  bovfe. 

Enter  Chicon,  as  coming  out  of  the  -porch  before   Julioys 

houfe. 

Chic.  Slight!  'tis  Don  Julio,  that  I  fawgo  in— 
My  mailer's  like  to  pafs  his  time  but  ill ; 
I'll  ileal  in  after,  and  obferve,  although 
My  courage  cannot  ileed  him,  my  wit  may, 
As  things  may  poiTibly  fall  out. 

[Exit  Chi  con  as  ft  eating  fifter  Don   Julio   into 
his  houfe*  ScENS 
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Scene  changes  to  Donna  Blanca's  clofet. 

Enter  Don  Zancho  and  Donna  Blanc  a,  as  in  her  clofet. 

Don.  Blan.  As  fine  a  flory  as  may  be — No,    Don 
Zancho, 
I  Blanca  Rocca  am  not  charta  blanca, 
Fit  to  receive  whate'er  impremon 

Your  art 

Enter  Francifca,  hafiily. 
Fran.  Your  brother's  in  the  hall  already, 
Quick,  quick,  and  let  him  find  you  in  your  chamber 
Before  your  glafs,  I  have  fet  it  ready  there, 
Whilft  he  retires  the  way  it  was  refolv'd. 

{Pointing  to  Don  Tsancho. 
\Francifca  takes  the  candle,  and  exeunt  Jhe%  and 
Donna  Blanca  and  Don  Zancho  another  way. 

Scene    changes   to  Donna  Blanca's  bed- 
chamber. 

[Re-enter  Donna  Blanca  and  Francifca,  as  in 
Blanca's  chamber ,  and  Jhe  newly  feated  at  her 
toilet,  and  beginning  to  unpin. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 

Don  Jul.  Blanca,  I   thought  you  had  been  abed  e'er 
this  ; 
Have  you  had  company  to  entertain  you, 
And  keep  you  beyond  your  ufual  hour  ? 

Den.  Blan.  What  company  can  J  have,  you  abroad, 
At  this  time  of  the  night  ? 

Don  Jul.  I  fain  would  find  out  fome  fuch  as  might 
pleafe  you  :  [Ironically. 

Francifca, 
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Francifca,  take  a  candle  and  light  me  in 
To  Bknca's  clofet. 

Don.  Blan.  Good  brother,  what's  the  matter? 
You  were  not  wont  to  be  fo  curioas 
As  thus  to  pry  into  my  privacies. 

Don  Jul.    That  you  mall  know  anon — Do  as  I  bid 
you, 
Francifca. 

[Francifca  takes  one  of  the  candles,  and  going  be- 
fore  him   fumbles ,    and  falling  puts   out  tBe 
light.      Don  Julio  taking  it  up,  lights  it  again 
at    the  other  on  the  table,  and  going  with  it 
himfelf  towards  Domia  BlancaJs  clofet. 
Don  Jul.  Thefe  tricks  are  loft  on  me.  [Exif. 

Fran.  Let  him  go,  now  we  have  gain'd  time  enough. 
Don.  Blan.  Thanks  to  thy  timely  fall. 
Fran.   Perfons  employ 'd 
In  fuch  trufls,  mult  have  their  wits  about  them  ; 
'Tis  clear  that  he  fufpecls,  but  know  he  cannot. 
When  once  you  fee  all  fafe,  'twill  then  import  you 
To  play  the  tyrant  over  him,  with  reproaches 
For  this  his  jealoufy. 

Don.  Bin?/.  Let  me  alone  for  that  ; 
But  let  us  follow  him  in,  that  we  may  mark 
His  whole  demeanor.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Don  Zancho  in  diforder. 

Don  Zan.  Curfe  on't,  the  entry  door's  bolted  within, 
What  (hall  I  do  ?  [He  paujes. 

1  mull  feek  a  way 

Through  the  perfuming- room,  into  the  garden. 

[Exit. 

-Enter  Don  Julk  with  a    candle  in  his  band,  and  pafpng 
hafily  over  the  ftage. 

Don  Jul.  He  muft  be  gone  this  way,  there  is  no  other, 
The  entry  door  was  bolted. 

Enter 


ELVIRA.  65 

Enter  Donna  Blanca  and  Francifea*  who  pafs  aver  the 
ft  age,  as  fiealing  after  Don  Julio. 

Fran.  All's  fafe,  he  takes  that  way,  let  him  a  god's 
name 
!   Follow  his  nofe  to  the  perfuming-room. 

Don  Blan.  He'll  fright  poor  Silvia  out  of  her  wits  $ 
But  I'll  come  to  her  fuccour,  with  a  peal 
I'll  ring  him. 

{Exeunt  Donna  Blanca  and  Francifcal 


Scene  changes  to  the  laboratory. 

[Here  is  to  open  a  curious  fcene  of  a  laboratory 
in  perfpetlive,  with  a  fountain  in  ity  fome 
fills,  many  fhelves  with  pots  of  porcelane  and 
glaffes,  with  piBures  above  them  ;  the  roo?n 
paved  with  black  and  white  marble,  with  a 
frojpeff  through  pillars  y  at  the  end  difcovering 
the  full  moon,  and  by  its  light  a  ferfpeSiive  of 
orange  trees,  and  towards  that  farther  end 
Silvia  appears  at  a  table \  fhifting  fowers,  her 
hack  turned. 

Enter  Don  Zancho  haftily ;  and  Silvia,  that  is,  Elvira , 
turning  about  they  both  ftartle,  and  fiand  awhile  as  it 
were  amazed. 

Don  Zan.  O  heavens  f  what  is't  I  fee  I  'Tis  meer 
illusion, 
Or  'tis  the  devil  in  that  angel's  form, 
Come  here  to  finifh,  by  another  hand, 
The  fatal  work  that  fhe  begun  upon  me 
By  Don  Fernando's. 
Silv.  [Donna  Elvira]  Good  gods,  Zancho  here  I  It 
cannot  be, 

Or 
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Or  'tis  his  ghoft,  come  to  revenge  his  death 
On  its  occafioner  ;  for  were  he  alive, 
He  could  not  but  have  more  humanity 
Than  (having  been  my  ruin  at  Madrid, 
And  robb'd  me  of  my  home,  and  honour  there) 
To  envy  me  an  obfcure  fhelter  here. 

[Whilfl  they  amazed  ft  ep  back  from  om   ansther, 
enter     Don  Julio,    who-  feeing     Don    l^ancho 
with  his  hack  towards  hint,  drawing  his  ftword' 
fays  : 
Don  JuL   Think  not  (whoe'er  thou  art)  by  flying 
thus 
Prom  room  to  room,  to  'fcape  my  juft  revenge  ; 
Shouldft  thou  retire  to  th'  center  of  the  earth, 
This  fword  ihould  find  thee  there,  and  pierce  thy  heart. 
[Throwing  down  the  candle  he  makes  towards  Don 
Zancho,  but   upon   his  turning   about  toward* 
him,  he  makes  a  little  flop,  and  fays  : 
Don  JuL  Nay  then,  if  it  be  you,  I'm  happy  yet 
In  my  misfortune,  fince  the  gods  thus  give  me 
The  means  at  once,  and  by  the  felf-fame  itroke, 
To  right  my  honour,  and  revenge  my  friend ; 
And  by  that  action,  fully  to  comply 
With  what  the  duke  requires  in  the  behalf 
Of  wrong'd  Don  Pedro. 

[  Don  Julio  makes  at  Don  Tjancho,  he  draws,  and 
they  begin  to  fight ;  Silvia,  that  is  Elvira, 
crying  out  help,  help,  runs  to  part  them,  and 
they  flop  upon  her  interpojing. 

Enter  Don   Fernando  hajlily  over   the  ft  age,  as    coming 
from  the  private  apartment. 

Don  Fer.  I  hear  an  out-cry,  and  clattering  of  fwords ; 
My  friend  engag'd,  mull  find  me  by  his  fide. 

[Exit,  and  re-enters  at  another  doot\ 
[As  Fernando  comes    to  the  door  of  the  per  fuming- 
room,  feeing  them  at  a  ft  and,  he  flops  and  ftands 
clofe. 

Don 
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DonFer.  They  are  parlying,  let's  hear.  [djtde* 

[Donna  Blanc  a  andFrancifca  pajpng  over  the flage. 

Don.  Blan.  'Twas  Silvia's  voice,  my  heart  mifgives 

me  fomewhat. 
Fran.  'Tis  fome  new  accident,  or  fome  miftake, 
Don  Zancho  cannot  but  be  fafe  long  fmce. 
Don.  Blan.  However  let  us  in  and  fee. 

[Exeunt  Donna  Blanca  and  Francifca,  and  re- 
enter as  at  another  door  of  the  perfuming-rGom* 
and  tnafo   a  fiand  as  furprizd  ivitb  vihaf 
they  fee. 
Don.  Blan.  We  are  all  undone  I  fear. 
Fran.  A  little  patience. 

[Chicon  fealing  over  the  ftage* 
Chic.  The  noife  is  towards  the  perfuming  room, 
I  know  the  back  way  to  it  through  the  garden. 

[Exit  Chicon,  and  re-enters  at  the  farther  end  of 
the  laboratory,  and  ftands  clofe, 
Don  Zan.  Wit  muft  repair  the  difadvantages 
Pm  under  here,  and  fave  my  Blanca' s  honour  ; 
That  once  fecuf'd,  there  will  be  time  enough 
To  falve  Elvira's.  [Jfide. 

[Whilft    this  paffesy  Elvira  holds  Julio   by    the 
arm^  he  f  riving  to  get  from  her. 
Zan.  to  Jul.  Since  by  this  lady's  interpofing.thus, 
You  have  thought  fit  our  fwords  fhould  paufe  awhile, 
It  may,  I  think,  confift  enough  with  honour, 
So  far  to  feek  your  fatisfaclion,  fir, 
As  to  remove  miftakes.    Know  then,  Don  Julio, 
That  though  I  have  prefum'd  upon  your  houfe, 
I  have  not  wrong'd  your  honour  ;  it  is  fhe 
With  whom  you  find  me,  that  hath  brought  me  hither; 
Her  I  have  long  ador'd,  and  having  got 
Intelligence  that  fhe  was  here  conceaPd, 
My  paffion  I  confefs  tranfported  me 
Beyond  that  circumfpedtion  and  regard, 
Which  men  of  quality  ufe,  and  ought  t'obferve 


Towards  one  another's  dwellings. 
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Don  Jul.    Good  gods,   what  an  adventure's  here  - 
'Yet  all 
Is  well,  fo  Blanca's  honour  be  but  fafe.  [Afide. 

Sir,  you  furprize  me  much,  can  this  be  true  f 

[To  D.  Zancbo. 
Blan.  Francifca,  heard'ft  thou  that  ?  had  ever  man 
So  ready  a  wit,  in  fuch  an  exigent  ?  [Afide. 

D.  Jul.  to  Elv.  What  fay  you,  madam? 
Fran.  We're  furer  loft  than  ever,  unlefs  me 
Have  wit,  and  heart  to  take  the  thing  upon  her.    [Afide. 
Madam,  make  figns  to  her,  and  earneftly.         [To  Blan. 
[Blanca  makes  earnefi figns  to  Silvia,  i.  e.  Elvira, 
Fran,  afide  to  Blan.  She  looks   this  way,    as  if  fhe 
comprehended 
Your  meaning. 

El<v.  I  underftand  her,  and  I  know  as  well 
What  mifchief  I  may  bring  upon  myfelf; 
But  let  Elvira  ftill  do  generoufly, 
And  leave  the  reft  to  fate.  [Afide 

Sir,  fmce  you  prefs  me,  [To  Jul. 

My  humour  ne'er  could  dikvow  a  truth — 
Bon  Zancho's  pafiion,  and  tranfportments  for  me 
Beyond  all  rules  of  temper,  and  difcretion, 
Have  been  the  caufe  of  ai!  my  fad  misfortunes,, 
And  ftill,  I  fee,  muft  be  tne  caufe  of  more. 

Jul.  Unhappy  creature,  how  thou  haft  deceiv'd 
My  prone  perfaafion  of  thy  innocence! 

Don  Zan.  If  that  furrice   not,    fir,    you    have  this 
ready 
To  give  you  fatisfattion.  [Holding  out  his  /word.. 

Den  Fer.  Hell  and  furies! — but  I  will  yet  contain 
Myfelf,  and  fee  how  far  my  friend  will  drive  it* 

Wtde. 
Don  Jul.  Stay,  Don  Zancho, 
And  anfwer  me  one  queftion — Is  this  night 
The  firft  of  your  prefuming  thus  to  enter 
My  houfe  by  ftealth  ? 

D.  Z,an.  The  quere  is  malicious, 
But  I  muft  thorough,  as  I  have  begun—  [Afidi. 

Blan, 
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Blan.  afide  to  Fran.  There  was  a  queftion  makes  me 

tremble  Hill. 
D.  Zan.  to  Jul,  No,  fir,  it  is  not,  I'll  keep  nothing 
from  you ; 
Laft  night  upon  the  fame  occaiion. 
D.  Jul.  Hold— it  fuffices. 

Fran,  aftde  haftily  to   Blan.  All's  fafe,  you  fee,  for 
god -fake  let's  away, 
E'er  Julio  perceive  us ; 

Your  prefence  here,  can  ferve  for  nothing,  madam, 
JBut  to  beget  new  chances  and  fufpicions. 

[Exeunt  Blanca  and  Francifca. 
[Fernando  rujhes  out,  drawing  his  /word. 
Fer.  Yes,  it  fuffices,  Julio,  to  make 
This  hand  ftrike  furer  than  it  did  before. 

El<v.  Nothing  was  wanting  to  my  mifery, 
But  his  being  here  to  over-hear — But  yet 
I  mull  not  fufFer  the  fame  hand  to  kill  him 
A  fecond  time,  upon  a  greater  error 
Than  was  the  firft.  [Jjtde. 

[Don  Fernando  making  at    Don   Zancho,  Elvira 
Jleps  between,  and  Julio  alfo  offers  to  flay  him. 
Fer.  flriving  to  come  at  Zan.    Strive   to  proteft  your 
gallant  from  me,  do, 
Strive,  but  in  vain — The  gods  themfelves  cannot — 
What-you,  Don  Julio,  too  ? 

[Chi con     running    out    from    the    place     ixhere 
he  lurked,   Jirikes    out  both   the    lights     <witb 
his  hat. 
Chic.  I  have  lov'd  to  fee  fighting;  but  at  prefent, 
I  love  to  hinder  feeing  how  to  fight. 
Knights,  brandifh  your  blades,  'twill  make  fine  work 
Among  the  gallipots!  [Aloud, 

You  have  me  by  your  fide,  fir,  let  them  come, 
1  hey  are  but  two  to  two.  [As  to  his  mafter. 

Sir,  follow  me,  I'll  bring  you  to  the  door. 

[Afide  to  his  majrer,  and  pulling  him, 
D,  Zan.  There's  no  dishonour  in-a  wife  retreat 
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From  difadvantages,  to  meet  again 
One's  enemy  upon  a  fairer  fcore. 

[Chic,  pujhing  his  tnajler  before  him  cut  of  doer. 
Chic,  cfidetohismafter.  There 'tis,  advance,  fir,  I'll 
make  good  the  rear. 

[Ex.  DonZan.  and  Chic. 
Don  Jul.  Ho,  who's  without  ?  bring  lights. 

[He  fi  amps. 
■    ■     They  cannot  hear  us, 
The  room  is  fo  remote  from  all  the  reft — 
What  a  confufion's  tins  ?   recall,  Fernando,  [To  Fer. 

Your  ufual  temper,  and  let's  leave  this  place, 
And  that  unhappy  maid,  unto  its  darknefs, 
To  hide  her  blulhes,  fmce  her  fhame  it  cannot. 

[Ex.  D.  Jul.  groping^  and  drawing  Fer.  with  him* 

Elvira  fola. 

Darknefs  and  horror,  welcome,  fmce  the  gods 
Live  in  the  dark  themfelves— For  had  they  light 
Of  what's  done  here  below,  they  would  afford 
Some  ray  to  fnine  on  injur'd  innocence, 
And  not  inftead  thereof,  thus  multiply 
Obfcuring  clouds  upon  it,  fuch  as  the  fun, 
Should  he  with  all  his  beams  illuminate 
Mens  underftandings,  fcarce  could  diffipate. 
I  now  begin  to  pardon  thee,  Fernando, 
Since  what  thou  haft  heard  in  this  inchanted  place 
Carries  conviction  in't  againft  my  nrmnefs. 
Above  the  power  of  nature  to  fufpend 
My  condemnation :  unlefs  wrong'd  virtue  might 
Expect  in  thee  a  juftice  fo  refin'd, 
As  ne'er  was  found  in  man  to  womankind. 
*Tis  now  I  mult  confefs,  the  loft  Elvira 
Tit  only  for  a  cloifter  ;  where  fecure 
In  her  own  fpotlefs  mind,  fhe  may  defy 
All  cenfures ;  and  without  impiety 
Reproach  her  fate,  even  to  the  deity. 

[Exit%  groping  her  way* 
ACT 
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Enter  Don  Julio  talking  to  bimfelf>  and  at  another  door 
Fernando,  <who  perceiving  it>  ftands  clofe. 

Don  Julio. 

BLEST  be  the  gods,  that  yet  my  honour's  fafe, 
Amidft  fuch  ftrange  perplexities,  from  which 
Fortune  and  wit,  I  think,  together  joined 
With   all  their  ftrength,  could  hardly  an  ifFue  find. 
To  temper,  comfort,  or  to  ferve  my  friend 
What  argument  ?  what  means  ?  how  to  aflift 
Don  Pedro  in  his  aims,  and  to  comply 
With  what  I  owe  the  duke,  I  fee  as  little, 
And  lefs  conceive,  how  to  behave  myfelf 
As  ought  a  gentleman  towards  a  lady, 
With  whofe   protection  he  hath  charg'd  himfelf, 
And  brought  her  to  his  houfe  on  that  aiTurance  j 
Whom  to  expofe,  cannot  confift  with  honour, 
However  me  may  have  expos' d  her  ,own  ; 
And  leaft  of  all,  how  to  repair  to  Blanca 
The  injury  I  have  done   her,  whofe  high  fpirit 
I  fear  will  be  implacable.     O  heavens  ! 
What  a  condition's  mine  ? 

[He  ftands  faujtng,  and  ft artUs  feting  Fernando. 

Enter  Fernando. 
Don  Fer.  Pardon,  dear  coufin,  if  to  avoid  one  rude- 
nefs 
I  have  another  unawares  committed. 
Whilft  fearing  to  interrupt,  I  have  overheard, 
Yet  nothing,  coufin,  but  the  felf-fame  things, 
My  thoughts  have  been  revolving  all  this  night, 
Concern'd  for  you,  much  more  than  for  myfelf  j 
For  I,  upon  refle&ion,  find  I  am 
Much  eafier  than  I  was  ;  by  certainty 
Freed  from  the  foreft  weight,  perplexity. 
In  the  firft  place,  you  muft  forgive  your  friend 
The  high  diflemper  of  laft  night's  tranfportments, 
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I  hope  youll  find  me  well  recovered  from  diem, 
And  that  my  morning  refolutions  are 
Such  as  will  make  amends. 

Don  Jul.  Make  no  excufe,  dear  friend,  fuch  provo- 
cations 
Surprizing  are  above  philofophy, 
And  'tis  no  fmall  experiment  of  yours, 
If  after  them  you  can  have  brought  yourfelf 
So  foon  to  fix  a  judgment  what  to  do. 

Don  Fer.  I  have  fix'd  on  that,  which  I  am  fure  will 
ferve 
All  interefts  but  my  own,  as  heretofore 
I  underftood  my  happinefs  ;  but  now 
I  mail  no  longer  place  it  in  any  thing 
Dependent  on  the  wild  caprice  of  others. 
>    ■■     No,  Julio, 

I  will  be  happy  even  in  fpite  of  fate, 
By  carrying  generofity  up  to  the  height. 
Elvira  ihall  her  dear  blifs  owe  to  me, 
Not  only  by  defifting,  but  by  making 
Her  lov'd  Don  Zancho  marry  her ;  his  refufal 
Alone,  can  make  me  kill  him  o'er  again. 

Don' Jul.    Since  that  unhappy  maid,  with  all  her 
beauty, 
And  that  high  quality,  hath  made  herfelf 
Unworthy  of  your  marriage,  certainly 
None  but  Fernando  ever  could  have  pitch'd 
Upon  io  noble  a  thought :  but  think  withal 
What  difficulties  are  likely  to  obflrud  it. 
Don  Fer,  Say  what  occurs  to   you. 
Don.  Jul.  Don  Zancho  is  a  man  of  wit  and  courage; 
And  though  his   pafiion  out  of  doubt  be  great, 
Since  it  hath  made  him  do  fo  wild  an  a&ion, 
As  that  of  coming  twice  into  my  houfe 
After  fo  ftrange  a  manner  ;  yet,  Fernando, 
You  cannot  but  imagine  fuch  a  one 
Likely  to  have  quite  different  reflections 
Upon  Elvira's  condud  for  a  wife, 
From  what  he  has  upon  it  for  a  miftrefs : 

They 
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They  are  two  notions  very  differing. 

Befides,  fhould  the  propofal  but  appear 

In  the  lead  kind  to  fpring  from  your  defire, 

Whofe  former  commerce  with  her's  not  unknown^ 

It  were  the  only  way  to  drive  him  off 

Pall  all  recall  :  I  think,  few  have  accepted 

Wives  recommended  to  them  by  their  rival. 

Don  Fer.  In  that  y'have  reafon,  I  confefs.  But,  Julio, 
Think  of  the  way,  for  marry  her  he  mutt, 
Or  die,  and  by  no  other  hand  but  mine, 
lam  thinking  of  it,  and   I  hope  to  purpofe. 

[&on  Julio  paujfttg-. 
What  interpofer  can  be  found  fo  fit, 
As  Blanca  in  this  bufinefs  ?  fmce  Don  Zanchtf 
Has  long  been  her  particular  acquaintance  ; 
And  what  can  be  more  natural,  than  for  her 
To  take  to  heart  Elvira's  chief  concernment  I 
Whom  he  finds  here  retired  in  her  misfortune 
As  to  her  furefl  friends. 

Don  Fer.  Y'have  lighted,  coufin,  on  the  only  way, 
And  lofe  no  time  I  beg  you. 

Don  JuL  The  leaft  that  may  be  ;  but  you  muft  con-. 
fider 
In  what  a  predicament  I  am  likely 
To  be  with  Blanca  at  prefent. 

Don  Fer.  I  underftand  you  (fmce  the  jealoufy 
You  exprefs'd  of  her.)     But  'tis  to  be  hoped 
The  peace  will  not  be  long  a  making. 

Don  JuL  You  little  know  her  fpirit,  oncejnflanVd, 
But  as  I'll  lofe  no  time,  fo   I'll  omit 
No  art  to  bring  her  to  a  temper,  fit 
To  hear  and  to  advance  the  proportion. 
Don  Fer.  Heaven  give  you  good  fuccefs. 

[*  Julio  turning  back  to  Ftrnandoi 
Don  Jul.  *  I  had  forgot  to  tell  you,  that  I  think 
It  will  be  necefiary,  that  as  foon 
As  I  have  weathered  Blanca's  ftorm>  I  make 
A  vifit  to  Don  Pedro,  to  prevent 
His  coming  hither  tp  diforder  us, 
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Eefore  we  have  fet  things  right. 

Don  Fer.  'Twas   not  ill   thought  on  ;    and  till   you/ 
return 
I  fhall  keep  clofe  in  your  apartment  ; 
For  Blanca  has  not  feen  me,  and  Elvira 
Has  too  great  cares  upon  her  to  be  curious.     {Exeunt. 

Enter  Blanca  and  Francifca  ;  Blanca  with  a  gay  air, 
as  in  her  anti-cha?nber. 
B/an.  Say,  my  Francifca,  can  romances  equal 
Our  laft  night's  adventure  ?  was  there  ever 
Such  a  come-off  ?  Our  fex  has  ufed  to  boaft 
Prefence  of  mind  in  exigents    of  love, 
But  I   believe  none  of  us  ever  match'd 
Don  Zancho's  readinefs  in  an  occafion 
So  fudden  and  fo   critical. 

Fran.  Ever  give  me   the  man  of  ready  parts. 
Blan%  But  pr'ythee,  whilil:  we  give  Don  Zancho  his 
dues, 
Let  us  be  jufl  too  to   poor  Silvia's  merit  ; 
Was  ever  any   thing  fo  generous, 
Or  fo  obliging  to  a  miftrefs  ? 

Fran.  So  it  appears,  madam,  I  mull:  confefs, 
But  the  excefs  of  it  makes  it  fufpicious. 

Blan.  Fye,    leave   this    humour  of  detracting   Hill, 
And  call  her  to  me,  that  I  may  embrace 
And  thank  her  ;  that  done,  confider  how 
To  bring  her  off,  who  has  brought  us  off  fo  well. 

[Offers  to  go  out. 
[Enter  D§n  Julio. 
Fran.  Stay,  I  befeech  you,  and  compofe  yourfelf 
To  adl  a  part  quite  of  another  nature  ; 
Here  comes  Don  Julio,  towards  whom  I  hope 
You'll  tune  yourfelf  to  a  far  differing  key 
From  that  of  thanks  and  kindnefs. 

Blan.  Let  me  alone  for  that,  I'll  play  the  dragon. 
[As   Julio  advances,  Blanca  turns  from  hi?n  with 
a  furious  countenance,  and  flies  out  of  the  room, 
Julio  followi?ig  her. 
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Don  JuL  Dear  fifter,   flay,   and  hear  me. 
Blan.  Detefted  brother,  leave  me. 

[She  makes  as  if/be  were  going,  and  he  holds  her. 
Don,  Jul.  Hear  me  but,  Blanca,  and  then  vent  your 
paffion 
Againft  a  brother,  that  condemns  himfelf 
As  much  as  you  can  do  ;  but  hear  me  fpeak. 

Blan.  Your  a&ions,  Julio,  have  fpoke  loud  enough 
To  echo  through  the  world  your  fhame  and  mine. 
Has  all  the  tenor  of  my  life  been  fuch, 
With  fuch  exa&nefs  of  unblemifrYd  conduct, 
That  malice  might  have  ftain'd  the  noon-day  fun 
More  eafily,  than  tarniuVd  Blanca's  honour  ; 
And  muft  that  honour  now  be  proilitute, 
By  the  caprice  of  an  unworthy  brother  ? 
Should  any  other  have  invaded  it, 
Had  not  you  righted  her,  (he  has  a  heart 
Would  have  found  ways  to  right  herfelf ;  but  you, 
Th'aggrefibr,  what  remedy  but  rage  ? 

[She  flings  fro??:  him,  and  exit, 
Fran.  She  a£ls   it  rarely.  [Afide. 

Don  Jul.  Was  ever  man  fo  unfortunate  as  I  ? 

[To  Francifca, 
I  muft  confefs  me  has  reafon,  and  the  fenfe 
She  thus  exprefles  of  my  fault  becomes  her  ; 
But  it  muft  be  your  work,  my  dear  Francifca, 
To  pacify.     When  once  you  fhall  but  know 
All  that  has  pafs'd  thefe  nights,  I  am  certain 
You'll  fay,  no  human  confidence  could  e'er 
Be  proof  againft  fuch  circumftances. 
Fran.  Alas !  my  offices  can  fignify 
But  little.     But  I'm  fure  the  occafion 
Gives  me  a  fad  heart — O  my  dear  lady  ? 

[As  if  fie  were  crying. 
Don  Jul.  I  love  good  nature,  but  I  pr'ythee  leave, 
And  come  in  with   me,  that  I  may  tell  thee  all. 
Enter  Den  Pedro  and  Fulqjio,  as  in  his  lodging. 
Don  Fed.  A  god's  name,  Fulvio,  what  ha*  be^n  thy 
meaning, 
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To  make  me  fit  up  almoft  all  laft  night 
Expelling  thee,  when  fuch  impatience  held  me  ? 
Thou  wert  not  wont  to  be  fo  negligent 
In  things  of  fo  great  weight. 

Ful.  Nor  have  I  been  it  now,  \is  over-care 
Of  your  commands  hath  held  me  fo  long  from  you. 
You  know  the  orders  that  you  gave  me,  fir, 
To  watch  Don  Zancho's  motions  ;  accordingly, 
I  fat  all  day  in  my  obferving  place, 
Till  about  twilight  I  faw  him  and's  man 
Steal  as  it  were  abroad  ;  I    as  warily 
Dog'd  them  from  ftreet  to  ftreet,  till,  fir,  at  length 
He  made  a  ftand  up  clofe  againfl  a  wall, 
Whilft  that  his  fervant  entertain'd  a  woman 
Clofe  vaiPd,  who  was  come  out,   I  think,  on  purpofe, 
From  an  adjacent  houfe  ;  foon  after  he 
Accofted  her  himfelf ;  their  conference 
Lailed  but  little  ;  me  made  hafte  away 
To  th'houfe  from  whence  lhe  came,  and  he  as  much 
To  follow  her  in. 

Don  Fed.  Where  was't  ?   and  why  cam'ft  thou  not 
prefently, 

To  give  me  notice,  as  you  were  directed  ? 

Ful.   At  that  you  will  not  wonder,  when  you  know 
Whofe  houfe  he  enter'd  ;  but  at  this  you'll  wonder, 
It  was  Don  Julio's. 

Don  Fcdro  [ftartKng]  H#  I  Don  Julio's,  fay'ft  thou  > 

[He  paufes. 
But  now  I  think  on't,  'tis  no  marvel,  Fulvio, 
Since  newly  come  to  town  ;  for  I  remember 
Don  J  olio  told  me,  that  Don  Zancho  and  he 
Had  always  liv'd  in  friendly  correfpondence, 

Ful.  Vifits,  fir,  only  of  fair  civility 
After  long  abfence,  are  not  ufually 
iegun  by  twilight,  in  fuch  cautious  manner  ; 
Nor  ufher'd  in  by  female  vail'd  condu&ers  : 
But  pray,  fir,  hear  the  reft.  [To  FuI*vto* 

Bpn  Ped,  What  can  this  be  ?   fay  on  then  quickly. 
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Ful.  I  prefently  concluded  with  myfelf, 
That  fince  Don  Julio  was  the  friend  on  vvhofe 
Afliftance  you  relied  againft  Don  Zancho, 
You  ne'er  would  think,  fir,  of  attacking  him 
As  he  came  out  from  thence;  I  judg'd  it  therefore 
My  wifeft  courfe  to  ftay,  and  mark  the  ifiue, 
And  ftay  I   did,  till  it  was  after  midnight  ; 
About  which  time,  walking  from  fide  to  fide, 
That  I  might  fee  both  iflues  of  the  houfe, 
It  being  as  light  almoft  as  day,  I  faw 
The  gallant  and  his  man  leap  from  the  wall 
Of  Julio's  garden,  and  from  thence  in   haile 
Make  home. 

Don  Fed.  S'death,  man,  thou  dream'f:  !  Don  Zancho 
from  Don  Julio's 
In  that  manner  ? — 'Awake,  fool,  and  {peak  fenfe. 

Ful.  I  fay  but  what  I  faw,  as  I  fee  you. 

Don  Fed.  O  the  devil !  what  the  fame  villain 
Found  the  affronter  of  my  friend  too  here 
In  the  fame  kind  ?  Give  me  my  cloak  and  fword, 
I  mull  know  the  bottom  of  this.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Blanca    a?id  Francifca*  as  in  he?'  anti-chamber. 

Elan,  I  come   from  feeing  and  careiling' Silvia, 
But  with  moil  ftrange  furprize  at  her  comportment 
Tewards  me. 

Fran,  How,  madam  ! 

Blan.  My  words  and  actions  both  expreffmg  to  ';.?: , 
Not  only  higheft  gratitude  and  kindnefs, 
.But  a  follicitude  in  the  concerns 
Of  her  honour,  coual  to  what  {he  had/hown 
Jn  mine  ;  they  were  received  with  fuch  a  coldnefs, 
With  fuch  an  air  of  melancholy  pride, 
With  half  replies,  and  thole  not  half  to  th'  purpofe, 
As  make  me  with  amazement  to  conclude, 
That  either  {he  has  loft  her  underftandmg, 
Or  that  there's  fomewhat  in't  we  underitand  not. 

Fran.  She's  a  maid  of  an  odd  compolition  i 
And  befides  that,  I  ^needs  muft  tell  you,  madam, 
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That  having  had  my  obfervation  freer 
Than  you,  perhaps,  during  laft  night's  adventure, 
I   remarked  fomevvhat  both  in  her  demeanour, 
And  in  Don  Zancho's,  makes  me  confident 
They  met  not  there  Grangers  to  one  another, 
As  you  imagine — But  there's  time  enough 
To  think  and  talk  of  that  :  what  prefies  now 
Is  your  right  ordering  of  Don  Julio  : 
You  have  begun  as  well  as  can  be  wifh'd. 

Blan.  Say,  did  I  not  do  my  part  ?  \Jollilji 

Fran. Beyond  imagination  ; 

But  take  heed  now  of  over-doing  it, 
'Tis  time  to  tack  about  to  reconcilement, 
And  thought  of  drawing  thofe  advantages 
From  the  embroilment,  as  may  for  the  future 
Secure  you  from   like  accidents. 
Blan.  You  fay  well,  but  how  ? 
Fran.  The  firfl  flep  mutt  atonement  be  between  you, 
Of  which  he  hath  fo  earneftly  conjur'd  me 
To  be  an  inflrument,  that  you  consenting 
To  give  him  a  hearing,  through  my  mediation, 
1  am  made  for  ever,  and  fettled  in  the  power 
Of  ferving  you,  by  better  cozening  him  : 
JJefides,   he  tells  me,  he  hath  that  to  fay, 
And  to  propofe  unt'you,  as  fhall  not  only 
Excufe  him  with  you,  but  prevent  all  danger 
Of  prejudicial  rumors  which  might  rife 
J-  rom  lalt  night's  accident. 

Bian.  Agreed,  let's  in 
And  play  the  fecond  part.  \Excur,t* 

E?iter  Don  7,ancbo  and  Cbicbon,  as  in  bis  own  boufex 
Don  TLan.  Were  we    not   born  with  cauls  upon  our, 
heads,  [Jol/i/y. 

Think'ft  thou,  Chichon,    to  come  off  twice  a  row 
Thus  rarely,  from  fuch  dangerous  adventures  ? 

Chicb.  Rather  I  think  with  combs,  fo  oft  to  venture. 
Don  Zan.  Thou  coxcomb,  fay,  had  I  not  my  wits 
about  me  ? 

Chic  b. 
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Cbich.  'Twere  too  uncomplaifant  to  deny  that, 
You  know  I  love  not  to  talk  ferioufly  ; 
But  tell  me  now  in  earner!,  are  you  fatisfled 
To  have  come  off  fo  ?  is  there  no  qualm  remaining 
Upon  your  gentle  heart,  for  leaving  i'th'  fuds 
A  poor  diitreffed  virgin  r   Who  me  is, 
I  neither  know  nor  care  ;  but  I  am  furj 
Had  generous  Chichon,  to  fave  his  life, 
Play'd  a  fweet  innocent  lady  fuch  a  trick, 
He  would  have  pafs'd  but  for  a  recreant  knight  ; 
And  much  the  more,  fhe  having  .mown  herfelf 
So  gallant,  as  to  fave  her  lady's  honour 
T'expofe  her  own  :  Say,  true  Don  Galor,  fay, 
Were  your  part  found  in  a  romance  or  play, 
Whofe  character  would  it  not  difluftre  ? 

Don  Zan.  How  foon  a  fool's  bolt's    (hot,    without 
diftinction 
Of  what's  the  mark  !     Thou  cenfur'ft  withoat  knowing 
Who  th'  expofed  lady  is.     Know  then,  Chichon, 
And  wonder,  'tis  Elvira,  that  Elvira 
For  whom  I  fighed,  like  to  have  figh'd  my  laft 
On  her  fcore  at  Madrid  ;  Don  Pedro's  daughter. 

Chicb.  You  raife  enchanted  catties  in  the  air; 
But  were  it   as  you  fay,  that  makes   the  thing 
More  inexcufable  :   You  had  been  to  blame 
To  have  us'd  a  ftranger  fo  ;  but  fo  t'  have  ferv'd 
A  lady  whom  you  had  once  profefl  to  love, 
Raifes  the  fault  above  all  heightning. 

Don  Zan.  Nay  then,  I  fee  I  mull  once  play  the  fool. 
In   anfwering  a  fool  ferioufly. 
The  things  thou  fay' ft  are  heightnings  indeed, 
Not  of  my  fault,  but  merit  in  the  action, 
Towards  my  Blanca  ;  fince  to  fave  her  honour, 
I  did  not  only   facrifce  Elvira's, 
But  thus  expofe  mine  own  :  time  may  recover 
Elvira's  fame,  and  mine  this  quickly  fhall. 

[Clapping  his  band  on  bis  fvjord. 
Here,  take  this  letter,  and  employ  your  wit 
In  finding  out  the  means  with  fecrecy 

D  4  To 


8o  ELVIRA. 

To  give  it  Don  Fernando  unobferv'd  ; 

I  fnall  not  ftir  from  home  till  I  have  his  anfwer. 

Chic.  You  found  him,  fir,  a  man  of  quick  difpateh 
In  your  laft  buftnefs   with  him  at   Madrid. 

[Exit  Don  Zancbe, 
How  honourable  'tis  to  ferve  a  Don  ! 
What  petit  Bafque  on  t'other  fide  the  mountains 
Durft  have  afpir'd  to  the  high  dignity 
Of  carrying  a  cartel?  A  Monfieur 
"Would  fooner  have  put  up  a  twinge  by  the  nofe, 
Thaafent  a  challenge  by  a  ferving  man.  [Exit. 

Enter  Blanca  furioujly,  and  running  to  the  cabinet ,  takes 
cut  thence  a  jtiletto,  and  Francifca  earneftly  after  hery 
as  in  Blanco's  clofet. 

Von.  Blan.  Villains  mall  find,  I  am  not  unprovided 
Wrongs  to  revenge,  that  cannot  be  forgiven. 

Fran.  I  thought  the  ftrange  conitraint  upon  herfelf 
Wherewith  fhe  heard  her  brother,  would  ferve  in  the 

end 
But  to  make  rage  break  out  with  greater  fury ; 
Yet  it  is  well  {he  kept  it  in  fo  long 
As  to  get  rid  of  him .  [Jflde. 

Good  madam,  moderate  yourfelf  a  little.         [To  B/an. 

Don.  Blan.  Preach  temper   to  the  damned  fouls  in 
hell, 
That  they  may  teach  the  traitor  moderation, 
When  I  have  lent  him  thither  with  his  devil. 

Fran.  I  do  confefs  the  provocation  fuch, 
As  more  tljan  juftifies  all  thefe  tranfportments ; 
And  therefore  I  befeech  you  think  not,  madam, 
In  what  I  fay,  I  can  the  leaft  aim  have 
Of  faving  him  from  the  extremefl  fury 
Of  your  refentment;  or  preferving  her, 
Who  has  had  the  impudence  to  abufe  you  fo, 
Under  the  pretence  of  ferving — May  they  perifh, 
But  let  it  be  in  fuch  a  way,  as  may  not 
Draw  a  more  difmal  ruin  on  yourfelf: 

Let 
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Let  fwift  deftru&ion  feize  them ;  yet  let  not, 

Madam,  your  hand,  but  head  difpenfe  their  fate. 

What  can  the  ifiuebe  of  fuch  an  actien, 

As  that  of  which  I  fee  that  mining  fteel 

And  flaming  eyes  of  yours,  the  threatning  corned  ? 

I  beg  but  the  reflection  of  a  moment. 

\Blanca  walking  upon  the  ftage  <voith  enraged 
gejlures  paufeSy  at  length  Jheathing3  and  putting 
her  Jliletto  in  her  Jleeve  with  a  fober  com- 
pofed  tone : 

Don.  Blan.  Francifca,  I  thank  you  for  recalling  me 
Thus  to  myfelf,  I  will  be  temperate — 
But  it  fhall  be  to  make  revenge  the  furer.  [Afide. 

Fran.  Her  tone,  nor  geftures  cannot  cozen  me, 
They  both  feem  to  difguife  a  black  defign  ; 
But  I  fhall  watch  you,  'tis  a  half-gain'd  caufe 
In  fury's  courfe,  to  have  begot  a  paufe.  14/ide. 

Don.  Blan.  Do  what  I  bid  you  prefently,  Francifca, 
Send  to  Don  Zancho,  and  let  him  know  from  me, 
I  earneftly  defire  to  fpeak  with  him. 

Fran.  Lord,  madam,  what  d'ye  mean  ? 
Don.  Blan.  To  make  the  pleafmg   proportion  to 
him, 
As  I  told  my  brother  I  would. 

Say,  am  I  not  moderate  ? 

But  do,  without  reply,  what  I  command. 

Fran.  Madam,  I  ihall  obey* — 
But  obferve  you  fo  withall, 

A3  to  prevent  the  mifchief  if  I  can.  [Jjtde, 

[Exit  Francifca. 

Don.  Blan.  Ye  gods,  aflift  me  in  my  jufi  revenge, 
Or  you  will  make  an  atheiil — My  "firft  work 
I  be  before  Eon  Zancho  comes  to  fpeak 
With  h:s  fwee.  miftrjf?,  and  with  words  and  looks 
As  falfe  as  hers  have  been,  fo  to  delude  her 
h  hopes  of  what  fhe  wiihes,  that  they  both 

.  ay  jointly  fall  my  honours  iacrifice.  [Exit. 

Vr  5  Enter 
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Er.ter    Don     Fernando,    as    in    Don    Julio's    private 
apartment , 

Don  Fer.  Since  generofity  hath  fo  far  got 
The  maflery,  as  to  have  made  me  fix 
Upon  a  refolution  fo  unheard  of, 
I  long  to  fee  it  executed. 

But  flay, 

I  think  I  hear  Elvira's  voice  without, 
And  Elanca's  too — Here  curiofity 
To  over- hear  is  pardonable. 

[He  makes  as  if  he  hearken  d,  and  then  exity  as 
to  go  where  he  may  better  hear. 

"Enter  Silvia,  [/.  e.  Elvira]  and  Blanca,  as  in  the  anti- 
chamber,    and  Fernando  peeping  as    from  behind  a 

door. 

Don  Fer.  Here  not  a  word  can  'fcape  me. 
Sil.  Elv.    Madam,    you  wrong  my  zeal  in  ferving 
you, 
Whilft  you  attribute  to  any  other  motive 
My  yeiierday's  behaviour. 
Don.  Elan.  Such  niceties,  Elvira,  are  out  of  feafon. 
\ln    a   tone  that   may   fhcva    v:hat   Jhe    fays  to 
be  forced. 
1  feek  your  fatisfa&ion  in  a  love, 
Wherein  it  feems  you  have  been  long  engag'd. 

\Donna  Elvira  looking  round,  and  Fernando  fart- 
ing back. 
Don  Fer.    I  hope  fne  did  not  fee  me.  [Jfde. 

Don.  Elv.  My  fatisfa&ion,  fay  you,  in  my  love  ? 
Of  whom,  for  heaven's  fake  ?  if  you  mean  Don  Zan- 

cho, 
Y'are  very  far  from  guefling  at  my  thoughts. 

Don.  Fer.  By  heaven  fh'has  feen  me,  and  plays  the 
devil  ftiUU  \Afide. 

Don.  Elv.  By  all  that's  good,  I  am  far  from  lov- 
ing him—  I  fay 
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I  fay  not  worfe,  becaufe  I  know  fhe  loves  him.      [A fide. 
Don.  Fer.  Ah,  Elvira  !   this  is  too   much,    yet  not 
enough 
To  change  in  me  a  noble  refolution. 

[A  noife  is  heard,  as  of  people  coming  up  flairs. 

Don.  Blan.    I   hear  fome   coming  up  Hairs  ;    mould N 

it  be 

Don  Zancho,  I  am  not  yet  ready  for  him —  [Afide. 

I  fee  we  are  likely  to  be  interrupted  here,     [To  Elvira. 

Elvira,  we  fnall  be  better  in  my  clofet.  [Exit  Blan. 

Don.  Elv.  Madam,  Til  follow  you. 
What  can  me  mean  ?  fmce  that  fhe  needs  muft  think 
I  know  the  paffion  ihe  has  for  him. 

[Elvir -a  halving  fiaid 'awhile  behind \  as  fhe  is  going 
to  follow  Blanca,  enter  her  father  Don  Pedro* 
and  Fulvio  ;  Jhe  ft  arts  and  ftands  confounded  ; 
he,  feeing  her,  draws  out  his  dagger  and  makes 
at  her. 
Don  Fed.  Vile  ftainer  of  my  blood,  have  I  here  found 
thee  ? 

[Elvira  perceiving  the  door  a  little  open  where 
Don  Fernando  is,  flies  thither,  and  get  sin. 
Don  Fer.  This  makes  it  clear  fhe  faw  me. 

[Afide,  as  Elvira  thrufls  in. 

[Don  Pedro  feizes  the  door  before  it  be  quite  fkut% 

and  they  flruggle,  he  to  pull  it  open,  and  Don 

Fernando    to  Jhut    it,    who  after  fome  contefl, 

Don  Fernando  gets  it  clofe,  and  bolts  it  within  : 

Don  Pedro,    as   an  enraged  per f on,    pulls   and 

bounces  at  the  door. 

Don  Ped.  In  vain  ihould  mountains  interpofe  between 

Her  and  her  punifhment. 

[He  bounces  ft  ill y  as  to  break  dovjn  the  door. 

Enter  Donna  Blanca. 
Don.  Blan.  What  Bedlam  have  we  here  ?  and  where's 

Elvira  ? 
Den  Ptd.    You  have  one  here,  will   know  how  to 
revenge 

D  6  Coriipi- 
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Conipiracies  to  affront  him :  and  you,  lady, 
Whoe'er  you  are,  that  feem  to  take  upon  you, 
Y'had  belt  produce  the  wicked  thing  you  have  named, 
Or  by  this  fleel —  [Don.  Blan.  cries  out. 

Don.  Blan.  Ho!   brother,    brother,    help  againft  a 
madman. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 

Don  Jul.  Peace,  Blanca,  peace,  you  know  not  what 
you  fay ; 
Don  Pedro  is  mailer  here. 

Don.  Blan.  I  know  not  your  Don  Pedro,  but  I'm 
fure 
One  to  be  ty'd  in  chains  could  do  no  more 
Than  he  has  done. 

Don  Jul.  Have  patience,  fitter;  'tis  Elvira's  father, 
With  cares  enough  upon  him  to  juftify 
Any  diilemper. 

Den.  Blan.  Precious !  Elvira's  Father! — » 
Nay,  then  I  leave  you. 

[Bla?ica  jihigs   out  of  the   room* 

Don  Jul.  O  the  unluckinefs  of  his  coming 
So  unfeafonably ! — 'Twas  to  prevent  that, 
I  went  abroad  to  feek  him.  [4JMe* 

Don  Fed.  What's  this,  Don  Julio  ?  can  a  gentleman 
Of  blood  and  honour  ufe  another  thus  ? 
What,  after  fuch  engagements  to  the  duke, 
And  to  myfelf,  to  be  my  friend  and  helper, 
To  prove  the  fhelterer  of  my  fhame's  chief  author  ? 
I  do  not  wonder  now,  Don  Zancho  himfelf 
Should  have  been  found  here  at  midnight. 

Don  fuj.  I  am  hard  put  to't ;  help,  wit,  to  bring  us 
off.  [Jfide. 

Be  as  diftemper'd  as  you  pleafe,  Don  Pedro,        [7o  him. 
It  fhall  not  alter  me.     But  yet  methinks 
It  would  not  ill  become  your  gravity, 
To  think  awhite,  before  you  make  a  judgment, 
And  raJhly  frame  injurious  conclufions, 

From 
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From  things  wherein  a  friend  has  merited  from  7011 : 

Do  but  confider,  and  then  fay,  what  Julio 

Could  do  of  more  advance  to  what  youwim, 

Than   having  found  your  daughter,    to  have  brought 

her 
To  his  own  houfe,  where  (he  might  be  with  honour 
Accompanied,  and  ferv'd  as  fuch  by  Blanca, 
Until  fuch  time,  as  things  maturely  weigh'd, 
You  mould  a  final  refolution  take. 
And  fince  Don  Zancho's  being  here  laft  night, 
I  fee's  no  fecret  t'ye,  methinks  you  ought 
T'have  been  fo  jail  to  me,  as  to  believe 
That  fince  I  admitted  him  within  thefe  walls, 
It  was  in  order  to  the  ferving  you. 

DonPed.  Noble  Don  Julio,  you  muft  pity  have 
Of  an  old  man's  diltemper,  in  affliction; 
I  fee  I  was  in  the  wrong,  pray  pardon  it. 

Den.    Jul.    O  this  is  more  than   needs ;  and   ROW, 
good  fir, 
If  you'll  be  pleas'd  to  walk  a  turn  or  two 
FA1  garden,    111  there  give  you  a  fell  account 
How  I  have  laid  things  for  your  fatisfaction. 

Don  Ped.  I'll  wait  on  you. 

Don  Jul.  Go,  fir,  there  lies  your  way 

And  you,  boy,  fail  not,  when  Don  Zancho  comes, 

[Turning  to  the  page. 
To  give  me  notice  of  it  in   the  garden.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Don  'Lancho,  and  pajfes  over  the  ft  age  nvitb  Chlccn 
after  him,  and  enter  Francifca,  and  pulling  Chico-i 
ft  ays  him. 

Fran,    Stay,    ftay,    Chicon,    a   word  w*ye,    it    im- 
ports—  [.  he  ■' V&i  ft i ':  J  \ :..  ■ 
Chic.  I  hope  you  are  not  in  earnefL 
Ft  an.  By  my  foul  I  am — 
There  is  no  other  way,  but  for  us  both 
To  get  up  the  back  way,  and  where  to  watch 
The  time  to  interpofe. 

CM 
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Chic.  Can  {he  be  fuch  a  fury  ?  her  looks  are 
All  milk  and  honey. 

Fran.  You  cannot  fancy  any  thing  fo  tragick, 
But  (he  is  capable  of  executing, 
When  once  provok'd  in  point  of  love  and  honour, 
Beyond  her  bounds  of  temper. 

Chic.   Lead  the  way — : 
I'll  have  the  pleafure  to  hold  up  the  fright  [sljide* 

She's  in,  fince  I  am  fiire  there  is  no  danger, 
Knowing,  as  I  do,  my  matter's  mind  towards  Blanca  ; 
Befides,  'tis  to  be  hop'd,  that  thefe  diibrders 
May  produce  fomewhat  that  may  put  an  end 
To  my  matter's  quarrel,  or  afford  me  means 
To  give  Fernando  his  letter.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Don  Fernando,  Elvira  lying  upen  the  couch  in  the 
private  apartme?it. 

Don  Fer.  This  latt  dilfimulation  moves  me  more 
Than  all  the  reft,  but  yet  it  mutt  not  alter 
What  honour  hath  infpir'd.    See  how  {he  lies, 
And  how  fcarce  brought  to  life  from  her  difmay, 
She  refumes  fcorn,  to  have  been  fav'd  by  me  ! 
But  multiply  what  injuries  thou  wilt, 
Perfidious  maid,  thou  ihalt  not  difappoint 
Fernando  of  the  glory  that  he  aims  at, 
Of  making  thy  proud  heart,  Elvira,  o\Ve 
Its  happinefs  to  him. 

But  I  hear  again 

A  noife  without —  [Fir  peefs* 

,rFis  Don  Zancho, 

And  I  fee  Blanca  coining  towards  him. 

This  falls  out  luckily,  that  I  may  hear 

What  paiTes ;  for  certainly  their  meeting 

Avowedly  thus,  can  be  no  other  fubje6t, 

But  what  Don  Julio  has  propos'd  to  blanca. 

[Exit,  as  to  hearken 

Enter 

f  ' 
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Enter  Don  Julio  and  Don  Pedro,  as  in  the  garden. 

Don  Jul.  That's  all  the  remedy,  that  in  thefe  cafes 
The  wifeft  can  propofe  unto  themfelvesj 
His  fortune's  ftrait,  'tis  true. 

Don  Fed.  That's  what  I  lead  regard  in  this  occafion, 
So  honour  be  but  fafe;  the  lefs  they  have, 
The  more  will  be  her  penance  for  her  folly. 
But  mould  Don  Zancho,  upon  any  umbrage 
From  what  has  pafs'd  between  them,  prove  fo  infolent 
As  to  reject  the  marriage,  then  I  truit — 

Don  Jul.  O  fay  no  more  of  that,  rely  upon't, 
Should  he  be  guilty  of  that  horrid  outrage, 
This  fword  fhould  pierce  his  heart,  tho'  th'  only    fric 
J  have  i'th'  world  fhould  interpofe   his  own  ; 
And,  fir,  to  let  you  fee  my  frank  proceeding, 
Come  along  with  me,  I'll  bring  you  to  a  place 
Where  jointly  overhearing  all  that  pailes 
'Twixt  him  and  Llanca,  fhould  he  play  the  villain, 
His  life  may  pay  for't,  e'er  he  ftir  from  thence. 

Don  Fed.  May  heaven  repay  fucli  generous   acls  of 
friendship.  [Exeunt. 

Enter   Don    ILancho,    and  Fernando   appears    as   behind 

the   door. 

Don  Tjcn.  For  her  fo  fuddenly,  and  fo  avowedly 
To  fend  for  me  hither,  is  very  firange, 
What  can  it  mean? 

Enter  Blanca. 

Don.  Blan.  Now  lend  me  temper,  heaven,  but  for  a- 
moment, 
Till  calmly  I  have  drawn  him  to  pronounce 
The  fentence  of  his  own  too  noble  death 
For  fuch  a  traitor —  [Jfide. 

I  think  you  come  not  without  fome  furprize, 

[To  him  with  c  n  affected  chcarfulnefs \ 

Don 
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Don  Zancho,  at  my  fending  for  you  fo: 

But  let's  fit  down,  for  I  have  much  to  fay  t'ye. 

[She  takes  him  by  the  hand  and  feats  him  in  one 
chair  ^  and  joe  Jets  herfelf  i?i  the  other  clcfe 
to  him  en  his  right  hand9  ana  fumbles  in  her 
fie  eve. 

Don.  Blan.  I'm  fo  wellplac'd  I  cannot  -mifs  the  mark. 

[Afide. 

Don  Zan.  Good  madam,  what's  the  matter  ?  for  I  fee 
Diforder  in  you,  put  me  out  of  pain. 

Don.  Blan.  That  I  mall  quickly  do- 
Know  then,  Don  Zanclio, 
In  the  firft  place,  you  mufl  not  interrupt  me, 
Whatever  you  mall  hear ;  Til  take  it  ill  elfe  ; 
When  I  have  done,  then  fpeak  your  mind  at  leifure ; 
I  come  not  to  argue,  but  conclude. 

Don  7jan.  Your  will's  a  law  to  me— 
But  whither  tends  all  this  ?  [Jfde, 

Don.  Blan.  I  do  for  once  allow  you  to  remember 
All  that  has  pafVd  between  us ; 
The  folly  of  my  love,  the  falfhood  of  yours ; 
That  done  and  never  to  be  thought  on  more— - 

Don  Z>an.  For  heaven's  fake,  madam — 

Don.  Blan.  Break  not  the  rule  was  fet — ■ 
Know,  I  inilrucled  am  in  all  your  llory, 
And  am  fo  far  grown  miitrefs  of  myfelf, 
That  I  who  th'  dhtr  day  could  fcarce  o'ercome 
The  fenfe  of  a  flight  failure  at  Madrid, 
Can  here  at  home  fufFer  indignities, 
And  tell  you  calmly,  and  with  unconcern'dneft, 
Be  you  Elvira's,  and  Elvira  yours  : 
I  come  to  do  a  part  you  little  look'd  for 
From  Blanca's  fpirit ;  I  muft  make  the  marriage, 
All  things  are  ready,  and  her  father  here . 
Now  you  may  fpeak,  Don  Zancho,  bur  the  thing 
Admits  of  no  delay. 

Don  Zan.  But  can  this  be  in  cr.rnefl  ?  fure  it  cannot; 
What  need  thsfe  triajs   of  fo  f.rm  a   fai 

\l' ,  white. 


'on 


ELVIRA.  89 

Den,  Blan.  Leave  trifling,  'tis  no  longer  time  for  tricks, 
It  is  not  in  the  power  of  fate  to  alter 
The  refolutions  taken. 

{Don    *Lancho  paufes. 

Don  Fer.  She  has  put  it  home.  {djid*. 

Don  Xan.   Madam,    you    ufe  me  hardly ;   this   de- 
meanor 
Paffes  my  (kill,  to  judge  from  whence  it  fprings. 
You  fay  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  fate 
To  change  your  refolutions  -,  but  I'm  furc 
If  they  be  fuch,  'twill  lefs  be  in  its  power 
To  alter  mine  ;  but  yet  before  I  die 
You  muft  be  left  without  excufe,  by  knowing 
The  truth  of  all. 

Don  Fer.  Here  it  imports  indeed  to  be  attentive. 

Don  Zan.  Madam,  'tis  true,  that  abfent  at  Madrid, 
The  cullom  of  the  court,  and  vanity, 
Embark' d  me  lightly  in  a  gallantry 
With  the  moll  fam'd  of  beauties  there,  Elvira  ; 
Thofe,  and  no  other,  the  true  motives  were, 
To  all  my  firft  addreffes,  till  her  fcorns, 
Which  fhould  have  flopp'd  them,  had  engag'd  me  more, 
And  made  a  love  in  jeft  a  point  of  honour  : 
I  bore  all  her  difdains  without  tranfportment, 
Till  having  gain'd  her  waiting- woman's  kindnefs, 
I  learn'd  from  her,  that  all  Elvira's  flightings 
She    would   have   thought    had    fprung    from    ferere 

maxims, 
And  precioufnefs  of  humour,  were  th'  effects 
Of  deep  engagement  in  another  love 
With  a  young  gallant,  Don  Fernando  Solis, 
With  whom  the  cruel  dame  was  fo  far  gone, 
As  to  admit  him  every  night 
Into  her  chamber. 

Don  Fer,  Bleft  gods,  what  do  I  hear  ?  [djide. 

Don   Zan.  continuing.    I  fcarce  believing    the    thing 
poflible, 
Urged  my  intelligencer  to  do  for  me 

That 
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That  which  her  lady  for  another  did, 

And  to  admit  me  to  her  chamber,  where 

By  being  eye-witnefs  of  her  lady's  actions, 

I  might  transfer  my  entire  love  to  herfelf — 

She  granted  my  requeft,  and  late  one  night 

Somewhat  before  the  gallant's  ufual  hour, 

She  brought  me  a  back  way  up  into  her  chamber, 

Within  Elvira's  ;  my  ftay  had  not  been  long, 

When  having  found  the  truth  of  what  me  had  told  me, 

Converting  rage  into  appearing  kindnefs 

To  my  informer,  and  expreffing  it 

Uncautioufly,  we  made  a  fudden  noife, 

With  which,  Elvira  alarm'd,  and  coming  in, 

Followed  by  Don  Fernando,  that  fell  out 

Which  you  have  heard  before. 

Don  Julio  beckoning  Don  Pedro  after  hini,  ,pa]fin£ 
ever  one  corner  of  the  ft  age* 
Don  Jul.    By   this  time,   I   fuppofe,    flie  will   have 
made 
The  propofition  to  the  full,  and  we 
Shall  come  at  the  jull  time  to  hear  his  anfwer. 

{Exeunt  Don  Pedro  and  Don  Julio. 
Don  7^  an.  continuing.    If  fince  that  hour  I  have  ever 
feen 
Or  thought  upon  her,  till  laft  night's  furprize, 
May  I  for  everperifh;  and  methinks 
The  ufe  of  that,  to  your  advantage, 
Might  challenge  from  you  a  more  juft  conftru&ion. 
Don,  Plan.  I  told  you  at  firft,  I  came  not  here  to 
argue, 
But  to  conclude — Say,  will  you  marry  her  ? 

{Don  Julio  and  Don  Pedro  pcfp  out  as  from  behind 
the  hanging. 
Don  Jul.  Ware  come,  you  fee,  juft  as  we  could  have 

wifh'd. 
Don  Ped.  His  fate  hangs  on  his  lips. 
Don  Xan.  to  Plan.  You  are  miifrefs  of  your  words  and 
actions,  madam, 
And  may  ufc  me  as  you  pleafe  ;  but  this  hand 
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Shall  fooner  pierce  this  heart,  than  e'er  be  given 
In  marriage  to  Elvira. 

{Don  Pedro   and  Don  Julio  rujh  in  with  their 
/words  and  daggers  drawn,  and  Don  Zancho 
draws  too, 
Don  Fed.  Then  villain  die,  heav'n  is   too  weak  to 
fave  thee 
By  any  other  means. 

{Fernando  draws,  and  rujhing  cut. 
Don  Fer.  But  here  is  one  that  mall — 
Or  fall  by  his  fide. 

Don  Fed.  O  heavens  !  what's  this  ? 
Don  Fernando  Solis  protecting  him ! 
Nay,  then  the  whole  world  confpires  againfl  my  honour, 
Don.  Blan.  For  heaven's  fake,  gentlemen  f 

\_Den,    Blan.   runs  in  between. 
Chic.  Now  by  my  grandame's  pantable  'tis  pretty  ! 

{From  behind. 
I'll  brum  their  coats,  if  once  it  come  to  fighting, 
Fernando's  of  our  fide. 

{Francifca  and  Chican  with  a  long  broom  run   out 
alfo  from  behind  the  hanging, 
Don  Jul.  What  frenzy's   this,  Fernando  ?  was't  not 
you 
Engaged  me  to  effect  the  marriage  ?  fure  w'are  all 
Bewitched. 

Do  1  Fer.  Stay,  my  Don  Julio,  flay, 
And  let  Don  Pedro  have  patience  but  to  hear  me — » 
'Tis  true,  but  you  know  well  upon  what  grounds  : 
Thofe  are  quite  chang'd,  by  my  having  over -heard 
All  that  hath  pafs'd  ;  for  my  Elvira,  Julio, 
Proves  fpotlefs  in  her  faith,  as  in  her  beauty, 
And  I  the  only  guilty,  to  have  doubted : 
What  have  I  then  to  do,  but  here  to  proitrate 
Myfelf  at  her  offended  father's  feet, 
And  beg  his  pardon  ?  that  obtain'd,  t'implore 
His  help  to  gain  me  hers,  as  to  a  perfon 
In  whom  icfpect  for  hirn  hath  always  held 
Pioportion  with  my  paffion  for  his  daughter, 
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Don  ^vt.  You  know,  Don  Julio,  when  I  fpake  with 
you, 
The  terms  of  eftimation  and  refpect 
Wherewith  I  mention'd  t'ye  this   gentleman  ; 
.  And  therefore  fmce  in  his  addrefs  t'Elvira 
There  was  no  other  fault,  but  making  it 
Unknown  to  me,  and  that  I  fee  his  thoughts 
Are  truly  noble  ;  honour  thus  engaged, 
That  ought  to  be  forgot,  and  I  to  think 
Myfelf  moft  happy  in  fuch  a  fon  in  law. 
But  where's  Elvira  ? 

Don  Fer.  She's  there  within,  where  I  dare  not  appear 
Pefore  her,  knowing  now  fuch  guilt  upon  me. 
If  Blanca  would  employ  her  intereft 
And  eloquence,  perhaps  me  might  prevail 
To  get  her  hither,  when  fhe  fhall  have  told  her 
What  changes  a  few  minutes  time  have  wrought. 

Don.  Blan.  I  never  went  on  a  more  pleafmg  errand. 
[Exeunt  Don,  Blanca  and  Francifca, 

Fran.  I   am  ftruck  dumb  with  wonder. 

[Js  Jhe  goes  out, 

Don  Fer.  Now  Blanca  is  away,  I'll  take  this  time 
To  fpare  her  blufhes,  Julio,  and  tell  you 
Though  I  have  broke  one  marriage  for  Don  Zancho, 
You  needs  mull  give  me  leave  to  make  another, 
To  which,  unlefs  I'm  very  much  deceiv'd, 
You'll  find  on  neither  part  repugnancy. 

Don  Jul.  I  underfland  you ;  and  I  thank  the  gods 
They  did  not  make  me  underitand  the  wrong, 
Till  they  have  made  it  none,  fince  I  obfcrve 
Don  Zancho's  looks  joining  in  your  delires. 

Don  Zo.n.  A  heart  fo  full  of  love  as  mine  for  Blanca, 
Does  bed  e.xprefs  itfelf  when  it  fpeaks  leait. 

Enter  Donna  Blanca,  Donna  Elvira,  and  Francifca. 

[Elvira  cafti  h  erf  elf  at  her  father's  feet, 
Don.    Eh.  Kow  that   the   juilice  of  the  gods,  at 
length 
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Hath  clear d  me  from  fufpicions  derogatory 
To  th1  honour  of  your  blood,  I  hope  a  cloiiler 
May  expiate  my  fault  as  to  a  father. 

Don  Fed.  Rife,  child,  the  inclofure  I  condemn  you  to 

[Raijing  her*, 
Is  Don  Fernando's  arms ;  give  him  your  hand. 

Don.  Elv.  'Tis  yours,  fir,  to  difpofe  of,  I  confefs, 
And  if  it  be  your  will,  I  mull  fubmit  ; 
But  let  him  know,  who  could  fufpedl  Elvira, 
She  never  could  be  his,  but  by  obedience. 

I)on  Fer.  I  am  thunder- ftruck. 

[Elvira  giving  him  her  hand. 

Don.  El-o.  Be  not  difmay'd,  Fernando, 
Since  I  profefs  this  a  meer  a 61  of  duty  ; 
Another  duty  may  Elvira  move, 
To  re-inflame  on  better  grounds  her  love, 

Don  Jul.  ironically.  Blanca,    I  fear  you'll  hardly  be 
perfuaded 
To  give  yours  to  Don  Zancho  ;  but  a  brother 
For  once  may  play  the  tyrant — Give  it  him, 
It  muft  be  fo.  [They  join  hands. 

Don  Fer.  I  now  renounce  old  maxims,  having  you, 
Elvira,  I  am  fure  the  very  beft  proves  true. 

Chic  Hold  there,  I  beg  you,  fir  ;  that  will  appear 
By  that  time  you  have  married  been  a  year. 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 


Hartwell,    a    decayed   gentleman,    lover    of    Mrs. 
Frances. 

Playfair,  HartwellV  kin/man  mid  friend,    lover  if 
Hornet'j  niece. 

Lambert,  another  of  Hartwell^  friends,    counter- 
feit king. 

Three  or  four  counterfeit  lords  of  Poland. 

Poldavis,  mafter  of  the  horfe. 

Hornet,  a  great  ufurer,  fuitor  to  Mrs.  Bellamy: 

Doctor  of  phyfick  to  Hvrnefs  niece. 

Startup,  a   clownijh  gentleman,   Hartwell' j  rival  io 
Mrs.  Frances. 

Another  country-gentleman,    his  neighbour, 

Clofe,  an  old  trujly  fervant   to  Hartwell. 

Three  more  fervants  cafhier'd. 

Juftice  of  Peace. 

Purfuivant,  Officers,  Conftable  and  Watch. 

Mrs.  Bellamy,  a  rich  widow. 

Mrs.  Frances,  her  daughter,  HartwellV  mijlrefs* 

Hornet'*  niece,  PlayfairV  miftrefs. 

Nurfe.  y  J    J 
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A  C  T    I. 

Enter  Hart  v:  ell  and  Servants. 

Hartwell. 

jj^g  A  Y,  let's  not  part  fo  heavily. 

Clofe.  For  my  own  part,  it  does  not 
trouble  me  fo  much, 
^  That  you  have  broke  up  houfe— 
g^       i    Ser.  And  yet  that  flicks  in  my  fto- 
mach : 
F©r  hofpitality  went  out  of  fafhion,  with  crop-doublets 
mi  cod-pieces. 
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Clofe.  But  I  have  worn  out  fo  many  liveries  under 
your  worfhipful  father — ■ 

Hart.  My  ^father  had  an  office  which  brought  in 
A  fair  revenue  ;  I  inherit  but 
His  little  land,  whofe  annual  profits  will  not 
Encourage  me  to  live  at  that  fame  height : 
You  may  meet  better  fortunes  ;  there's  enough 
Preferment  in  the  world :  my  love  and  bell 
AiMance  promife  to  yourfelves. 

Clofe.  I  do  not  ftand  upon  wages,  fir,  I  won't  leave 
you. 

Hart.  Not  leave  me  !  how  wilt  thou  live  ?^ 

Clofe.  Live  ?  as  other  mortals  do  :  yet  I  won't  play 
the  thief,  that's  a  courfe  may  be  taken,  by  which  a  man 
may  afcend  the  ladder  of  preferment ;  but  I  never  lov'd 
to  climb  trees.  I  mufl  confefs  I  cannot  cheat  ;  I  have 
heard  there's  a  devilifh  deal  of  knowledge  in  the  dice, 
and  if  men  won't  lend  money,  they'll  fetch  it  out  o'th' 
bones:  but  it's  bell  calling  in  a  tavern,  when  the  reckon 
ing  and  the  wine  come  up  together.  Some  men  ha  e  a 
trick  to  fpin  out  a  living  by't.  There  be  many  fecret 
ways  for  fervingmen  to  live  :  alas,  'tis  not  wages  that 
does  maintain  our  tribe ;  efpecially  thofe  that  have  mi- 
(Irefies. 

Hart.  But  I  am  a  batchelor. 

Clofe.  I  pray  let  me  be  one  of  your  buttons  ftill  then  ; 
I  am  not  half  worn  out ;  you  know  what  mould  I  am 
made  of:  I  ever  did  you  honeft  fervice  ;  and  though 
the  reft  of  my  fellow-vermin  can  leave  your  falling  houfe, 
I  do  not  fear  the  rafters.  By  this  hand  I  will  wait  upon 
you,  though,  as  fome  great  mens  fervants,  J  live  upon 
nothing  but  the  air  of  commendation. 

Hart.  Well,  fince  you  are  fo  refolute,  ftill  attend  me ; 
the  reft 
I  here  difcharge — There's  fomewhat  more,  not  worth 

the 
Name  of  bounty  ;  I  wifh  all 
A  happier  entertainment. 

E  2  2  Ser. 
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2  Ser.  Heaven  blefs  you,    fir,  and  there  be  no  re- 
medy*. 
I  Srr.  Farewell,  Clofe. 

Clofe.  Pray  give  me  leave  to  wet  my  lips  with  my  old 
fellows ;  forrow  makes  a  dry  proverb  ;  I  mull  to  a  ta« 
vern,  and  condole  a  quart  with  'em. 

Hart.  Meet  me  at  mittrefs  Bellamy's 

{Exit  Hartwell. 
Clofe.  I  mall,  fir. 

Enter  Playfair, 

Play.  How  now,  my  matters  ? 

Clofe,  You  do  not  fpeak  to  me,  fir  :  I  am  a  fervant 
1H11  :  indeed  the  cafe  is  altered  with  them  ;  they  are  ma- 
ilers for  want  of  a  fervice. 
i   Ser.  Oh  mailer  Playfair  ! 
2  Ser.  It  is  not  now  as  when  Andrea  liv'd. 
2  Ser.  This  place   was  made  for  pleafure,  not  for 

dearth, 
i  Ser.  There   was   a  time  when    mortals    whetted 

knives. 
Play.  What's  the  matter  ? 

2  Ser.  In  time  of  yore,    when  men  kill'd  brutifh 

beads. 

3  Ser.  Oh  cruel  butcher,  whofoe'er  thou  wert  ! 
Clofe.  Do  you  not  know  what  all  this  figniiies  ? 
PLiy.  Not  I. 

Clofe.  My  matter  has  given  over  houfe-keeping. 

2  Ser.  Burglary,  fir,  burglary;  our  young  matter  has 
broke  up  the  cellar,  and  thrown  the  kitchen  out  of  the 
hall -window. 

Clofe.  Nay,  he  has  thrown  the  houfe  out  at  window  ; 
it  has  a  fuperfcription  already,  and  is  directed  to  his 
next  loving  friend,  that  will  pay  the  rent.  You'll  hard- 
ly know  me,  I  have  no  fellow. 

Play.  Y'are  very  merry. 

Clofe.  He  has  cafhier'd  a  company. 

3  Sir,  And  taken  our  good  names  from  us. 

Play. 
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Play.  I  know  his  nature  is  more  noble ;  thou  wert 
his  groom. 

3  Ser.  Right,  and  now  I  am  tarn'd  off,  that  good 
name  is  taken  away  ;  nay,  I  am  not  company  for  his 
Ijorfe. 

Clofe.  Grafs  and  hay,  we  are  all  mortal. 

2  Ser.  We  may  fee  what  it  is  to  be  prick'd  with  pro 
{ ender  -,  now  we  muft   all   bite  oth'   bridle   for't  ;  all 
<  jfcharg'd. 

Play.  Certain? 

Clofe.  Yes,  certain  of  us  are  ;  for  my  matter  only  be- 
longs to  me  :  if  you  will  fpeak  with  him,  you  may 
overtake  him,  he's  gone  to  miftrefs  Bellamy's  :  in  the 
mean  time  I  give  you  to  underfland,  that  I  Clofe  do  ftill 
follow  my  mailer  ;  have  great  hopes  to  continue  eat- 
ing, though  the  reft  of  my  fellows  here  be  blanks,  and 
want  filling. 

Flay.  My  mailers,  I  have  known  you  long  ;  and 
though  you  be  at  a  lofs,  in  confidence  of  your  future 
honefties,  I  will  employ  you  in  a  device,  which,  if  it 
prove  happy,  may  reward  you  handfomly. 

Clofe.  And  me  too  ? 

Play.  No,  fir,  you  are  another  man's  fervant  ; 
follow  you  your  matter  ;  if  there  be  occafion,  J'H 
enquire  for  you — Will  you  be  faithful  to  a  project  of 
mine  ? 

All.  Doubt  it  not,  fvveet  matter  Playfair,  any  thing. 

Play.  Follow  me  for  your  inftructions — Farewell, 
Clofe,  commend  me  to  your  matter. 

z  Ser.   'Bye  Clofe  ;  honeft  Clofe,  we  are  blanks — 

[Ex.  Playfair  and  Servants. 

Clofe.  Roll  yourfelves  up,  and  be  drawn  at  the  next 
lottery:  I  won't  leave  my  certainty  for  all  your  projects, 
take  my  word  for't ;  if  your  project  fail,  I  (hall  find 
fome  of  you  in  Paul's,  watching  behind  a  pillar,  with  a 
prayer  that  fome  gentleman  will  read  the  bedroll,  and 
take  pity  of  a  very  ferviceable  fellow  to  wait  on  him  ; 
but  want's  a  cloak.  Much  good  do  ye  with  your  pro- 
ject   [Exit. 

E  3  Enter 
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Enter  Hcrnet  andmifirefs  Bellamy. 

Hor.  Come,  widow,  be  rul'd  by  me  ;  I  know  the 
world, 
And  I  have  ftudied  itthefe  fifty  years; 
There's  no  man  to  be  trufted. 

Bel.  Without  good 
Security,  you  mean. 

Her.  No  young  man,  widow, 
That  talks  and  fays  he  loves  you,  writes  you  verfes, 
And  {wears  he  mall  go  hang  himfelf  unlefc 
.You  pity  him  :  take  me  an  old  man. 

Bel.  Take  you  an  old  man  ?  fo — 

Hor.  Seafon'd  with  care  and  thrift,  not  led  away 
By  vicious  converfations,  nor  corrupted 
With  pride  and  furfeit :  one  that  knows  the  ufe 
Of  money  :  d'ye  mark  ?    the    ufe. 

Bel.  Yes,  fir  ;  ufe  upon  ufe,   you  mean. 

Hor.  And  dares  not  fpend  it  prodigally,  knowing 
The  principal  end  it  was  ordain'd  to  was 
To  relieve  necemty,  and  lay  up 
What  is  above. 

Bel.  To  help  the  poor. 

Hor.  You  may, 
If  you  be  fo  difpos'd  ;  but  'tis  as  commendable 
To  give  it  in  our  will,  to  build  an  hofpital, 
And  fo  our  charity  comes  all  together. 
Eefides,  who  knows  what  tempefts  while  we  live 
May  rife  ?  'tis  wifdom  not  to  be  without 
A  fun-mine  in  our  bags,  to  quiet  all. 
I  know  you  want  no  fuitors  in  the  city, 
1  here  be  courtiers,  great  ones,  with  large  titles, 
Cold  in  their  eitates,  would  warm  themi'elves 
At  your  rich  city -bonfire  :  there's  no  alderman 
Or  wealthy  merchant,  leaves  his  widow  wealthy, 
Eut  ItraigM  fome  noble  blood,  or  lufty  kindred, 
Llaps  in  v/ith  his  gilt  coach  and  Flandrian  trotters, 
And  hurries  her  away  to  the  next  countefs  : 
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No  matter  for  corruption  of  their  blood  ; 
Some  undone  courtier  made  her  hufband  rich> 
And  this  new  lord  receives  it  back  again. 
I  would  not  have  your  ftate  thus  eaten  up 
By  caterpillars,  but  preferv'd,  and  made 
Greater,  by  marrying  a  difcreet  old  man. 

Bel.  And  fuch  a  one  you  fhew  yourfelf. 

Hor.  You  happily  interpret  me. 

Bel,  I  will  not  tell  you  till  we  meet  again, 
What  operation  your  good  counfel  has  upon  me. 

Hor.  She  inclines — 'Tis  your  good  nature. 
I'm  plain  Hornet,  and  have  no  tricks  ^  I'll  tell  you  all 
My  fault,  I'm  given  much  to  gather  wealth  ;    " 
No  kindred,  only  a  niece,  left  to  my  truft 
With  a  great  portion  j  one  that  is  never  like  to  marry. 

Bel.  Why  ? 

Hor.  She  never  thriv'd  fince  me  came  to  me. 

Bel.  I  eafily  believe  it. 

Hor,  Melancholy 
Will  kill  her  ;  and  yet  I  purfue  all  ways 
That  promife  her  delight ;  I  fpare  no  coil 
Of  phyfick  ;  what  her  do&or  lays,  is  done. 

Enter  Harfrwell  and  Frances. 

Bel.  'Tis  lovingly  perform'd. 

Hor.  What's  he  ? 

Bel.  A  gentleman  that  bears  my  daughter  much  af- 
fe&ion. 

Hor.  Sure  I  have  feen  him. 

Bel.   Mailer  Hart  well. 

Hor.  Oh  he's  a  beggar,  or  muft  be  fhortly. 

Bel.  Have  you  his  lands  in  mortgage? 

Hor.  Not  yet,  not  yet,  but  he'll  want  money  too  : 
His  kinfman,  Playfair,  keeps  him  company ; 
Take  heed  on  him. 

Bel.  He  has  good  breeding. 

Hor.  Hang  breeding,  'tis  unlucky  ; 
They  never  keep  their  ftate  that  have  too  much  on't : 

E  4  Counfel 
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Cmmfel  your  daughter,  miftrefs  Bellamy, 
To  throw  him  off. 

Bel.  You  direft  well. 

Her.  When  we  are  married,  I'll  provide  a  match 

Jor  her. 

BeL  You  have  care  on  us. 

Her.  It  will  become  me. 

Hart.  Is  he  a  fuitor  to  thy  mother  ? 

Fran.  He  would  be  fuch  a  thing — Were  I  not  happy 
In  fuch  a  jolly  father-in-law  ? 

Hart.  A  looks  like  fome  cad    money-bag,  that  had 
given  up 
The  Huffing,  and  for  want  of  ufe  grown  mouldy  ; 
lie  dares  not  keep  a  fire  m's  kitchen,  left 
Warming  his  hands,  which  rather  look  like  gloves,  fo 

tann'd 
And  thia,  he  lets  'em  fcorch,  and  gather  into  a  heap. 
I  do  not  think  he  ever  put  off  his  cloaths  : 
He  would  run  mad  at  fight  of 's  own  anatomy. 
That  fuch  a  wretch  fhould  have  fo  vaft  a  wealth  ! 

Fran.  I'll  not  be  his  niece, 
For  all  his  fortune. 

Hart.   I  prefume 
Your  mother  is  more  noble,  than  to  encourage 
Him  in  his  courtfhip;  her  eflate  would  mix 
Not  well  with  his  ill-gotten  wealth,  extorted 
From  widows  and  from  orphans  :  nor  will  all 
His  plenty  keep  his  foul  one  day  from  famine  : 
'Tis  time  ill-fpent  to  mention  him  ;  let's  talk 
Of  fomething  elfe. 
Fran.   Of  what  ? 
Hart.  Of  love   again, 
Whofe  flames  we  equally  divide. 

Hor.   Your  table 
Is  a  devourer,  and  they  fhut  up  doors 
Firft,  who  keep  open-houfe  and  entertainments : 
This  lord  is  feafted,  and  that  young  lady's  fweet-tooth 
Mull  have  a  banquet :  t'other  old 

Madam, 
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Madam,  with  ne'er  a  tooth,  mull  have  fome  march- 
pane 
Coral  to  rub  her  gums  withal :  thefe  are 
Vain  and  ridiculous  expences. 

Bel.  'Xis  not  too  late  to  thrive. 

Hor.  This  room  has  too  rich  furniture,  and  worfe 
Hangings  would  ferve  the  turn  ;  if  I  may  be 
Worthy  to  counfel,  pictures  are  too 
Superfluous,  of  this  and  t'other  mailer's 
Doing — Hang  Michael  Angelo  and  his  oils ; 
Jf  they  be  given,  y'are  the  more  excus'd 
To  let  them  hang  ;  but  have  a  care  you  let  not 
Appear,  either  in  arras  or  in  picture, 
The  flory  of  the  prodigal,  'twill  fright 
Young  gentlemen  from  fpending  of  their  portions, 
That  come  tovilit  you  ;  whofe  unbounden  riots 
May  enrich  you  with  their  forfeited  eftates. 
I  have  a  thoufand  precepts  more. 

Bel.  But  d'ye  not 
Think  all  this  while  of  heaven  ? 

Hor.  'Tis  in  my  wealth. 

Bel.  Or  hell  1 

Hor.  A  fable  to  fright  fools  and  children — But 
I  cannot  flay,  my  fcrivener  does  expert  me  j 
I'll  vifit  you  another  time,  fweet  widow, 
And  give  you  more  inftru&ions. 

Bel.  Spare  your  labour, 
I  mall  not  pra&ife  thefe  in  hafte,  and  muft 
Declare,  thefe  precepts  make  not  for  your  welcome, 
My  patience  was  no  virtue  all  this  while. 
If  you  but  think  you  have  a  foul,  repent: 
Your  rules  I  am  not  covetous  to  follow ; 
I  dare  not  love  'em. 

Hor.  Live,  and  be  undone  then ; 
You'll  tell  me  another  tale  hereafter,  widow—* 

[Exit  Heme/. 
E   C  Enter 
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Enter  Nurfe  and  Clofe. 

Nurfe.  If  it  pleafe  you,  here's  a  letter  from   mailer 
Startup, 
The  country  gentleman. 
Hart.  What's  he  ? 

Fran.  A  frefh  Alitor,  of  my  nurfe's  commendations. 
C/ofe.  Heaven  deliver  me  !  what  have  I  feen  r  fure 
this 
Thinz  was  once  at  Bartholomew-fair,  or  fuch  another 
Furr'd  baboon,  for  all  the  world — Doll  know  him  ? 
And  yet  why  do  I  afk  ?  the  devil  would  hardly 
Take  acquaintance  with  him. 

Nurfe.  'Tis  mailer  Hornet,  the  great  ufurer. 
Clofe.  Hornet? 
Nay,  then  my  wonder's  over  ;  and  the  devil  himfelf 
Be   fuch  another,    they  may  be  fworn  brothers,    and 

divide 
Hell  betwixt  'em. 

Hart.  Who's  that  you  talk  on,  firrah  ? 
Clofe.  Of  the  difeafe  that  heaven  be  thank'd  has  left 
you, 
Hornet.     But,  fir,  I  have  news  for  you. 
Bel.  Frank  ! 
Hart.  I'll   hear  it   in  tie  garden. 

\Exeunt  Hartivell  and  Clofe, 
Bel.  Do  you  love  this  gentleman  ? 
Fran.  I  hope  you  move  not  this  as  if  you  doubted  ; 
I  took  him  firft  upon  your  character, 
Into  my  good  opinion. 

Bel.  But  things  alter ; 
What  then  I  thought  him,  I  delivered  you, 
Nor  fince  hath  he  deferv'd  a  lefs  efteem 
In  his  own  perfon  ;  but  the  circumitance 
Is  not  the  fame :  his  fortune  I  have  examin'd. 
Which  rifes  not  to  fuch  a  value  I 
Did  apprehend  it ;  it  becomes  my  care, 
JBeirtg  at  one  gift  to  depart  with  thee 

And 
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And  my  eftate,  to  look  for  one  whofe  purfe 
May  carry  a  proportion. 

Fran.  Make  me  not 
Imagine  you  would  wed  me  to  a  heap 
Of  mining  duft,  a  golden  bondage. 

Bel.  Nor  to  penury  : 
His  birth  and  education  are  not  unworthy,  he's  hani- 

fome  too  : 
But  be  not  govern'd  by  your  eye  too  much ; 
Children  and  age  purfue  us,  and  fome  florms 
Hover  about  our  frail  conditions : 
All  thefe  mud  be  provided  for :  they  are  not 
KifTes  will  make  our  winters  warm  ;  and  therefore^ 
Confident  of  your  obedience,  I  propound 
Another  to  your  beft  thoughts. 

Fran.  Oh  my  unhappinefs ! 

Bel.  A  country  gentleman  of  fpreading  fortunes^ 
Young  too,  and  not  uncomely  ;  for  his  breeding, 
It  was  not  fpun  the  fineil :  but  his  riches 
Able  to  gild  deformity,  and  make 
Even  want  of  wit  a  virtue,  when  your  life 
Renders  itfelf  more  fweet  by  your  command  : 
His  name  is  mailer  Startup,  expected 
Our  gueft  to-morrow ;  that's  his  letter,  read  it. 
This  may  feem  ftrange,  while  it  is  coming  toward  you.; 
But  when  difcretion  comes  to  examine  what 
A  fruitful  confequence  attends  it,  you 
Will  thank  me  for't. 

Fran.  But  with  your  pardon,   mother: 
Althpugh  I  could  difpenfe  with  my  own  thoughts, 
And  frame  them  to  an  obedience,  will  this  change 
Be  for  your  honour,,  or  mine  own  r  when  fuch, 
When  fuch  a  noble  gentleman  fnall  boaflhe  had 
With  your  confent  my  liking  ?  Or  admit 
That  which  we  gain  by  riches  of  the  fecond, 
Seem  to  authorize^  and  may  juftify 
The  act  with  fome  5  how  can  it  cure  the  wound, 
Which  the  poor  heart  that  loves  fhall  find  too  foon, 
When  'tis  negle&ed,  and  fo  cruelly, 

E  6  Where 
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Where  it  hopes  for  cheriming  ?  Oh  think 

How  you  did  love  my  father,  firft;  and  be 

Now  gentle  to  your  daughter  :  your  eflate 

Is  above  needy  providence,  or  grafting 

Into  a  new  flock  ;  it  does  grow  already 

Fair  from  his  own  root,  and  does  want  no  piecing ; 

Nor  are  the  means  of  Hartwell  fo  contemptible. 

Bel.  No  more :  when  y'ave  confider'd  well,  you'll 
ihape 
Another  anfwer ;  i'th'  mean  time  difpofe 
Your  countenance  to  entertain  this  new 
And  able  lover :  leave  the  fatisfadtion 
Of  Hartwell  to  my  care — He's  here,  to  your  chamber — 

[Exit  Frances. 

Enter  Hart<v:ell  and  Clc/e, 

Clofe.  I  know  not  what's  the  trick  on't,  nor  thern- 
felves  yet, 
But  he  has  a  project  to  employ  Tem  in. 

Hart.  I  wifh  it  well — But  do  you  work  yourfelf 
Into  the  opinion  of  the  nurfe,  lhe  is 
The  major  domo,  and  has  all  the  intelligence. 

Cixfe.  Let  me  alone,  I'll  work  her,  fir,  like  wax, 
To  print  what  impremon  you  pkafe  upon  her  ;  'tis 
A  loving  croan  to  me  already  : 
-I'll  fpeak  her  fair,  and  in  my  drink  may  marry  her* 

Bel.  Mailer  Hartwell ! 

Hart.  About  your  bulinefs. 

BeL  There  is  a  bufinefs,  fir,  which  I  mull  open, 
And  you  perhaps  will  wonder  at. 

Hart.  You  prepare  my  attention. 

BeL  You  do  love  my  daughter, 
At  leafl  I  think  fo. 

Hart.  If  you  knew  my  heart, 
You  might  be  confident ;  in  her  I  fum 
All  my  defires  on  earth. 

Bel.  Be  not  fo  fix'd. 

Mart.  How,   lady  ? 
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"Bel.  When  you  have  heard  me   out,  perhaps  you'll 
find 
Your  confent  eafy  to  call  back  a  promife 
Made  to  your  disadvantage. 

Hart.   I  acknowledge 
This  makes  me  wonder  ;  pray  interpret,  lady, 
And  fpeak  a  language  I  may  underhand  > 
I  love  your  daughter. 

Bel.  But  mull  never  glory 
In  the  reward,  which  you  expect  mould  be 
Her  marriage. 

Hart.  In  the  number  of  my  actions 
There  is  not  one  that's  guilty  of  lb  much 
Offence  to  you,  that  I  ihould  be  fo  focn 
Loft  to  your  favour. 

Bel.  Have  no  thought  fo  poor, 
You  can  deferve  lefs ;  my  opinion 
Is  richer  laden  with  your  merit  than  before, 

Hart.  Now 
I  fear  again,  this  violent  turn  of  praife, 
Makes  me  fufpect  my  Irate  :  If  1  be  fallen, 
Teach  me  to  know  my  trefpafs. 

Bel.  I  ne'er  look'd 
With  fo  clear  eyes  into  your  worth ;  and  'twere 
A  fin  to  general  goodnefs,  to  delay 
The  free  refign  of  that    your  truth  may  challenge. 

Hart.  If  this  be  meant,  pray  pardon  my  miftake 
Of  fomething  went  before  :  love  made  me  fear. 
You  faid  I  never  fhould  enjoy  your  daughter 
In  marriage,  which  yourfeif  fo  late  inclin'd  to. 

Bel.  And  mufl  again  repeat,  you  fha'not  call 
Her  bride. 

Hart.  Can  you  forbid  this  happinefs,  and  love  me  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  fo  dearly,  Hartwell,  I  prefent 
Myfelf  to  thy  afFe&ions. 

Hart.  You  amaze  me,  and  fright  my  underflanding. 

Bel.  Does  the  name 
Of  widow  found  difpleafing  ?  I  have  learn'd 

Already 
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Already  -to  obey  ;  my  years  are  not 

So  many,  with  a  thought  to  freeze  your  blood  ; 

I  wear  no  print  of  time  deep   on  my  brow, 

Nor  have  my  hairs  the  innocence  of  age  : 

Gentlemen  a&ive,  and  of  noble  birth, 

Think  no  dimonour  to  befeech  my  love, 

And,  if  they  flatter  not,  commend  my  perfon  ; 

Add  unto  this  my  wealth,  no  narrow  fortune  ; 

And  without  competition,  my  daughter 

Depending  on  my  love,  whofe  portion  mult 

Flow  from  my  bounty,  or  be  nothing  :  make 

A  fober  apprehenfion  of  this  tender, 

And  think  I  was  not  able  to  fupprefs 

Thefe  flames  of  love,  increas'd  Hill  by  your  virtues 

This  minute  quit  all  hopes  of  Frances, 

Whofe  mother  will  admit  no  rival ;   'tis 

Within  your  own  election  to  be  happy: 

My  love  accepted,  comes  with  fair  attendance  ; 

Deny'd,  you  Laden  your  own  exile ;  think  on't, 

To-morrow  fometime    I'll  expect  your  anfwer- 


[Exit, 

Hart.  What  have  I  heard  ?  was  it  her  mother  fpake 
thus  ? 
As  pilgrims,  by  miftake  of  fome  fmall  path, 
Having  told  many  weary  fleps,  at  night 
When  their  hopes  flatter  'em  they  are  not  far 
From  iome  kind  entertainment,  find  themfelves 
Loft  in  a  wikierr.efs  \  fo  am  I  miferable  : 
Thus  love  delights  to  wound,  and  fee  us  bleed, 
He  were  a  gentle  god  to  kill  indeed  ■  ■ 

[Exit 
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ACT      II. 

Enter  Nurfe   and  Clofe* 

Clofe. 

WOU'D  thou  wou'dil  fpeak  a  good  word  for 
me  :   T  am 
Weary   of  my  indentures  :  I,  like  a  fool,  was  in  good 

hope 
He  mould  have  married  miftrefs  Frances. 

Nurfe.  He's   a   beggar— She   his   wife  !   no,   mailer 
Startup 
Is  the  man,  the  man  of  lands  and  money. 

Clofe.  Into  whofe  fervice  if  I  could  wriggle  myfelf ;  a 
Word  of  thy  mouth  does  it. 

Nurfe.  I  muft  tell  you  by   the  way,  he  is  little  better 
than  a  fool. 

Clofe.  The  fitter  for  her  hufband,  and  my  mailer. 
Nurfe.  Y'are  i'th'  right,  he's  innocent  to  your  hands, 
and 
You  may  foon  come  to  nonage  his  eilate. 

Clofe.  Which  if  I  do,  thou  {halt  want  no  petticoats, 
AlPs  thine  own. 
Nurfe.  What? 

Clofe.  Why,  all  that  I  can  beg,  borrow,  or  ileal 
from  him  : 
What  mould  he  do  with  fo  much  riches  ?  I'd  perfuade 
my  young  miftrefs,  after  the  firil  year,  to  put  him  to 
his  pennon  :  he  mould  pay  for's  diet ;  and  after  a  month 
or  two  for  every  time  he  comes  aloft.  Hang  him, 
cuckow. 

Nurfe.  Nay,  let  her  begin  betimes,  if  {he  mean  to 
rule  the  roall  :  I'll  give  her  documents;  and  le  you 
fure  you  flick  clofe  to  your  miftrefs  i  there's  (am  'hing 
to  be  got  that  way, 

Enter 
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E?iter  Hartwell  and   Play  fair* 

Clofe.  Excellent  verjuice  I 
How  I  do  love  thy  documents ! — Ay,  but  he's  here, 
I'll  not  be  feen  with  thee  ;  farewell : 
At  night  we'll  talk  the  reft  over  a  fack-pofiet. — 

[Exit  Clofe. 

Nurf\  I  will  ufe  this  advantage,  to  over- hear  a  little. 

Playf   You  tell  me  ftrange  things  ;  is  it  poflible 
The  widow  herfelf  loves  you  ? 

Hart.  Would  I  had  reafon  but  to  fufpecl. 

Play.  Turn  colt  again  f  this  love  will  kill  us  all. 
And  can  fhe  make  no  choice,  but  where  her  daughter 
Has  the  fame  longing  ?  not  her  dancing  days  done  yet  ? 
Why  there's  no  remedy,  you  mult  love  hvr. 

hart.  How  !  and  violate  my  faith  to  Frances  ? 

Play.  Thou  wilt  not  be  fo  much  an  infidel, 
To  think  1  mean  thou  fhouldft  forfake  the  wench. 
Tell  me  the  mother  a  fine  tale  of  love, 
Print  khTes  on  her  paper-lip,  and  hug 
Her  reverend  body  ;  any  thing  but  lie  with  her  : 
Write  fonnets  on  the  ivory  tooth  afore  ; 
Swear  fhe  does  cough  diftinctly  ;  get  a  rhime 
To  blefs  her  when  lhe  fneezes,  and  cry  up 
The  method  of  her  nofe,  which  fweats  and  falls 
So  perpendicular  ;  admire  the  motion 
Of  her  blue  eyes,   that  look  three  ways  at  once  : 
Praife  her  above  thy  reafon,  or  her  daughter, 
And  then  fhe  will  believe  thou  may'ft  be  mad  for  her. 

Hart.  Is  this  the  way  to  do  me  good  ?  fhe  comes 
Too  fait  upon  me  already. 

Play.  Let  her  fly  to  thee, 
Thou  may'ft  clip  her  wings  the  fooner,  this  fecures  thee: 
Should  you  hold  off,  and  play  the  modeft  creature, 
£^ay,  but  deny  as  maids  do,  when  they  love  ifc, 
And  bending  of  your  hams  cry,  no  forfooth, 

Pro- 


Lo v  e  will  find  out  the  Way         113 

Profefs  yourfelf,  with  coxcomb-like  civility, 

You  are  not  worthy  of  her  carnal  favours, 

She  may  believe  it  ;  and  in  very  fpite 

Marry  her  daughter  to  a  citizen. 

Or  mould  you  be  fo  mad  to  think  to  win  her 

To  your  firft  choice,  with-holding  your  pafiions 

For  miftrefs  Frances,   complaining  how  Don  Cupid 

Hath  facrihVd  your  heart  ;  you  may  go  hang  yourfelf  1 

Go  to  the  barber's,  let  him  firk  your  hair  up, 

And  fpend  his  powder  ;  warn  your  fullen  face, 

And  ftarch  your  infant  upper-lip,  to  look 

Like  one  that  would  run  defperate  on  a  widow. 

Nurfe.  Here's  precious  conlpiracy  ! 

Play.  This  is  the  way  : 
At  leifure,  you  may  tell  your  natural  miftrefs, 
Like  Jove  you  have  but  put  another  fhape  on 
To  cheat  the  beldame  Juno. 

Nurfe.  Foul-mouth'd  rafcal,  I'm  glad  I  know  yo**r 
plot. 

Hart.  I  apprehend,  th'aft  given  me  good  counfel : 
I'll  watch  the  firft  occafion  to  afTure, 
I   have  prefer1  d  her  in  my  heart  already. 

Nurfe.  I'll  conjure  up  a  crofs  plot,  and  that  quickly, 
Shall  m,ar  your  mirth,  and  pay  your  fine  difiembling  ; 
Are  you  io  cunning,  my  love-gamefter  ?      [Exit  Nurfe. 

Play.  So   I'll  take   my  leave  then,  y'have  no  other 
fervice 
To  ufe  my  ftay  :  I  have  a  project,  Hartwell, 
That  muft  not  be  neglected. 

Hart.  May  you  not  communicate  ? 

Play.    Thou  art  ingag'd  to   wait 
Upon  thine  own  affair,  or  I  mould  trouble  thee 
To  be  an  actor  in't  ;  thou  know'fl  Hornet. 

Hart.  He  is  a  fuitor  to  the  widow,  and 
After  the  rate  we  cad  the  plot,  my  rival. 

Play.     I'll   rival  him  ;    he  fmothers   a  poor  gentle- 
woman 
At  home  with  fea-coal,  and  allows  her  no 
More  light  than  ferves  to  read  in  painted  cloth 

The 
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The  expofition  of  the  harlot's  ftory. 

Hart  well,  I  love  her  ;  and  before  her  father 

Dy'd,  we  exchanged  our  honeft  hearts  ;  'tis  here 

To  free  her  from  that  flavery  fhe  lives  in 

Under  the  iron-hearted  jaylor,  elfe 

I  {hall  repent  my  aim.    He  broods  upon 

Her  portion,  but  I  have  a  trick  may  fpoil 

His  hatching  of  young  bags ;  thou  fhalt  know  all 

Hereafter  ;    to  the  widow,  Hart  well  :  I  am 

For  flate  affairs ;  be  faithful,  and  pray  for   me. 

We  muft  be  bold  :  farewell,  if  fomething  hit, 

We'll  laugh  in  fpite  of  Dives  and  the  deviL       \Exi;+ 

Enter  Bellamy *,   Frances ,   Clofe  y    Startup. 

Clofe.  This  is  the  thing,  fir,  that  muft  carry  away 
The  garland  ;  they  have  given  him  a  cup  or  two 
Of  fack,  and  he  has  the  prettied:  humour, 
He  does  fo  whiftle  out  his  complement : 
He  wears  his  feather  like  the  captain  of 
A  country  team,  and  would  become  a  horfe-collar 
Rarely  ;  I  do  not  think,  but  were  he  put  to't 
With  little  fwitching,  he  would  draw  the  cart  well. 

Star.  Sweet  lady,  I  am  your  humble  fervant :  'tis 
well  known  what  I  am,  where  I  live  ;  my  father  died 
fmce  I  was  of  age,  and  left  me  a  younger  brother's 
portion. 

Bel.  A  younger  brother  ? 

Start.  Sweet  ladv,  I  know  what  you  would  fay,  my 
father  had  no  more  children  ;  but  I  fpeak  modeftiy  of 
my  eftate  ;  I  have  land  enough  for  two  or  three  wives  i 
I  have  a  horfe  in  town  ;  your  daughter  mall  ride  be- 
hind me  :   Sweet  lady,  did  you  ever  fee  the  country  ? 

Fran,  What  country,  fir  ? 

Star.  Why*  any  country  living  :  fweet  lady,  I  am 
your  humble  fervant ;  if  you  love  hawking,  hunting,  or 
drinking,  there  be  good  fellows  will  bear  you  company. 
Is  there  any  good  tobacco  in  London  ? 

Clofe.  Virginia-tobacco  grows  here. 

Star*  Sweet  iir,  1  am  your  humble  fervant,  you  feem 
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to  be  a  gentleman  will  fetch  me  a  pipe  :  there's  half  a 
piece,  if  I  be  not  troublefome — Perhaps,  fweet  lady, 
you  do  not  love  it  :  if  it  offend  you,  let  it  alone. 

Clofe.  A  very  precious  widgeon  ! 

Star.  La,  la,  la,  lere  !  [Sings  a?id  danca* 

Fran.  You  dance  well,   fir. 

Kurfe.  He  has  a  firong  back,  I  warrant  him. 

Star.  Sweet  lady,  is  this  your  daughter  ? 

Clofe.  Ask  that  queilion  now  ? 

Bel.    I  was  her  mother,  fir. 

Star.  That  may  be  too  ;  what  gentleman  is  that  ? 
Sweet  fir,  I  am  your  humble  fervant  likewife. 

Hart.  You  are  too  humble,  fir,  to  floop  fo  low; 
It  would  become  my  duty. 

Star.  Sweet  fir,  'tis  all  one  ;  a  leg  or  an  arm  is  not 
eaft  away  among  friends  :  I  am  a  country  gentleman,  all 
the  world  knows.  Sweet  fir,  I  have  no  bufinefs  ia 
town. 

Bel.  I  thought  you  came  to  fee  my  daughter. 

Star.  That  may  be  too  ;  fweet  lady,  pray  excufe  me, 
I  honour  your  fair  daughter  ;  for  I  know  as  well  as 
another,  what  belongs  to  a  gentlewoman  :  file's  not  the 
firft  fweet  lady  I  have  lov'd  V  th'  way  of  matrimony. 

Hart.  Were  you  ever  married  ? 

Star.  Sweet  fir,  no  ;  all  men  are  not  alike. 

Hart.  For  fome  are  fools. 

Star.  Sweet  fir,  I  do  confefs  it ; 
But  wit  is  never  good  till  it  be  bought, 
They  fay.    There  are  very  good  wits  in  town, 
I  have  brought  money  a  purpofe  with  me  to  buy  j 
If  any  will  fell  me  a  good  pennyworth, 
IT1  give  him  a  hundred  pieces,  becaufe 
I  would  carry  a  little  down  into  the  country. 

Hart.  Is  there  a  dearth  in  your  country  ? 

Play.  Sweet  fir,  there's  plenty. 

Clofe.  Of  wild-oats ;  I  heard  you  had  much  to  fow 
dill. 

Star.   My  tenants  have,  fweet  fir,  but  'tis  all  one  ; 
This  lady  {hall  be  lord  o'  the  foil  :  I  won'; 

Give 
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Give  any  man  fixpence  for  a  bufhel  of  money. 

Clofc.  Oh  brave  fack  ! 

Star,  I  am  a  gentleman,  my  father  was  a  yeoman  ; 
But  that's  all  one,  fweet  lady  :  howfoever  I  am  yours, 
And  every  limb  is  at  your  fervice  ; 
My  hands  fhall  walk,  my  feet  fhall  run. 

Fran.  Away,  away. 

Star.  By  this  bright  gold  they  fhall. 

Clofe.  He  keeps  his  oath — 

Star.  Not  run  ? 
My  grandfather  was  a  nobleman's  footman,  and 
Indeed  he  run  his  country  ;  my  father  did 
Outran  the  conftable. 

Clofe.  And  he,  fweet  lady, 
Being  his  father's  ifTue,  mult  run  naturally. 

Star.  If  I  live  — 

Clofe.  He'll  run  himfelf  out  of  all. 

Star.  Not  run, 
Sweet  lady  ?  if  you  have  occafion  to  ufe  me, 
I  won't  ftand  upon  my  feet. 

Fran.  No,  fir  ? 

Star.  Nay,  I'll  ftand  upon  my  head,  fweet  lady, 
To  do  you  courtefy. 

Clofe.  Then  his  heels  were  upwards. 

Bel.  Pleafe  you,  a  forry  dinner  ftays  for  you. 

Star.  Sweet  lady,  I  am  your  fervant  ;  will  this  gen- 
tleman dine  with  us  ? 

Bel.  I'll  prevail  with  matter  Hartwell. 

Clofe.  D'ye  know  what  you  have  done  ?  he's  rival, 
Miftreis  ;  why,  d'ye  mean  to  invite  him  ? 

Star.  Sweet  fir,  I  invite  nobody  ;  if  you  love 
Any  body  here — 

Hart.   What  then  ? 

Star.  Sweet  fir, 
I  fha'not  take  it  kindly,  I  do  not  ufe 
To  quarrel. 

Clofe.  When  y'are  beaten,  fir,  he  fha'not  wrong  you  : 
Then  lay  him  o'er  the  face. 

Star.  Sweet  fir, 

•Tis 
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*Tis  dinner-time,  fair  lady. 

B el.  Matter  Kartwell  ! — -  [Exeunt. 

Cioje.  I  had  a  great  mind  to  have  him  beaten  ; 
But  he's  not  valiant  at  meals  :  would  I 
Were  hired  to  beat  him  handfomly  after  dinner, 
And  make  him  thank  me  for't.     I'll  have  fome  plot 
Upon  your  precious  body,  my  fweet  fir —  [Exit. 

Enter  Hornet  and  Doctor,  T  lay  fair's  brother. 

Hor.  You  tell  me  wonders,  Doctor. 

Docl.  I  have  cur'd 
Her  melancholy  ;  but  fhe's  o'  t'other  fide 
Now,  extreme  merry,  dance  and  fmg,  all  air? 

Her.  'Tis  ftrange,  methinks,  nothing  but  extremities  ; 
Good  matter  doctor,  could  you  not  have  par'd 
Her  t'other  leaden  humour  ? 

Docl.  Sir,  I  could  not 
Kill  the  malignity  of  her  melancholy 
Another  way  :  extremities  mutt  be  cur'd 
With  extreme  applications  :  my  next  work 
Shall  be  to  abate  this  levity  of  her  brain, 
To  qualify  her  fpleen,  fir,  by  degrees  ; 
So  ft  ate  her  body  in  that  modeft  temper 
She  Was  poffefs'd  of. 

Hor.  I  complain'd  before 
Of  quietnefs ;  now  {he's  all  noife  and  madnefs, 
By  your  defcription. 

Docl.  You  mutt  have  patience 
A  month  or  fo,  ihe  is  not  mad  but  merry  ; 
Some  ftrange  iigaries.    You  mutt  underftand, 
I  have  open'd,  fir,   her  fancy,  wherein  lay 
All  her  imaginations  confus'd, 
And  of  a  heap,  fmother'd  for   want  of  vent  ; 
And  now  the  fpirits  that  were  imprifon'd 
Rufti  out,  which  caufeth  all  her  faculties, 
Before  opprefs'd,  to  exercife  themfelves. 
So  unexpectedly,  as  the  agitation  of  her  tongue 
Soon  will  manifeft — She's  here. 

Enter 
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Enter  Niece. 

Niece.  Uncle,  how  does  your  body  ?  you  appear 
As  lean  as  Lent  :  I've  a  great  mind  to  dance 
About  a  maypole  ;  mail  we  ? 

Hor.  She  is  mad. 

Niece.  This  doctor  has  fo  tickled  me, 
I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh  ;   ha,  ha,  ha. 
Uncle,  if  you'll  procure  a  difpenfation 
To  marry  me  yourfelf,  deducl  the  charges 
Out  of  my  portion  :    I'll  have  no  other 
Hufband  ;  I  could  affect  an  old  man  now 
With  all  my  heart. 

dn  old  man  with  a    bed  full  of  bones, 
Turn  to  me,  honey,   and  give  me  a  kifs,   &C. 

Uncle,  when  did  you  put  on  a  clean  ihirt  r 

Not  fince  your  wife  dy'd  ;  that  was  a  pretty  fhift. 

Indeed  I  dream'd  o'  th1  devil  the  laft  night; 

They  lay  'tis  good  luck  :  d'ye  not  know  him,  uncle  ? 

Hor.  I  know  the  devil  ! 

Niece.  He's  a  fine  old  gentleman, 
And  fomething  like  you  ;  no  fuch  bugbear  as 
The  world  imagines  ;  you  and  he'll  keep  houfe 
Together  one  day  :  but  you'll  burn  fea-coal  too, 
To  fare  charges,  and  ftink  the  poor  fouls  fo. 
Shall  we  go  hunt  to-day  ?  I  long  to  flrike 
A  deer  ;  pray  lend  me  a  crofs-bow,  will  you,  fir  ? 
I'll  pay  you  ufe  for't. 
Jndftill  fie   crfd,  Shefherdfioot  home. 
Uncle,  you  are  not  merry,  I  pray  laugh 
A  little  ;  imagine  y'ad  undone  a  widow, 
Or  turn'd  an  orphan  begging  now  :  ha,  ha  ! 
How  many  churches,  'raith,  will  you  build  when 
You  die  ?  I'll  have  fix  bells  in  every  fteeple, 
And  they  fhall  go  to  th'  tune  of,   Twn  again, 
Whittington,  who  let  out  his  land 
For  nine  lives,  'caufe  it  came  in  by  a  cat. 

Die, 
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Die  uncle,  die,  at  all  adventures, 

Hor,  Why  does  fhe  talk  of  dying  ?  {he's  flark  mad  ; 
Could  you  not  put  into  the  next  receipt, 
Something  to  make  her  lleep  well  ? 
Docl.  Opium. 
Hor.  In  a  good  quantity. 
Docl.  I  could  fo  proportion  it, 
She  mould  not  wake  at  all  to  trouble  you  : 
I  did  it  for  a  merchant's  wife  lafl  week, 
Which  lov'd  a  knight.     A  great  man,  not  long  fince, 
Was  weary  of  his"  countefs  ;  and  I  cur'd  him 
So  artificially  of  the  difeafe — 
Hor.  She  hears. 

Dg£I.  But  collects  nothing  yet,  her  fenfes 
Are  fcattered. 

Niece .   You  fhall  give  toward  the  building 
Of  Pauls — nothing  ;  fee  the  money  firft 
Laid  out  that's  given  already  ;  it  were  much 
Sin  to  belie  the  dead  ;  but  'tis  no  matter, 
You  may  be  as  famous,  fir,  for  pulling  down 
The  parifh  ;  for  the  church  will  fall  oft  felf, 
With  a  ding  dang  bell. 

Why  did  they  put  the  p~-or  fellow  in  prifon  ? 
Hor.  Whom  ?  what  fellow  ? 
Niece,  Why,  the  corn-cutter  ; 
Poor  gentleman,  he  meant  the  city 
No  harm  ;  his  feet  were  weary,  and  that  made  him 
In  every  ftreet  cry  out,  Have  you  any  corns 
V  your  head  or  toes  ? 

Enter  Pnrfui^vant. 
Pur,  Which  is  mailer  Hornet  ? 
Hor.   Ha  !  with  me  ? 
Pur,  A  word,  fir. 

Niece.  Pr'ythee  what's  he?  he  comes  to  borrow  mo- 
ney 
On  his  wife's  wedding-ring,  or  his  child's  whiftle  now  ; 
You  may  fee  by  his  noie,  he  has  no  land,  he  looks 
As  hungry  a§  a  hawk.     What  do  you  dream  on  ? 
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Or  what  lady^s  tympany  is  your  next  cure  f 
Or  whoie  ftate  body  mull  be  rectified 
With  your  quaint  glider  r 

Pur,  There  is  no  difputing,  I  mull  attend  you. 

Hor    I  am  fent  for  by  a  purfuivant — The  king  f 
Alat,  1  am  undone,  I  never  faw  him  ; 
How  mould  he  know  me,  a  poor  wretch  ? 

D*8.  Is't  not 
Some  complaint  ?  think. 

Her.  That's  my  fear.  There  be 
Too  many  knaves  T  th'  world  ;  and  ft  man  cannot 
Grow  r.ch,  but  one  flate-furgeon  or  other 
Mull  praclife  on  his  purfe  :  before  this  lord 
C  _,e  vein  is  opened,  in  t'other  court 
So  many  ounces  he  mull  bleed  again. 
Let  me  fee  :  all  the  treafon  I  committed, 
Is,  that  I  fhifted  houfes  ;  for  I  took 
Delight  to  cozen  him  of  his  fubfidies. 
I  xive  obfeurely,  to  avoid 
Taxations  :  I  never  paid  the  church 
Her  fuperllitious  tithes,  nor  come  to  trouble 
Sermons,  for  fear  of  homilies  before, 
That  beg  for  burning. 

Niece.  Why  how  now,    uncle  ?    Is  your  fcrivener 
broke, 
You  talk  fuch  lamentation  ? 

Her.  I  am  fent  for 
To  the  king,  niece,  and  fhall  be  made  a  beggar, 
As  I  was  born  :  I   fee  my  chattels  feiz'd  ; 
This  chell  is  ranfack'd,  and  that  bag  deflour'd  ; 
My  door  feaPd  up  -,  and  with  this  hungry  melTenger 
I  am  already  marching  to  the  Fleet. 

Niece .  Nay,  and  you  be  at  that  ward,  I  leave  you, 
Maftiff,  farewell  :  pray  do  not  bite  my  uncle 
Too  hard  ;  and  fo  I  leave  you  all  to  the  mercy 
Of  the  bear-garden. 

Hor.  Befl  make  fad  her  chamber. 
Niece.  Ay,  ay,  curfed  dog  ;  and 
Set  a  tboufand  guards  about  her, 

Love 
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Love  nxill  find  out  a  way.  [Exit* 

Dotf.  Won't  fome  money  qualify  yourhafle, 
And  give  him  time  to  appear  ? 

Pur.    Good  mr.  Doctor, 
Teach  your  apothecary  :  Galen  nor 
Hippocrates  can  perfuade  me  from  my  duty. 
Will  you  go,  fir  ?  or  mail  I  certify — . 

Hor.  Go  !   I  mull  go. 

Dott.  Have  comfort,  fir  :  this  cloud 
May  foon  blow  over. 

Hor.  Yes,  when  Tm  blown  up  : 
I  read  imprifonment  in  his  very  looks, 
And  all  my  gold  confiscate.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Kurfe  and  Startup. 

Nurfe.  I  heard  her  fay,  Hie  would  walk  up  to  her 
chamber  : 
The  trick  was  but  to  teach  him  whither  hue 
Should  follow,  who  as  nimbly  apprehended, 
To  acquaint  her  with  his  new  affections. 
I  did  this  for  your  good,   that  mrs.  Frances, 
Whom  I'll  fend  presently  to  you,  may  be 
Convinc'd  of  Hartwell's  falfhood,  and  tranfplant 
Her  love  on  you. 

Star.  This  will  be  excellent ! 
So  fhall  we  ftrangle  him  in  his  own  noofe, 
And  he  ne'er  know  who  hurt  him. 

Nurfe.  I'll  lofe  no  time,  you  know  my  inftructions. 

Star.  I  almofl  had  forgot ;  there  is  a  call 
Of  angels  more. 

Nurfe.  They  are  not  cad  away. 

Star.  If  thou   doll  fear  they'll  drown,  nurfe,  I  can 
give 
Thee  lighter,  I  have  fome  want  weight. 

Nurfe.  If  you  have  an   evil  angel  about  you,  your 
bufmefs  will  thrive  the  better  when  'tis  departed. 

Star.  There,  mother  of  the  maids. 

Nurfe,  Now  all  the  good  ones  wait  upon  your  wor- 
fhip. 

Vol,  XII.  F  Star. 
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Star.  Thefe  things  that  go  to  and  again,  muft  have 
Their  fees,  they'll  never  fpeak  in  our  caufe  elfe. 

E?iter  Frances. 

Aha,  fweet  fir  !  we'll  be  too  cunning  for  you. 
She's  come  already — Sweet  lady,  how  do  ye  do  ? 
Y'are  melancholy,  you  fhall  have  fome  caufe 
If  I  can  help  you  to't ;  if  you  be  fad 
Becaufe  I  love  you  as  I  do,  be  merry 
Again  :  there's  no  man  cares  a  button  for  you 
Befides  myfelf. 

Fran.  I  am  very  ill  befriended. 

Star.  You  are  deceiv'd  in  fomebody,  and  me  too  ; 
I  love  you,  I  confefs,  but  how  ?  not  for 
Want  of  a  miftrefs  ;  I  came  not  a  wooing 
For  fuch  necefiity,  although  you  have 
So  little  wit,  to  believe  fomething  that 
I  know  concerning  t'other  party. 

Fran.  How's  this  ? 

Star.  Tell  me,  have  you  opinion,  fweet  lady, 
That  any  man  befides  myfelf  does  love 
This  face  of  yours  ?  but  underftand,  I'll  make't 
Appear,  and  prefently. 

Fran.   Why,  I  dare  fhew  my  face  : 
My  glafs  cannot  fo  much  deceive  me,  fir, 
I  fhou'd  be  alham'd  it  fhould  appear. 

Star.  Nay,  I  am 
For  that  a  your  fide  ;  d'you  conceive  me  right  ? 
A  worfe  face  will  become  the  country,  and 
Shew  well  enough  at  the  muftering  ;  but  that 
You  fhould  be  fuch  an  afs. 

Fran.  This  is  plain  courtfhip. 

Start.  Be  fure  you  underftand  me,  and  you  do  not 
Repent  it,  I  dare  give  one  of  thefe  ears. 

Fran.  You  do  not  threaten  me  ? 

Star.  Underftand  me  right, 
But  if  I  do,  and  will  threaten  you  again, 
Becaufe  you  fhall  live  long  to  fee  your  folly, 
And  what  a  coxcomb  you  have  made  yourfelf, 

To 
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To  love  a  man  that  is  a  fuitor  to 
Your  mother  :  ha,  ha  ! 

Fran.  Whom  do  you  mean  ? 

Star.  E'en  mr.  Hart  well : 
Are  you  fuch  a  b  zzard 

You  cannot  fee't  ?  then  you  mall  hear  it  :   ftep 
Behind  thefe  hangings,  and  he'll  juftify  it. 

Enter  Hartivell  and  Mrs.  Bellamy. 

Hart.  I  have  confider'd  perfectly  ;    and  if 
You  will  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  dare  pour  forth 
My  heart,  which  full  of  love  renders  itfelf 
To  your  acceptance  :  I  acknowledge,  lady, 
My  pafTions  are  but  young,  for  could  I  hope 
You  fhould  with  fo  much  favour  look  upon  me  ? 

Bel.  But  may  I  credit  this  ? 

Hart.  But  to  fufpect:, 
Were  an  injuilice  to  my  faith,  which  looks 
Upon  your  virtue  with  as  much  religion 
As  love  is  able  to  receive  :  your  age 
Hath  ftruck  a  reverence  into  my  eye  ; 
And  what  you  want  of  youth  and  fpring  upon  you, 
Your  wifdom  richly  fatisfies.     Thofe  characters 
Which  time  hath  written  on  your  careful  forehead, 
Are  but  his  envy,  and  your  ornament, 
When  it  (hall  come  to  pafs  by  your  example, 
That  youth  mall  be  efteem'd  an  infancy, 
And  women  never  ripe  for  love  or  marriage 
Without  your  age  upon  them  ;  'tis  a  fault 
That  men  not  guided  by  the  tract  of  reafon, 
But  heat  and  wantonnefs  of  blood,  run  giddy 
To  feal  fuch  weighty  covenants  ;  better  'twere 
The  world  fhould  end  in  our  virginity, 
Than  fpin  itfelf  more  length,  by  inconfiderate 
And  hafty  marriages. 

Bel.  Have  you  already 
Retrieved  the  affection  which  purfu'd  my  daughter  ? 
Shall  I  believe  no  feeds  of  love  remain, 
Which  may  grow  up  and  ripen  with  repentance  ? 

P  2  For 
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For  this  exchange  I  do  allow  you,   fir, 
The   confideration  of  my  fortune,  which 
Might  in  itfelf  incline  you  to  accept  me. 

Hart.  That  is  but  an  attendant,  as  you  ufe  it, 
I  muft  confcfs  a  welcome  one,   although 
The  mind  is  the  firft  beauty  which  true  love 
Afpires  to,  when  'tis  waited  on  with  perfon 
And  an  eftate  ;  it  comes  with  greater  privilege 
To  win  upon's.    I  do  not  wifh  you,  lady, 
Rafhly  believe  what  I  profefs,  but  meafure 
My  fervice  by  the  trial  ;    I'll  expect, 
And  write  your  fmiles  a  competent  reward, 
Till  time  and  your  demand  demonftrate  me, 
Although  not  equal  to  your  full  defervings, 
Yet  one  that  has  ambition  to  be  thought 
Not  too  unworthy. 

Bel.  And  I   guefs  e'er  long, 
Such  an  occafion  will  prefent  itfelf. 

Hart.  Till  then  have  Hart  well  in  your  loving  me- 
mory, 
Who  wifhes  no  more  happinefs  of  life 
Than  to  be  call'd  yours —  [Exeunt. 

Fran.  What  have  I  underftood  ? 
Star.  Will  you  believe  me  another  time,  fweet  lady  I 
Fran.  It  is  not  he,  fome  devil  does  but  cozen  us, 
And  mock  our  fenfe  with  thefe  fantaftick  bodies. 
Hartwell  ! 

Star.  Nay,  'tis  the  man,  I  hope  you'll  be  converted, 
And  think  a  country -gentleman  worth  favour, 
That  brought  you  to  this  knowledge  ;   I   deferve— 

Fran.  My  curfes  for  this  black  difcovery  ; 
Whereas  before  'twas  not  impomble 
In  time  I  might  be  brought  to  pity  thee  ; 
Henceforth  I'll  look  upon  thee  as  my  fins, 
And  beg  as  much  forgivenefs,  that  I  knew  thee. 
Star.  Nay,  but  d'ye  hear  ? 
Fran.  Die  quickly,  and  be  forgotten. 
Star.  This  is  very  fine,  fweet  lady  ! 
Fran.  My  mother  !  Oh  my  fate  !  fee  me  no  more, 

7  And 
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And  I'll  forgive  thee [Exit* 

Star.  Js't  come  to  this  ?    I  fee 

I  am  a  fool,  and  there's  no  remedy —  [Exit. 


ACT    III. 

Enter  Startup  and  Nurfe. 

Nurfe. 

FY  E,  fye,  I  am  afham'd  on  you,  a  gentleman 
Of  your  high  promifmg,  and  be  put  off 
So  (lightly. 

Star.  Why,  nurfe,  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Nurfe.  Do  !  I  would  have  you  do  —  fomething  ;  a 
man  of  your  ability,  and  cannot  turn  and  wind  a  wo- 
man ? 

Star.  You  would  not  have  wifhed  me 
To  have  put   her  to't  behind  the  hangings  ? 

Nurfe.  You  mould  have  been  round  with  her. 

Star.  I  was  round 
With  her  ;   I  calPd  her  afs,   I  think,  and  coxcomb  : 
Unlefs  I  mould  have  given  her  the  lie, 
And  call'd  her  whore,  I  could  not  be  more  round  with 
her. 

Nurfe.  I  do  not  mean  that  way. 

Star.  And  {he  call'd  me, 
I  think,   her 

Nurfe.   What? 

Star*  Why  no  worfe  than  all  her  fins ;  heaven  forgive 
her, 
She  has  the  more  to  anfwer  ;   nay,  me  did 
Not  flick  to  bid  me  die  too,  in  that  defperate 
Eftate. 

Nurfe.  Come,  you  fhall  take  another  courfe. 

F   %  Enter 
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Enter  Clofe. 

Clofe.    What  ails  my  mailer's    fweet-heart ;    is  me 
frighted  ? 
I  met  and  aik'd  her  for  my  mailer,  and 
She  turned  tail,  like  a  hound  had  loft  the  fcent : 
There's  fomething  in  the  wind — My  three  pil'd  wor- 

fhipful, 
Are  you  there,  with  my  lady  o'th'  larder  ? 
Now  in  that  pofiure,  do  not  they  two  look  like 
A  fine  brick-houfe  and  a  thatch'd-barn  i'th'  country, 
Laying  their  heads  together  ?  without  doubt 
Some  pretious  confultation.  What  poefy 
Will  ht  his  joint- ring  ;  or  how  many  yards 
Of  holland  without  feaming-lace  will  make 
His  miitrefs'  fmock — They  have  fpied  me. 

Nurfe.    Clofe, 

Gome  hither Na-%  he's  faithful,  and  one  that 

Has  a  defire  to  ferve  you  ;  you  may  truft  him. 

Clofe.  Your  worfnip  may  truft  me  abed  w'ye  ;  I 
Have  had  an  itch  this  great  while,  fir,  a  kind 
Of  longing,  to  be  one  of  your  appurtenances ; 
I  have  fome  faults,  and  I'll  confefs  'em  :  I  have 
A  humour  now  and  then  when  I  am  afked 
A  queftion,  to  tell  truth,  though  I  be  chid  for't ; 
And  I  do  not  love  blows  :  you  may  fooner  beat 
My  brains  out,  than  a  word  of  flattery  : 
1  cannot  batten  upon  commendation, 
Without  my  wages,  nor  be  valiant 
Upon  fmall  beer  ;  I  am  not  overmuch 
Given  to  be  drunk,  but  I've  a  trick  o"th'  Dutchman, 
To  do  your  bufinefs  as  well  drunk  as  fober : 
I  have  not  impudence  enough  to  pimp 
For  you  ;  but  I  have  a  gift,  I  can  fay  nothing 
As  well  as  your  chaplain ;  I  fuckM  fecrefy 
From  my  own  mother,  once  a  bawdy  midwife  : 
I  was  born  upon  fhrove-tuefday,  and  (hall  be 
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My  flefh  will  once  a  year  rife  at  a  chambermaid, 

If  none  fuch  take  me  down  ;  I  fhall  in  malice 

And  deep  revenge,  fling  out  upon  may-day 

Among  the  apprentices,  without  fear  or  wit  : 

If  you  chance  to  be  arretted,  I  dare  kill 

Any  thing  but  a  ferjeant ;  he's  lap'd 

In  law,  a  wearing  ttronger  far  than  buff  : 

If  any  gentleman  ne'er  fo  much  provok'd, 

Prick  him  between  the  feams,  or  knock  his  brains  out. 

Which  is  the  furer  way,  (for  molt  o'thefe 

Vermin  would  fain  be  kill'd)  he  is  fure  to  take 

His  leave  at  the  town's  end  ;  his  breakfaft  is 

Ty'd  up,  and  Hays  for  him  near  my  lord  mayor's 

Banquetting-houfe,  made  for  the  city  progrefs. 

Star.  1  like  his  humour. 

Nurfe.  Nay  he  has  a  fconce, 
And  {hall  be  of  our  counfel ;  afterward, 
Your  worfhip  may  entertain  him — Look  you,  Clofe, 
There  is  a  plot  to  help  this  gentleman 
At  night,  when  they  are  abed  :  and  if  you  went 
To  bed  betimes,  to  avoid  fufpicion, 
'Twere  never  the  worfe  ;  I'll  fay  you  are  not  well : 
D'ye  mark  ?  this  honeft  gentleman  fhall  be 
Let  into  miftrefs  Frances'  bed-chamber.  . 

Clofe.  Without  her  knowledge  ? 

Nurfe.  You  fhall  only  attend 
To  give  him  notice  from  me  when  to  come, 
And  watch  about  the  houfe,  he  may  get  off 
Without  difcovery  ;  that  is  all . 

Clofe.  So,  fo,  I  fhan't  keep  the  door  ? 

Nurfe.  I  can  do  that. 

Clofe.  Let  me  alone  to  give  you  notice  who 
Stirs  about  houfe. 

x  Enter   Hartixell, 

Nurfe.  Away,  'tis  matter  Hartwell, 
We'll  not  be  feen  together, 

Go  your  ways  ...  [Exit  Nurfe  and  Startup. 

F  4  Clofe. 
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Clofe.  A  fooliih  knave  and  bawd,  that  do  want  no- 
thing 
But  carting;  I  would  fooner  fee  that  triumph, 
Than  all  the  pageants  a  day  after  Simon 
And  Jude,  when  the  fine  city  goes  a  feafling. 
Oh,  fir,  I  have  news  ;  yes,  they  are  gone,  brave  news, 
Your  gentlewoman  can  hold  out  no  longer  : 
This  night  there  will  be  a  ftratagem  ;  the  governefs, 
Old  madam  Humpeapampe  the  nurfe,  has  promised 
To  admit  the  country-gentleman,  when  all 
Are  abed,  into  her  chamber — Yes,  yourmiftrefs's  : 
lm  o'th'  plot  to  lie  perdue,  and  give 
The  word  if  any  firelock  approach  ; 

The  reft  imagine If  he  have  not  art  to 

Perfuade  her  to  the  feat  with  him,  yet  there 

Be  tricks,  and  he  may  be  furpriz'd  i'th'  chamber, 

And  fhe  may  be  compelPd  to  marry  him  in 

Her  own  defence There  have  been  fuch  devices. 

Hart.  Does  fhe  confent  ? 

Clofe.  She  is  betray'd  to't,  fir. 

Hart.  Thou  wilt  not  be  fo  bafe. 

Clofe.  And  I  had  meant  it, 
I  ne'er  had  told  you  this  :  can  you  make  ufe 
Of  this  intelligence  ? 

Hart.  Th'art  my  honeft  fervant. 

Clofe.  I  promis'd  to  be  his. 

Hart.  I  have  it — Canit 
By  any  means  procure  me  his  cloaths  ? 

Clofe.    With   eafe He'll  go   to  bed  betimes,    to 

'void 
Sufpicion  ;  that's  a  part  of  our  defign. 

Hart.  I  could  not  wifh  a  happier  opportunity, 
To  try  how  fhe  affects  this  gaudy  fool, 
And  clear  my  faith  to  her  ;  which  her  mother's  watch 
Will  not  permit  :  fhe  has  I  fear  obferv'd 
My  new  familiarity  with  the  mother, 
Which  I'm  compelPd  to,  and  muft  cure  this  way  : 
Fail  me  not,  Clofe,  and  propound  thy  own 
Reward. 

Clofe, 
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Clofe.  Tell  me  yourpurpofe,  and  let  my  wit 
Difpofe  of  him. 

Hart.  Profperme,  love,  in  this. 

Clofe.  And  you  fall  'to  your  prayers 
With  good  love  lack  about  us,   I  mail  fufpect 
You  will  not  thrive  :  you  mould  £0  to  a  wench 
As  gentlemen  fall  to  oiflers,  without  ceremony, 

Or  faying  grace  ;    devotion  will   fpoil  all 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Playfair>  and  the  Dofior  his  brother* 

Do  SI.  Right  as  an  arrow. 

Play.  Witty  engineer  I 
But  was  ihe  taken  with  the  plot  ? 

Docl.  I  was 
CompelPd  to  frame  anoutfide  of  a  reafon, 
Leil  ner  own  mirth  mould  play  the  traitor  with  us, 
Her  fpleen  was  fo  dilated  ;  he  believes 
She's  mad :  which  change  makes  for  us. 

Play.  Excellent. 

D08.  And  he  that  you  employ'd,  the  purfuivant, 
Shew'd  fuch  a  furly  rafcal,  tne  poor  uiurer 
Trembled  as  bawds  beneath  the  lafh. 

Play.  He  comes  then. 

Dod.  With  as  much  joy,  as  to  receive  a  hanging. 

Play.  He  would  be  whipp'd,  and  fay  his  prayers  at 
Paul's  in  a  white  meet. 

Do  Si.  That  were  penance  to  him  : 
Nay  he  would  pay  as  much  as  he  mould  fine 
For  alderman,  though  half  his  foul  went  with  it, 
For  his  quietus  ;  he  does  apprehend 
Nothing  but  earthquakes. 

Enter  three  Lords  % 

Play.  How  I  am  rampant 
With  the  imagination  ! — Bid  the  mufick 
Be  readv,  they  know  all  their  flourilhes: 

F  5  But 
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Eut  fhift  you  quickly — my  honourable  lords 

[Exit  Dcfior. 
How  they  do  look  like  fiatefmen  !  where's  your  tooth- 
pick? 
Excellent  !  bear  your  ftaff  handfomely  ;  contradl 
Your  brow,  and  look  more  fupercilioufly. 

1  Lord.  I  warrant  you  for  my  part. 

2  Lord.  We  came  now  from  pra&ice. 
Flay.  Can  ye  do't  with  confidence  ? 

2  Lord.    Thefe  very  cloaths  have  made  me   proud 

already : 
It  was  fome  lord's  caft  fuit,  I'll  lay  my  life. 

3  Lrrd.  And  mine  ;  it  fmells  of  honour. 

Enter  one  <i»ith  perfume. 

Play.  More  perfume  ! — So,  fo ;  how  now  man  ? 

z   Lord.  He  looks  pale;  my  lord,  how  d'ye? 

z  Lord.  Well,   well,  I  hope  'tis  but  conceit. 

Phy.  Of  what  ? 

3  Lord.  Will  the  pox  lie  in  cloaths  ?  I  cannot  tell, 
I  find  fome  alteration  in  my  body 
Since  I  fhifted. 

Pixy.   'Tis  a  meer  conceit  ; 
They  were  an  honeil  man's,  upon  my  knowledge, 
A  captain  of  the  train'd-band  in  the  country  : 
They  were  bought  againfl  the  general  mufter  laft  ; 
He  wore  'em  that  day,  and  moil  carefully  fent  'em  up 
To  tafte  our  London  lavender. 

3    Lord.  Sir,  you  have 
Satisfied  me. 

Play.  Be  fprightful  :  where's  this  prince, 
Whofe  nod  mult  make  us  double  before  age  ? 
I  long  to  kifs  his  hand. 

2  Lord.  He's  here, 

{Flourifi. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lamhert,  Playfairs  brother  y  for  the  fourth   lord, 
fir  Polda<vis  and  attendants. 

Play.    Now  by  that  fprig,  a  pretty  lump  of  majefty, 
No  actor  could  become  it  half  fo  royally  : 
But  wilt  thou  not  be  out  of  thy  king's  part, 
And  when  wine  is  wanting  at  the  banquet, 
Call  upon  drawers,  quarrel  with  your  nobles  ? 
Or  when  we  fha31  prefent  our  man  of  mortgages, 
Take  him  afide,  and  borrow  half  a  crown 
To  give  your  whore  benevolence,  which  truiled 
For  your  laft  tilting  ?  or  be  drunk  too  foon, 
And  leave  our  project  in  the  dirt  ? 

Lam.  My  lords, 
This  fellow's  infolence  mufr,  be  corrected  : 
Bifpofe  him  in  what  prifon  you  think  fit. 

4    Lord.  He's  mad,  I  think. 

Lam.  To  bedlam  with  him  then: 
Is  this  a  place  for  fools  and  madmen  ?  who 
Admitted  him  ?  take  him  away  ;  fee  you 
He  be  well  whipped,  and  let  him  thank  our  mercy, 
Bandog. 

Play.  I  quake  already  ;  excellent  Lambert! 
Cool,   cool  thy  lungs,  and  whifper  with  fome  lord 
Thou  wo't  be  a  key  too  high  elfe  :  good  fir  P  old  avis, 
Matter  of  the  houfe,  at  whofe  coil  we  are 
Entertained  ! 

Pol.  My  part  is  rotten 
In  my  head,  doubt  not. 

Enter  Purfuivant. 

Play.  Is  he  come  ? 
Pur.  He  waits  at  the  firft  chamber. 
Play.  Then  let  the  lutes 
Begin,  and  then  admit  him,  [Lutes, 

F   6  Enter 
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Enter  Hornet, 

Hor.  Here's  revelling,   my  purfe  mull  be  fqueez'd 
for't : 
That's  the  king,  the   reft  are  bare;    how  fupplethey 

are 
I'th'  hams  !  that  courtier  has  oil'd  his  joints  : 
He  looks  this  way,  they  point  at  me  ;    a  rot 
O'that   knave's  finger. 

2  Lord.  What  fellow's  this  ?  who  waits  ? 

Fur.  It  was  his  grace's  pleafure,  he  was  fent  for. 

2  Lord.  My  good  lord! 

4  Lord.  My  lord  of  Noland,  as  you  were  faying. 

Lam.  Is  this  the  man  whom  you  fo  much  commended 
for  his  abilities  ? 

Hor.   I  fmelino  good  from  that  word  ability. 

Lam.  Difcreet,  and  read  i'th'  commonwealth,  a  man 
Fit  for  employment  in  fome  embaffy  ? 

Pol.  The  very  fame. 

Lam.  His  countenance  is  promifing. 

Pol.   If  the  king 
Of  Spain  had  but  his  head,  that  politick  head, 
I  know  who  might  go  fifh  for  the  Low-countries. 

Lam.  His  garments  are  but  coarfe. 

Pol.  His  mind  is  rich. 

Hor.  They  praife  me  :  I  am  a  thoufand  pounds  the 
worfe. 

La?n.  Kneel  down — Thy  name  ? 

Her.  Giles  Hornet,  your  poor  creature. 

Lam.    We'll  knight  him. 

Hor.  I  do  befeech  you,  fir,  to  fpare  this  honour, 
I  am  not  able  to  maintain  myfelf  ; 
There  be  more  knights  than  can  live  well  already. 

Pol.  Neglecl  his  favour  ? 

Lam.  Be  it  your  care 
To  give  his  body  more  becoming  ornaments, 
He  mail  be  like  himfelf  then  j  we  will  confer 
More  honours  on  him. 

.     4  Lord. 
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4  Lord.  I>o  you  make  hafte,  his  grace 
Will    have  you  new   thatch'd  ;    you  mufl   have   rich 

cloaths 
Fitting  your  flate  and  honourable  title. 

Hor.  Thefe  will  be  good  enough  for  me,  'las  I   am 
not  able. 

4  Lord.  Nay  you  mull   have  them  from  his   ward- 
robe,  fir, 
They'll  coil  you  nothing  ;  you'll  look  in  thefe 
Like  a  poor  knight  of  Windfor. 

Lam.  Where  be  the  ladies,  and  the  bride? 

Pol.  She's  your  grace's  handmaid  ;  they 
Are  dancing,  fir,  within. 

Lam.   Direcl  us  to  'em,  pr'ythee  ; 
When  he  is  ready,  give  us  knowledge—-     \FlcuriJh, 

[Exeunt, 
4  Lord.  Yes,  fir. 

Hor,  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

4  Lord.  You  were  befl  prepare, 
Your  cloaths  will  be  here  prefently  ;  the  king 
Will  fend  to  you  before  y'are  ready  ;  call 
Your  old  lkin  oft* :  do  you  not  to  fave  meets 
And  trouble,  wrap  yourfelf  a'nights  i'th'  blankets  ? 
Or  are  they  alham'd  to  (hew  the  linings  ? 

Hor.  Hum — If  this  be  but  a  preparative  for  a  whip, 
•ping, 
What  cafe  am  I  in  ? 

Enter  'ferwant  <with  cloaths. 

3  Lord.  Well  faid,  now  they  are  come  ; 
Be  nimble  now,  and  help  to  ftrip  him. 

Hor.  'Las !    mufl    I  wear  this   doublet  ?     it   would 
yield 
Heaven  knows  how  much  to  burn. 

4  Lord,  You  may  be  defperate 

When  'tis  on,  and  burn  your  body  with  it,  fir. 
Hor.  I  fha'nt  know  myfelf. 
Sert  fit  as  'twere  made,  fir, 

Enter 
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Enter  Playfair. 

Pity.  Which  is  fir  Giles  ? 

Hor.  I  am  not  knighted  yet. 

Play,  You  have  your  grace,  and  may  be  calFd  To. 

Hor.  Have  I  the  grace  to  be  a  knight  ? 
I  am  the  man  you  pleafe  to  call  fir  Giles. 

Play.  Then  I  congratulate  your  happy  fortune ; 
Y'are  like  to-be  exalted  ;  his  grace  talks 
Much  on  you  ;  I'll  be  proud  to  be  your  fervant : 
Sir  Robert,  a  word. 

Hor.  What  gentleman  is  this  ? 

Ser0  The  bridegroom,  fir  ;  in  great  favour  I  can  tell 
you, 
And  new  created  bv  his  hi^hnefs,  baron 
Of  Landfkip  ;  his  living  is  far  off. 

Hor.  My  very  good  lord,  my  breeches  are  almoll  on, 

Ser.  Here  be  your  keys. 

Hor.  His  majefty  has  pieas'd  to  fhine  upon 
A  piece  of  barren  earth. 

Play.  You  are  too  modeft : 
The  king  hath  been  infornVd,  fir  Giles,  you  are 
One  of  the  ableft  men  in  his  dominions  : 
Should  virtue  ftili  be  cloath'd  in  rags?  advance  it 
To  honour  and  regard  :  you  wade  your  brain 
At  home  in  cheap  and  low  engagements,  fweat 
Your  foul  out,  for  a  poor' and  paltry  living: 
Old  houfes,  let  'em  fall  to  the  dull  lord 
O'th'  manor  ;  iwitch.  me  up  a  town  together, 
Or  meddle  not ;  this  and  that  itraggling  acre 
Not  worth  your  care  :  fludy  monopoly, 
May  fweep  the  kingdom  at  afiroke  :  defpife 
A  project  will  not  bring  in  half  the  city : 
Find  out  a  way  to  forfeit  all  the  charters : 
Have  an  exchequer  of  your  own,  and  keep 
The  princes  round  about  in  pen£on  : 
Thefe  are  becoming  bufinefies,  and  fpeak  a  ftatcfma».. 


Hor, 
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Hor.  You  do  talk  flrange  things,  my  lord— * 
So,  now  my  keys,  good  gentlemen,  my  keys. 

4  Lord.  You  have  'em,  fir. 

Hor,  Cry  mercy. 

Play.  They  are  things 
Material  to  our  bufinefs. 

4  Lord.  And  we'll  have  'em  again  : 
Let  me  alone,  the  barber  has  not  done  yet ; 
When  he's  i'th'  fuds,  we  may  be  more  familiar 
With's  worfhip's  pocket,  and  return  'em  quaintly, 

Play,  I  will  count  it  one  of  my  felicities 
To  be  a  witnefs  of  your  honour,  fir, 

Hor.  Oh  my  good  lord  of  Landfkip — - 

Ser.  How  mall  we  difpofe  of  thefe  ? 

4  Lord.  The  hangman  will  not  have  'em  ;  and  I  fear 
They  will  corrupt  the  well ;  faith,  give  'em  ftable-room, 
They're  dung  already. 

Enter  frjl    Lord. 

1  Lord.  My  lord,  the  king  afks  for  you  ;  good  fir 
Giles,  'tis  fo  decreed  ;  write  me  rth'  number  of  your 
faithful  friends. 

Play.  We  mufl  attend. 

4  Lord,  Do  not  yet  fay  he's  ready, 
The  barber  Hill  has  a  duty  to  difpatch, 
He  will  be  an  hour  a  rubbing,  warning,  powdering — 
Then  Til  attend  him  to  his  prefence. 

Play.  We  mall  excufe  him  fo  long  Rill,  yourfervant — » 

\Ex.  Play,  and  I  Lord. 

4  Lord.  The  barber,  fir,  attends  in  the  next  room. 

Hor.  I  wo'nt  {have. 

4  Lord.   He  fears  his  throat. 

Hor.  I  never 
Giye  above  three -pence. 

4  Lord.  Talk  not  you  of  charge, 
You  have  but  yet  your  welcome  ;  do  not  you 
Think,  good  fir  Giles,  but  we  can  fhave  you  too  ? 

\Exevhi, 
Enter 
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Enter  Clofe  and  Startup, 

Star,  Where  is  he,  Clofe  ? 

Clofe,  I  told  him,  fir, 
You  lay  in  a  chamber  o'th'  other  fide 
The  houfe,  whither  he's  gone  with  his  fword  drawn, 
And  curfes  of  themfelves  able  to  kill  you  ; 
You  did  affront  him  once,  and  now  his  miitrefs 
Has  quite  neglected  him  for  your  love,  he  thinks, 
He'll  make  you  an  example  to  all  rivals ; 
I'll  bring  your  cloaths  t'ye  after  :  yet  your  fear 
And  running,  fir,  will  keep  you  warm  enough. 

Star,  Honeft  Clofe,  thou  hall  fav'd  my  life. 

Clofe.  Death  !  is  he  not  behind  you  ?  this  way,  good 
fir —  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Nurfe  and  miflrefs  Frances. 

Nurfe.  Have  you  not  made  a   fine  choice?    I  did 
ever 
Think  he  was  falfe  ;  your  mother  did  but  counterfeit 
The  love  -fick  widow,  all  this  while,    to  try  him. 

Fran.  To  try  him,  nurfe  ? 

Nurfe.  She  told  me  fo  herfelf, 
Alluring  him  the  'ftate  was  hers,  and  you 
At  her  devotion :  put  him  to  his  choice 
To  take  her  with  the- wealth,  or  you  with  nothing  ; 
What  followed  you  have  heard — Come,  be  wife  yet, 
And  love  the  country-gentleman  that  doatson  you; 
He's  rich,  and  half  a  fool  :  I'll  fetch  him  to  you — 

[Exit  Nurfe, 

Fran,  My  mother  counterfeit  !  why  may  not  Hart- 
well 
Pretend  as  well  as  fhe,  fearing  her  anger 
And  policy,  if  he  refus'd  her  love  ? 
I  have  obferv'd  fome  forrow  in  his  gefture, 
As  he  were  willing  to  deliver  fomething, 
If  opportunity  would  give  him  leave. 

He 
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He  cannot  be  fo  falfe  ;  now  I  fufpecl 
He  does  obey  fome  dire  necemty  ; 
'Twould  puzzle  a  wife  lover  to  be  fo 
Severely  put  to't. 

Enter  Nurfe,  and  Hartivel/  difguifd, 

Nurfe.  On  like  a  bold  captain, 
Give  her  a  broadfide,  fhe's  within  your  fhot  1 
I'll  leave  you — 

Fran,  'Tis  the  fool ;  why,  Nurfe— 

Hart.  Nay,  flee  not 
Before  you  hear. 

Fran.  'Tis  Hartwell. 

Hart.  If  my  voice  betray  me  not. 

Fran.  Why  in  this  Ihape  ?  fome  trick  in'r, 
He  hides  his  face  ;  I'll  put  him  to't  however, 
Although  the  hour  be  unfeafonable  ;  any  time 
We  may  exprefs  our  joy — My  nurfe  once  told  me 
You  were  not  well,  and  gone  to  bed  :  your  health 
Is  welcome  as  mine  own  ;  I  dare  not,  fir, 
In  modefty  prefume  to  bid  you  flay, 
And  to  requite  your  pains,  kind  mailer  Startup— 

Hart.  She  knows  me  not. 

Fran.  Forgive  me  if  I  blufh  : 
I  have  no  other  way,  but  to  declare 
My  eyes,  that  late  frown'd  on  your  love,  fliall  fmile. 

Hart.  On  me  ? 

Fran.  On  none  but  you:    I  have  been  too 
Unkindly  dealt  withal  by  Hartwell,  whom 
How  dearly  I  afFedled  good  heaven  knows  : 
But  I  have  read  difcretion  to  my  fancy, 
And  were  be  here,  he  fhould  be  witnefs  of 
My  vows  to  you,  if  you  accept  my  heart, 
And  can  with  equal  truth  embrace  it:  I 
Will  chufe  my  hufband  here;  you,  only  you 
(This  faith  isregifter'd  in  heaven)  (hall  challenge 
From  me  a  wife's  obedience. 

Enter 
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Enter  Nurfe,  Hartnvell  planet -f ruck. 

Nurfe.  Away,  her  mother's  up  ;  I  would  not  for 
A  thoufand  pound  ihe  find  you  in  this  chamber — - 

[Exit  Frances* 

Hart.  I  have  undone  myfelf. 

'Nurfe.  Sweet  mailer  Startup, 
To  your  own  iodging,  take  this  clofe  lanthorn  with  ye. 
PafTion  of  me,  what  makes  her  rife  ? 

Hart.  I  will  difcover  yet. 

Nurfe.  Difcover  what  ? 
How  !  matter  Hartwell ! 

Hart.  You  have  midnight-plots. 

Nurfe.  Oh  we  are  wretched  !  miferable  !  what  have  I 
done  ? —  [Exit. 

Hart.  Oh  who  mall  lead  me  to  a  world  where  are     - 
No  women  !  farewell  all :  I'll  be  above 
Your  charms,  and  find  out  death  a  cure  for  love— 

[Exit. 


ACT      IV. 

Enter  Startup   and  Clofe. 

Startup. 

WHERE    are  we  now  ?    'tis   very  cold,  why 
doft  not 
Lead  me  to  fome  houfe  ? 

Clofe.  What,  at  this  time  of  night  ? 
All  people  are  abed ;  the  very  owls 
Are  in  dead  fleep  :  or  if  we  could 
Be  admitted,  would  you  venture  o'this  faihkm, 

And 
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And  publifh  your  difgrace  ?  proclaim  yourfelf 

Coward,  and  lay  fome  imputation 

Upon  the  place  you  came  from,  where  your  hopes 

May  yet  be  fair  for  marriage  ?  this  brunt  over, 

To  meet  a  drunkard  now  were  comfortable, 

Whofe  eyes  enflam'd  would  ferve  inftead  of  torches  ; 

Or  he  might  fpit  flap-dragons  from  his  fire 

Of  fack,  and  light  us ;  but  no  fober  man, 

Confidering  what  cafe  you  are  in,  fir, 

By  my  confent  mould  fee  us — 

Star.  Ha,  what's  that  ? 

Clcfe.  Where  ?  where  ?  a  fire- drake  ! 

Star.  Now  'tis  gone ;  'tis  bright 
Again  ;  is't  not  a  fpirit  ?  oh,  deliver  me  ! 

Clofe.  I  have  heard  fome  fuch  things  ufe  to  walk  the 
fields. 

Star.  What  mall   I  do  ? 

Clofe.  Pray,  pray,  with  as  much  ilrength 
As  if  you  had  no  land,  or  were  connn'd 
To  my  annuity  ;  now  I  hear  no  fpirits, 
Thefe  riches  make  us  cowards :  hide  yourfelf, 
Hide  yourfelf,  I  will  go  nearer —  [Ex.  Clofe. 

Star.    Doft    know    the   devil,    if    thou  feefl   him, 
Clofe  ? 
A  pox  o'  love,  if  this  be  the  reward  on't ; 
Some  call  it  fire,  but  I  find  no  fuch  matter  ; 
I  am  frozen  to  the  blanket,  and  my  teeth 
Strike  one  another,  and  keep  time  like  hammers ; 
I  do  believe  if  they  were  beaten   out, 
They  would  make  falfe  dice,  there's  quickfilver  in  'era 
Already,  by  their  dancing. 

Ejiter  Clofe, 

Clofe.  Sir,  where  are  you  ? 

Star.  Here,  I  am   hereitill. 

Clofe.  Y'are  a  dead  man. 

Star,  More  terror  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Clofe. 
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Clofe.  'T  is  my  matter 
With  a  dark  Ian  thorn,  and  purfues  us,,  by 
This  darknefs  ;  'tis  his  voice,  wrap  yourfelf  up, 
And  roll  into  fome  ditch  ;  flight  will  betray  us. 

Star.  I  were  as  good  be  kill'd,  and  yet  111  venture — 

Exit* 

Clofe.  'Tis  he  indeed,  and  more  than  I  expected  : 
The  matters  do  not  fadge  well  with  his  miftreis. 

Enter  Hartivell  <witk  a  dark  lantborn. 

Hart.  What  a  fweet  thing  is  night !  how  calm  and 
harmlefs ! 
No  whifpering  but  of  leaves,  on  which  the  breath 
Of  heaven  plays  mufick  to  the  birds  that  flumber  : 
Here  are  no  objects  to  betray  our  fenfe 
To  a  repentance  \  nor  can  women,  thus 
Advantag'd  by  the  tapers  of  the  night, 
Spread  their  temptations  to  undo  poor  man. 
What  a  fine  book  is  heaven  !  which  we  may  read 
Beft  now,  when  every  ftar  is  a  fair  letter. 
How  much  they  wrong    thee,    night,    that   call   thee 

guilty 
Of  rapes  and  murders  !  'tis  the  day,  that  like 
A  glorious  whore  engageth   men  to  act  'em. 
And  taking  then  the  darknefs  to  obfeure  'em, 
We  unjuftly  lay  the  fhame  upon  thy  brows, 
That  art  fo  innocent,  thou  never  faw'ft  'em  : 
Befriended  with  the  filence,  I  begin 
To  wander  ;  there's  no  wildernefs  abroad 
To  him  that's  loll  at  home. 

Clofe.  Sir! 

Hart.  Who's  that? 

Clofe.    One  that  has  ta'en  fome  pains  for  you   to- 
night : 
I  am  Clofe. 

Hart.  What  mak'ft  thou  here  ? 

Clofe.  I  wait  upon  my  charge, 
I  lead  your  rival  a  proceffion 

In's 
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In's  fhirt,  perfuading  him  you  had  refolv'd 

To  cut  his  throat  elfe  :  he's  hard  by  at's  prayers, 

And  thinks  you  have  purfu'd  him. 

Hart.  Ha  !  PD  do't : 
Shew  me  the  fool,  by  all  my  hopes  I'll  kill  him, 
And  fend  his  bafe  heart  as  a  prefent  to  her  ; 
Fate  has  prefented  me  with  this  revenge, 
And  I  will  not  delay  his  death  a  minute. 
Clofe.  Indeed  you  fhan't. 
Hart.  How  ? 
Clofe.  You  dare  not. 
Hart.  My  drudge  affront  me  !  are  you  grown  his 

champion  ? 
Clofe.  Not  I,  fir,  but  you  dare  not  do  an  acl 
So  much  againft  the  honour  of  a  gentleman  ; 
You  wo'not  kill  him  bafely. 
Hart.    No. 
Clofe.   Why  then 
There  is  no  fear,  but  he'll  live  long  enough  : 
I'll  undertake,  he  ne'er  mall  grow  provided 
To  fight  with  ye  ;  and  other  fatisfattion, 
Name  it  and  take  it  ;  fo  I'll  fetch  him  to  you. 

Hart.    Stay,    I  have   been  too  paflionate,   let  him 
live 
To  be  her  punifhment ;  that's  revenge  enough, 
While  I  purfue  my  own  ways. 
Clofe.   Whither  now  ? 

Hart.  Whither  you  muft  not  follow,  by  thy  honefly  : 
I  charge  thee  come  not  after  me. 

Clcfe.  That  binds  my  attendance,  fir. 
Hart.  But  not  when  I  command  the  contrary  : 
If  thou  doft  move  this  way,  thou  draw'ft  mine  anger  ; 
Mind  the  prefervation  of  the  fame  thing  you 
Undertook  :  farewell ;  if  thou  doft  love  me, 
Follow  not,  nor  queftion  ;  'tis  in  my  power 
To  iofe  thee  or  myfelf —  [Exit. 

Clofe.  I  cannot  fee  i'th'  dark  with  fpeclacles, 
And  mine  eyes  have  loft  him  o'the  fudden. 
Well,  I  muft  hope  the  belt ;  what  mall  I  dq 

With 
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With  my  hen-hearted  lover,  who  would  give 

Half  his  eftate  this  cold  fit  were  well  over  ? 

I  fhall  make  work  for  the  phyficians — 

Caudles  and  cullices  will  not  reftore  him  ; 

If  he  but  'fcape  with  life,  I  am  not  forry  : 

He  may  be  a  foldier,  and  endure  the  trenches  ; 

I  put  himfirfl  to  the  becoming  fufferance. 

But  what  are  thefe?  an  army  of  horns  and  halberts  ? 

Upon  my  confcience,  the  watch :  I  thought 

The  fields  had  not  been  haunted  with  thefe  goblins— 

I  cannot  run  ;  if  I  mould  fquat,  and  they 

Find  me,  there  were  no  mercy  but  Bridewell, 

Or  fome  fuch  loufy  place :  I  am  refolv'd 

To  call  away  a  few  words  upon  'em — 

A  leg,  and  worfhipping  the  conftable 

That  leads  the  rufty  regiment,  will  quit  me  ; 

I  pafs  the  gates  with't  often,  and  fo  may 

The  devil,  if  he  pay  the  porter — Blefs  ye, 

My  mailers,  what  o'clock  is't  ? 

Enter  Conft  able  and  Watch. 

i    Watch.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Conft.  I  charge  you  (rand. 

Clofe.  Your  wor;;.lp  may  do  much. 

Con  ft.  Where  nave  you  been  ? 

Clofe.  At  IHington,  an't  pleafe  you,  about  bufinefs. 

2  Watih.   .iome  thief,  I  warrant  him,  no  honeft  man, 
I  know  by  his  bafket-hilt  ;  fome  rogue  that  watches : 
The  fields  are  pefter'd  with  fuch  flurdy  robbers. 

Clcfe.  He  is  a  rogue  that  watches,  for  my  part. 

Conft.    He  calls  my  watch-men   rogues ;    perfidious 
traitor  ! 

i  Watch.  How  !  mailer  conftable, 
You  are  one  yourfelf. 

Conft.  Sirrah,  I  will  teach  you  to  commit  felony. 

Clofe^  How,  fir  !  will  you  teach  me  to  commit  felo- 
ny r  take  heed  what  you  fay,  if  I  commit  felony  by 
vour  authority. 

Cenft. 
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Conft.  My  'tority  (hall  flretch  for't  ;  away  with  him  ; 
if  you  be  not  whipp'd  for  thefe  interrogatories,  his  ma- 
jefty-  fhall  keep  his  own  peace  himfelf ;  is  this  a  time 
anight  to  call  honed  men  rogues  ?  away  with  him. 

Clofe.  Good  fir! 

2  Watch.  We  will  provide  you  lodging, 

Clofe.  Where? 
Watch.   New-prifon. 

Clofe.  But  are  you  in  earneit,  gentlemen  ? — For  what  ? 

i  Watch.  For  anfwering  the  Confiable. 

Clofe.  Cry  him  mercy  ; 
I  fhew'd  him  too  much  manners,  if  there  be 
No  remedy. 

2  Watch.  We'll  humble  ycd. 

Clofe.  I  have  a 
Companion  hereabouts — Where  are  you,  fir  ? 

Star,  [From  within.]  Here,  in  a  ditch. 

i  Watch.  They  feldom  go  alone, 
We'll  find  him  out.     Ha,  urrah — 

Cloje.  Do  you  hear  ? 
You  watch  about  thefe  places  for  no  good, 
It  feems. 

Confi.  We  watch  indeed  for  knaves. 

Clofe.  You  dare  not 
Speak  to  their  faces — Some  of  you  I  am  fure 
Do  watch  for  the  good  mailers  o'th'  parifh. 

Enter  Startup. 

Star.   I  thank  you,    honeft  men — Where  art  thou, 

Clofe  ? 
Clofe.  Here — Thefe  good   men   will    help    us   to  a 

lodging. 
Star.  Blefling  o'  their  heart — I  am  almoft  ftarv'd. 
C^nfl.  Yes,    yes,  we'll  d'  ye  the  favour— Come  a- 

away,  fir. 
Star.  Where  fhall  we  go  now  ? 
I  Watch.  To  prifon. 
Star.  How,  Clofe  ? 
Conjl.  You  fhall  be  clofe  enough. 

Clofe. 
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Clofe.  I  follow,  fir, 
I  cannot  leave  you  in  adverfity — 
All  this  is  for  your  health — Clean  ftraw  is  warm,  fir. 
You  have  the  benefit  of  being  naked  ; 
I  fhall  have  work  to-morrow  in  my  woollen. 

Confi.  Away,  away,  bring  'em  away —  [Exeunt. 

Enter  mijlrtfs  Bellamy  and  Nurfe. 

Bel.  I  heard  fome  noife,  look,  call  up  the  fervants, 
See  if  the  gentlemen  be  abed  ;  I  am  troubled 

[Exit  Nurfe. 
I  have  not  dealt  fo  nobly  as  became  me 
With  Hartwell  ;  and  that  love  which  I  pretended, 
If  I  have  drawn  his  fancy  to  afreet  me, 
Muft  make  him  fatisfa&ion  ;  his  language 
And  foft  demeanor,  when  he  gave  me  up 
His  refolution,  made  me  quite  forget 
My  purpofe  to  have  chid  him  for  his  levity, 
So  foon  to  leave  my  daughter,  who  I  know 
Hath  plac'd  him  near  her  heart ;  and  I  have  done 
Her  injury,  by  this  trial  of  his  truth. 

Enter  Nurfe. 

Nurfe.  Ohmiflrefs! 

Bel.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Furfe.  Mailer  Startup 
Is  not  abed,  nor  mafter  Hartwell. 

Bel.  This  is  very  ftrange. 

Nurfe.  I  dare  not  tell  her  of  his  fhift — they're  gone, 
The  doors  I  found  left  open,  and  no  fign 
Which  way  they  are  berlowed. 

Bel.  This  puzzles  me : 
Pray  heaven  there  be  no  mifchief  in  this  abfence  : 
Is  Frank  abed  ? 

Nurfe.  Yes. 

BeL  What  mould 
Move  'em   to  leave  my   houfe    fo  late  I    and  mafter 
Hartwell  Without 
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Without   his    cloaths — Some    knock — they're  there — 
go  fee —  [Knock. 


Belhrew  me  but  I  trembled, 


[Exit  Nurfe, 


Enter  Nurfe, 

Nurfe.  *Tis  a  ftranger, 
And  fays  he  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Bel.  At  this  late  hour  ! 
What  accidents  are  thefe  r  from  whence  ? 

Nurfe.   I  know  not. 

Bel.  Has  he  no  name  ?   what  mould  this  mean  ? 

Nurfe.    He  fays 
He  is  a  countryman  of  mafler  Startup's. 

Bel.  Admit  him,  he  perhaps  may  bring  fomenews.. 

Enter  Country -gentleman, 

Coun,   By  your  leave   miitrefs,    pardon  my  impor: 
tunity 
At  fo  unfit  an  hour. 

Bel.  Y're  .welcome,   fir. 

Coun.  I  met  with  fortunate  directions, 
Though  I  came  late :   I  underftand  you  have 
A  guelt,  one  Startup,  of  Ncrthamptonlhire, 
That  comes  a  wooing  to  your  daughter. 

Bel.   Such 
A  one  there  was  that  fuppM  with  us,  and  went 
To  bed  -,   but  fincc,  as  I  have  faith,  I  know  not 
Which  way  he  conveyed  himfelf :  another 
Gentleman  too  is  milling,    and  his  rival. 

Coun.   Pray  do  not  mock  me,  lady  ;   I  have  rid 
A  great  way,  and  the  bufmefs  much  concerns  him. 

Bel.  You  may  believe  me  :    he  is  no  fuch  treafure, 
I  mould  conceal  him. 

Enter  Frances, 
Coun*  Then  I  fee  you  dally  ; 
Know,  miftrefs,  you  may  flack  vour  preparations, 
Vol.  XII.  G '  Your 
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Your  daughter  mull  look  out  another  huiband  ; 
He  is  contracted. 
Fran.  How  ! 

'Court.  And  fomething  more, 
Gotten  with  child  one  that  without  blufhing 
I  cannot  call  my  daughter — He  fhall  make 
Her  credit  ftraight  again  :  although  my  fortunes 
Have  no  equality  with  his,  I  fhall 
Find  law  to  force  him. 

Fran.  You  preferr'd  this  Alitor — 
This  news  returns  my  blood. 

Bel.  Sir,  you  fhall  find 
All  truth  I  have  deliver'd  ;  I  am  not  forry 
To  hear  this  news  ;  this  is  no  time  tO'feek  him  : 
Pleafe  you  accept  the  lodging  that  was  his : 
My  fervant  fhall  attend  you  in  the  moaning, 
To  help  you  fearch. 

Coun.  You  feem  a  noble  gentlewoman, 
I  take  your  courtefy. 

Bel.  Nurfe,  a  light — Pray  walk,  fir — • 

[Exeunt  Coun.  and  Nurfe. 
Fran.  I  was  unkind  to  Hartwell,  he  not  wife — 
But  love  flill  apprehends  too  much,  or  nothing. 

Bel.  Frances,  a  word  :  do  you  not  know  what  is 
Become  o'  thefe  gentlemen  ? 

Fran.  Not  I,  their  abfence  is  ftrange  to  me. 
Bel.  Oh  Frank,  I  am  undone  ! 
Fran.  Good  heav'n  forbid. 
Bel.  This  gentleman,  matter  Hartwell, 
Whom  we  fhall  never  fee  again,  I  fear — 

Fran.  How,  mother !  are  you  acquainted  with  any 
caufe  to  fear  thus  ? 

Bel.  'Tis  in  vain  to  tell  thee  how  I  lov'd  him. 
Fran.  Blefs  my  fenfes !  you  love  him  ? 
Bel.  'Bove  all  the  world,  affectionately  plac'd  him 
Too  near  my  heart. 

Fran.  I  heard  you  made  pretence 
Of  love,  to  try  him  for  my  fake  ;  and  pardon  me 
If  yet  I  dare  not  believe  more. 

Bel. 
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Bel.  Oh,  Frank  ! 

Frank.  My  heart  doth  tremble,  I  feel  coldnefs  run 
Through  all  my  veins. 

Bel.  I  had  no  other  thought 
At  firft,  but  wifely  to  diftinguifh  whether 
His  heart  was  fix'd  on  thee,  or  my  eftate  ; 
With  refolution,  if  I  found  him  more 
A  courtier  of  thy  fortune,  than  thy  perfon, 
To  punifh  him  with  lofs  of  both  :  but  love 
Hath  chang'd  the  fcene  and  title  of  our  comedy  ; 
And  what  I  meant  mould  fettle  all  his  hopes, 
Hath  ruin'd  us  :  his  modeft  and  calm  anfwer 
To  accept  my  tender,  with  fuch  force  of  reafon 
Directed  to  my  fancy,  turn'd  my  purpofe, 
And  made  me   his  indeed,  his  perfedt  lover  : 
But  now  we  have  both  loft  him. 

Fran.  All  the  piety 
That  ever  taught  children  to  love  their  mother. 
Will  but  fuffice  to  keep  my  heart  obedient  : 
Was  ever  maid  fo  miserable  ?  was  there 
No  other  in  myjfate  to  be  my  rival  ? 
I  live  too  long  :  Oh  break,  my  poor  heart,  break  ! 
Wrhen  (he  that  gave  me  life,  hath  took  it  from  me, 

Bel.  Why  do  you  weep  ? 

Fran.  I  do  not  weep  ;  or  if 
I  do,  I  know  not  why. 

Bel.  Now  I  perceive 
Thy  duty  was  but  counterfeit ;  you  love  him# 
Upon  my  life  you  love  him  itill.    Have  my 
Commands  no  more  refpect  ?  my  care  and  love 
So  ill  rewarded  ?  that  I  defiring  but 
One  comfort  in  the  world,  mall  my  own  child 
Rife  up  to  take  that  from  me  ? 

Fran.  Alas,  I  knew  not  that  -   * 

You  lov'd  him  too  ;  indeed  I  had  rather  die 
Than  you  mould  call  me  rebel.    Parents  often 
Affedt  not  where  their  children  love  ;  but  you* 
.  With  too  much  loving  what  my  thoughts  delight  in, 
Have  quite  undone  your  daughter, 
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Bel.  Now  I  fee 
The  caufe  of  his  departure  in  this  fafhion  : 
Pray  heaven  he  hath  not  made  away  himfelf. 
Did  ever  child  deceive  a  mother  fo  ? 
I  have  a  fad  prefage  :  you  may  to  bed, 
And  rife  again  without  my  bleffing — yet 
You  may  flay — Wherefore  fhould  I  defpair 
Of  his  return  ? — you  fay  you  could  not  tell 
That  I  affeded  him. 

Fran.  Indeed  not  I, 
And  do  believe  it  now  againft  my  will  ; 
But  I  am  your  daughter. 

Bel.  Shew  it  in  conforming 
Yourfelf  to  my  defires,  and  what  is  paft 
I  can  forgive  you  :  if  he  come  again, 
Will  you  be  ruPd,  and  fhew  no  favour  to  him  ? 
For  'tis  in  you,  I  fee,  to  make  me  happy  : 
I  will  not  tie  you  to  affect  th'other  : 
Chufe  any  for  your  hufband,  but  this  man, 
My  love  and  prayers  ihall  go  along  with  you. 
Anfwer. 

Fran.  Indeed  I  dare  not ;  yet  could  I 
Put  off  the  knowledge  that  you  are  my  mother — 
Bel    What  then  ? 

Fran.  Though  my  imagination  allowed  you 
The  greateft  emprefs  in  the  world,  whofe  frown 
Could  kill,  and  eyes  at  pleafure  make  alive 
Again,  thus  I  could  anfwer. 
Bel.  Pray  let's  hear  ? 

Fran.  You  do  not  well  to  heap  oppreflion : 
Authority   was  given  to  preferve, 
Not  kill  the  poor  beneath  you  :  I  durfl  tell  you 
In  confidence  of  my  caufe,  that  you  betray 
Two  innocents  to  forrow  ;  and  though  heaven 
Look  on,  and  feem  to  fmile  upon  your  cruelty, 
Yet  there  is  thunder,  for  divorcing  thofe, 
Whofe  hearts  that  hath  conjoin'd  :  I  durft  fay  more, 
Though  all  your  terrors  were  prepar'd  to  punifh 
My  bold  defence,  and  call  you  tyrant. 

Bel. 
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Bel.  How  ? 

Fran.  A  moft  unjuft,  a  facrilegious  tyrant — 

Bel.  You  would  not  be  fo  violent  ? 

"Fran.  That  do 
Not  only  ruin  and  deface  the  altar, 
But  fteal  away  the  very  facrifice  : 
And  I  durft  add,  and  fmile  upon  your  anger, 
Though  a>  you  frown'd,  death  lurk'd  in  every  wrinkle, 
My  fours  above  your  tyranny  ;  and  would 
From  torturing  flames  receive  new  fire  of  love, 
And  make  your  eye  faint  to  behold  the  brightnefs 
Of  my  poor  body's  martyrdom  ;  and  if  ever 
Love  fhew'd  a  miracle,  my  heart  fhould  bear 
The  characters  of  him  you  have  torn  from  it, 
With  beams  about  it  like  a  faint  that  fuffer'd. 
But  as  you  are  my  mother,  thus  1  kneel, 
And  beg  a  pardon  for  my  innocence  ; 
If  that  offend  you,  live  you  happy  ftill, 
And  be  the  miftrefs  of  your  vows  :  live  to 
Enjoy  whom  you  affect  ;  may  every  hour 
Return  new  bleffrngs  on  you  both  ;  renew 
Your  fpring,  and  let  him  think  you  young  again  ; 
And  let  me  beg  but  this  for  all  my  duty, 
Againfl  the  day  you  marry  him,  to  provide 
My  coffin  3  for  I  fear  I  (ha' not  have 
Breath  many  minutes  after,  to  pray  for  you  : 
The  herbs  that  fnall  adorn  your  bridal  chamber, 
Will  ferve  my  funeral,  and  deck  my  hearfe  : 
Beneath  which  you  fnall  fay,  There  lies  your  daughter, 
That  dy'd  to  fhew  obedience. 

Bel.  Why  mouldit  thou 
Continue  thus  to  him  ? 

Fran.  I  know  he  loves  me 
Still,  though  hereafter  your  affections  may  meet. 

Bel.  And  they  (hall  meet, 
But  never  to  procure  thee  one  bad  thought  : 
Now  I  have  tried  you  both,  aiiure,  my  child, 
I  lov'd  him  but  for  thee;  difpofe  thyfelf 
To  be  his  bride  ;  this  news  at  his  return 
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Will  make  all  well  :• To  reft. 

Fran,  Can  this  be  true  ? 

Bel.  'Twere  fin  to  mock  thee  any  more— -To  bed. 

Fran,  No,  I'll  fpend  all  this  night  in  prayers  for  you, 
My  dearer!  mother — Oh,  my  Hartwell  !  {Exeunt, 

Enter  PI  ay  fair,  and  the  Doclor  his  brother. 

Docl.  How  like  you  her  now  ? 

Play.  The  morning  never  bloom'd 
So  frefh,  nor  Venus  with  more  charms  upon  her ; 
Adon  would  melt  before  her  eye,  and  woo 
Her  kifles  at  the  ^xpence  of  his  lait  breath  : 
Cupid  himfelf,   could  he  but  fee,  would  fall 
In  love  with  her,  and  throwing  away  his  fhafts, 
Offer  the  empty  quiver  to  her  eyes, 
Ambitious  to   fill  it  with  her  beams, 
The  Ieaft  of  which  would  wound  more  hearts,  than  all 
His  flock  of  golden  arrows. 

Docl.  No  more  raptures. 

Play.  Didft  thou  not  know  before,  that  love  is  able 
Without  the  help  of  fack  to  make  a  poet  ? 
My  nimble  Mercury,    Jove's  herald  in 
Reverfion. 

Doc?.  I  confefs, 
I  had  a  trick  of  Mercury,  when  I  pick'd 
His  pocket  for  the  keys. 

Play,  He  never  mifs'd  'em. 

Docl.  His  eyes  weredrench'd  in  fuds,  and  we  return'd 
'em 
Ere  they  recover'd  light. 

Play,  'Twas  excellent, 
He  was  in  darknefs  Hill. 

Docl.  D'ye  think  he'll  know  her  ? 

Play.  His  cloaths  already  have 
Made  him  forget  himfelf ;  or  if  he  have 
But  the  remembrance  of  fuch  a  woman, 
The  more  he  fees  her  now,  the  more  he'll  think 
The  change  impoffible. 

Docl.  Where  have  you  left  him  ? 
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Play.  I'th'  gallery,  where  with  much  patience 
He  does  expeft  his  Highnefs  will  fend  for  him. 

Dott,  Then  all  runs  fmooth,  his  wonder  does  continue. 

Play.    I  fed  that  humour  artificially, 
He  is  half  perfuaded  all  is  but  a  dream  yet  : 
To  which  imagination  his  cloaths 
Are  a  great  help,  becaufe  he  paid  not  for  'em  : 
Sometimes  he  is  very  merry,  then  again 
He  flruts  about  with  fuch  a  fcurvy  pride, 
As  fome  new  crept  into  nobility, 
When  thofe  of  their  firft  livery  come  to  fee  'em. 
His  honour  has  fo  chang'd  him,  that  he  now 
Knows  not  of  what  religion  he  is  ; 
Or  if  by  chance  he  thinks  of  his  firir.  faith, 
He  fpits  o'th'  hangings,  and  excufes  with 
I   do  not  like  the  ilory,  'tis  apocryphal : 
Sometimes  he'll  offer  at  a  \e£i, 
Frown  upon  any  man  that  will  pre  fume 
To  have  more  knowledge  in  worfe  cloaths:  I  told  h'm 
It  was  his  Grace's  pleafure  he  mould  be 
Controuler  at  the  mask,  and  he  did  fweat 
As  he  were  ftudying  for  fome  mighty   oaths 
To  clear  the  prefence. — He  is  here,  away — 

[  E  xeunt  D  oft  or  a  nd  PI  ay  fa  i)  ■ . 

Enter  Hornet  and  Polda<vis. 

Hor.  Are  ycu  the  mailer  of  the  houfe,  fir  Poldavis  ? 
I  heard  you  cali'd. 

Pol.  It  is  my  name, 
Sir  Giles,  unworthy  of  this  grace  his  Highnefs 
Has  daign'd  to  fhew  id  honouring  of  my  daughter. 

Her.  And  was  ihe  married  this  morning,  fay  you  ? 

Pol.  This  morn  ihe  loft  her  virgin  name. 

Hor.  I    have 
Not  feen  her  yet,  nor  any  of  the  ladies  ; 
You  have  but  little  noife,  methinks,  i'th'  houfe-. 

Pol.  It  would  offend  his  Grace. 

Hor.  Who,  as  you  fay, 
Came  hither  privately,  with  a  fmall  train 
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Of  lords — Would  I  might  fee  his  face  again  : 

I  am  not  fent  for  yet ;  I  have  been  ready, 

Sir  Pol- — thefe  three  hours  ;  and  I  do  wonder 

His  Grace  fo  much  forgets  himfelf.  \TlounJh. 

Pol.  Thatmufick 
Speaks  him  on  entrance. 

Enter  La?nbert,  PI  ay  fair,  and  Attendants. 

Lamb.  Ay,  this  garb  becomes  him  -, 
How  was  his  perfon  loft  within  that  fhape 
He  was  firft  prefented  to  me  ! 

Hor.  Indeed  the  cafe 
Is  fomething  altered,  by  your  Highnefs'  bounty 
To  your  poor  fervant,  Hornet. 

Play.  How  he  looks, 
As  he  did  fcorn  the  quorum,  and  were  hungry 
To  eat  a  ftatefman  !  'las,  an  office  in 
The  houfhold  is  too  little  for  a  breakfaft, 
A  baron  but  a  morning's  draught,  he'll  gulp  it 
Like  a  round  egg  in  mufcadine  ;  methinks, 
At  every  wiping  of  his  mouth,  mould  drop 
A  golden  faying  of  Pythagoras  : 
A  piece  of  Machiavel  I  fee  already 
Hang  on  his  beard,  which  wants  but  ftroaking  out  ; 
The  ftatutes  and  the  Magna  Chart  a  have 
Taken  a  leafe  at  his  tongue's  end. 

Lamb.  We'll  think  on't  ;  he  mail  be— But 
To  the  banquet  :  Then  let  the  mafk  be  ready, 
There  we  (hall  employ  your  worthy  diligence — 

\Flourifo. 
Ex.   Lambert  and  Attendants, 

Hor.  Heaven  blefs  your  mighty  Grace. 

JPJay.   You'll  follow  ?  {Exit  Play  fair . 

Hor.   I  attend  you  prefently — 
I  know  not  what  to  think  of  thefe  things  yet ; 
'Tis  very  foange  I  mould  be  thus  exalted, 
Without  defert,  beft  known  unto  my  felf : 
Princes  I  fee  are  mortal,   and  may  be 
Deceiv'd  in  placing  of  their  honours :  I 

Am 
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Am  little  better  then  a  favourite, 

If  thefe  be  true  ;   'tis  a  queflion, 

Let  me  confider  wifely  ;   it  may  be 

I  am  not  I,  no  Hornet,  no,  Fm  a  knight  : 

Are  thefe  my  cloaths  ?  I  do  not  ufe  to  wear  fuch  : 

A  pocket  in  my  fleeve,  and  velvet  hofe, 

Six  times  tranflated  fince  they  were  a  midwife's 

Forepart,  were  things  I  wore  on  holidays  : 

The  price  of  thefe  would  break  a  camel's  back  ; 

And  yet  fome  men  walk  under  them  like  elephants, 

And  have  variety,  as  the  devil  were 

Their  taylor  ;  who  belt  knows  where  all  their  land  lies  : 

Then  why  this  coft  on  me  r — 'Tis  a  dream  ; 

I  am  now  confirm'd,  a  very  idle  dream, 

And  I  am  glad  on't  :    'tis  impoifible 

It  mould  be   true,  it  does  not  hang  together  : 

I  will  have  patience,  till  I  wake  again, 

And  care  not  what  becomes  on't. 

Enter  Play/airs  brother  for  the  fourth  Lord. 

4  Lord.  'Tis  his  Highnefs'  pleafure, 
Now  the  banquet's  done — 

Her.  How,  the  banquet  done  !   I  was  coming  to't, 
You  could  hardly  fay  grace  by  this  time. 

4  Lord.  That's  a  ceremony 
Grown  out  of  ufe  ;  it  was  a  running  banquet. 

Hor.  A   running  !    fo  it  feems,  it   was   a    galloping 
banquet, 
For  you  made  hade — I  do  dream,  certainly, 
There's  no  fenfe  nor  reafon  in  any  thing  tney  do. 

4  Lord.  You  know  your  place, 
The  mafk  will  ftraight  begin  ;  and  his  Grace  will  not 
Have  any  one  admitted  :  he  refolves, 
If  the  conceit  affects  him,  it  mail  be 
Perform'd  at  court  hereafter  :  i'  th'  mean  time 
He  does  command  all  privacy.    There  are 
Some  fet  to  guard  the  door,   but  your  care  muft 
Provide  his  Highnefs  be  not  interrupted  : 
Hark,  they  are  rude  already —  [Exit, 
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Hor.  Let  me  alone  : 
What  turbulent  knave  is  that  ? 

Within.  I  am  a  country  gentleman,  fir  Giles  ; 
And  if  I  may  prefume  upon  good  cloaths, 
You  may  befoie  his  Grace  call  me  your  coufm, 
And  not  be  afham'd  :  here  is  a  lady  too. 

Hor.  A  lady  too?  Is  fhe  with  child  ?  what  makes  me 
Here,  and  fhe  be  jwith  child  already  ?  I 
Tell  thee,  none  fuch  mall  be  admitted  while 
I  am  in  place — More  rapping  ? — Keep  the  doors  ; 
If  I  do  fall  a  fwearing  once,  look  to't. 
Within.  I  befeech  you  for  my  wife's  fake. 
Hor.  Thy  wife's  ? 
What's  he  that  pleads  in  for?na  pauperis  ? 
Within,  A  citizen,  and  like  me. 
Hor.  Like  me  ?  thou  lieft,  I  am  more  like  a  lord, 
Thou  fha't  fare  ne'er  the  better  for  that  word  : 
Knock  down  the  women,  if  there  be  a  hundred, 
And  make  their  husbands  drunk  ;  the  guard  are  lazy. 
Thefe  women's  infolence  will  force  a  ftatute  : 
I  will  petition  to  the  prince   myfelf, 
They  may  have  liberty  but  once  a  year 
To  fee  the  gailyfoift,  then  be  confm'd 
To  their  chamber  and  one  'prentice — Yet  again  ? 
Within.   Sir   Giles,  fir   Giles,    you  know    me  well 

enough. 
Hor.  But  while  1  am  in  office,  I  know  no  body. 
Within.  I  am  your  fcrivener. 
Hor.  Draw  the  purfe  wherein 
Thou  kept'lt  thy  ears,  and  leave  'em  at  the  door, 
The  guard  trulls  none  without  a*  pawn  ;  they'll  ferve, 
If  they  be  ne'er  redeem'd,  to  feethe  in  milk 
for  a  fore  throat. 

Within.  Sir  Giles,  here's  your  niece. 
Hor.  My  Niece  !  the  devil  me  is. 
Niece  within.    Pray  uncle,  let  me  in. 

Enter  Servant. 
Her.  Her  very  voice — Ha!  open  the  doors  there  : 

Where 
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Where  is  fhe  ? 

Ser.  Whom  ? 

Hor.  My  niece  that  calPd  me? 

Ser.  None  calPd,  nor  was  there  any  women  here. 

Hor.  No  I  nor  my  fcrivener  bawling  out  fir  Giles  ? 

Ser.    Not  any  nam'd  your  worfliip. 

Hor.  Then  I  dream, 
And   I  am  a  fool  to  make  a  queftion  on't— - 

[Exit  Servant* 

Within.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Hor.-  The  knaves  laugh  at  me  too  ;  but  let  'em  :   I 
Shall  be  as  merry  with  this  tale  to-morrow.    [Flourijb, 
What  fancies  men  have  in  their  fleep  fometimes ! 
His  Highnefs  !   where  be  the  ladies  ? 

Enter  Lambert,  Polda<vis,  and  attendants, 
Pol.  They  are  all  i'tji'  mafk. 
Hor.   Nay,  no   matter  where  ;    why  do  I  afk  the 

queftion  ? 
PoL  You'll  fee  them,  fir,  anon. 

[Pold&vis  gives  papers  to  Lambert  and  fir  Giles* 
WiPt  pleafe  your  Grace, 
And  you,  fir  Giles,  the  fubjeft  of  the  mafk  ? 

Hor.  What's  here  ?   The  three  goddejfes  contention  for 
the  golden  ball.  [Dance. 

Enter   Playfair  in  his  own  apparel  :  he  dances  *with  a 
golden   ball  in  his  hand. 
Hor.  This  is  Paris,  ha  !  I  have  feen  that  face  before 
now. 

Enter  Juno,  Pallas  and  Venus. 
Hor.  Thefe  are  the  three   goddeftes. 
Lamb.  Juno,  Pallas  and  Venus. 

[The  goddefjes  dance,  and  court  Paris  for  his  ball : 
To  Juno  enters  one  like  a  king  \  jhe  takes  off 
his  crown,  and  ojferctk  it  to  Paris  ;  he  ac- 
cepts not. 
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Hor.   Juno  doth  woo  him  with  her  ftate  and  king- 
dom. 
Lamb.  Eut  he  refufes. 

[To  Pallas  enters  one  like  a  foldier,  plumed  and  rich  : 
She  prcfents  him   to   Paris,    with  a    Book  ;    he 
refufes. 
Lamb.  He  is  not  for  her  fervice,  though  fhe  offer 
To  make  him  fcholar  and  a   foldier, 
A  compleat  man. 

Hor.  That  fairy  wins  the  ball. 

To   Venus  comes   Cupid,    leading  in    Hornet's  niece, 
richly    drefi. 
Hor.  Ha  !  that's  my  niece. 
Pol.  Which,  fir  Giles? 

Her.  That  lady,  whom  dame  Venus  and  her  brat  are 
bufy  withal. 

Pol.  Contain  yourfelf,  fir  Giles,  that  is  the  bride. 
Hor.  The  bride  quotha  ! 
Pol.  Married  this  morning. 

Paris  gives    Ve?ius  the  ball ;   Juno*    Pallas,   King 

and  Soldier [Exeunt  Mafkers. 

Her.  Thefe  are  my  keys ;  fhe*s  fafe  enough  at  home, 
And  has  but  half  her  wits,  as  I  remember  : 
The  devil  cannot  juggle  her  from  my  cuflody  :  Ha,  ha, 
I  do  dream  ftill. 

Lamb.  'Tis  time  to  break  off  fports  :    How  like  you 
this, 
Sir  Giles  ? 

Hor.  A  very  pretty  dream. 

Lamb.  I  fee  you  wou'd  be  a-bed,  you  are  not  usM  to 

fuch  late  hours. 
Pol.  Lights  for  his  Highnefs. 
Hor. » I  humbly  beg  your  licence, 
I  may  return  to  my  old  lodging. 

Lamb.  Well,  fir,  'tis  eafily  granted.  Tlcurifh. 

[Ex,  Lambert  and  attendant*. 

j  :        Poi. 
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Pol.  Lights  for  fir  Giles,  one  {hall  attend  you  home. 

Hor.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Pol.  Why   do  you   laugh? 

Hor.  At  a  conceit,  at  a  conceit : 

What  did  I  eat  lait  night,  to  make  me  dream  thus  ? 

\Exennt* 


ACT       V. 

Enter  Hart<well>  Country -gentleman ,  Servant   and 

Officers. 

Harwell. 

YOU  have  done  well. 
dun.  Would  you  had  done  no  worfe  : 
Thefe  are  his  cloaths,  and  you  mull:  give  account 
How  you  came  by  'em,  and  produce  him  fafe, 
E'er  you  acquit  yourfelf :  we  may  fufpect 
You  have  kiil'd  him. 

Hart.  Then  I  obey  my  deftiny  : 
Juftice  will  frill  purfue  the  guilty  perfon  ; 
Difpofe  me  where  you  pleaie. 

Ser.  He  does  confers. 

Hart.  Whate'er  you  be,    you  can  but  have  my  life 
For  his  ;  all  your  revenge  can  reach  no  higher, 
And  to  the  law  I  yield  myfelf. 

Coun.  My  hopes  are 
Cold  as  his  blood  whom  thou  haft  (lain  :    thou  haft 
Been  cruel  in  this  ad,  to  me  and  mine, 
Whofe  fames  in  him  are  miferably  wounded  5 
But  look  for  the  reward. 

Hart.    I  muft  expect  it  : 
In  the  mean  time,  I    wo'not  beg  your  mercy ; 
Life  is  a  burden  I  would  fain  be  rid  of, 
Does  weary  me  to  carry  it. 

Ser* 
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Ser.  Pll  acquaint 
My  miftrefs. 

Coun.  Do  fo ;  to  the  next  juftice  with  him, 
Come  away—  ;        [Exeunt* 

Enter  Hornet. 

Hor.  She's  gone ;  (he's  gone,  I  lhall  run  mad !  my 

niece, 
Robb'd  of  three  thoufand  pounds  in  her  efcape, 
And  yet  the  doors  were  fafe  !-*-Some  witch  has  taught 

her, 
Or  fome  French  Boy  to  climb  a  chimney  ;  elfe 
I  cannot  think  which  way  fhe  is  convey'd. 
I  find  too  late,  I  am  awake  and  gulPd, 
Nor  know  I  whom  to  accufe  for  my  tormentors, 
Devils  or  men  :  but  fure  they  were  not  men, 
But  very  fiends  I  revelTd  with  laft  night : 
Though  mortals  want  no  malice,  they  have  not  art 
To  undo  me  of  this  fafhion  :  Oh  that  I 
Knew  where  to  meet  the  prince  of  devils  knighted  me  ! 
The  poets  call  him  Pluto,  god  of  riches  ; 
I  and  my  learned  counfel  would  undo  him 
In  law,  in  very  law,  which  he  ihould  find 
Hotter,  e'er  I  had  done,  than  hell  itfelf ; 
And  call  his  place  of  torments  in  three  terms, 
But  a  refrefhing  to't — Yet,  let  me  fee, 
1  have  her  portion  ftill,  though  fhe  be  vanifhM ; 
That's  better  than  my  niece ;  but  if  fhe  marry, 
I  lofe  it  all ;  there,  there  is  the  vexation. 

Enter  Lambert. 

Lam.    Save  matter  Hornet. 
Hor.  'Tis  too  late,  away, 
I  do  not  love  unneceiTary  compliment. 
Lam.  This  he? 
Hor.  Yes,  I  am  he ;  am  I  not  very  fine  ? 

What 
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What  do  you  think  this  trim  will  coft  me  ?  ha  I 
Three  thoufand  pounds,  no  more. 

Lam.  The  broker  won't 
Lend  half  the  money. 

Hor.  Will  you,  fir,  be  gone  ? 
I  have  no  money  to  lend  now  ;  it  is  not^ 
You  know,  in  fafhion  with  rich  cloaths. 

Lam.    I  am 
For  other  purpofe,  and  with  news  perhaps 
You  would  be  willing  to  receive ;  you  have 
A  niece — 

Hor.  No,   fuch  a  creature  was  in  my  porTefTion : 
Do  you  know  where  fhe  is  ? 

Lam.  I  imagine — 

Hor.  Ha,  good  mailer  Lambert !  on,  pray  forward ; 
You  fhall  have  money  upon  good  fecurity. 

Lam.  I  thank  you,  fir,  for  nothing ;  I  owe  you 
Too  much  already  on  thefe  terms. 

Hor.  My  niece, 
As  you  were  faying  — 

Lam.  Were  you  knighted  lately  ? 

Hor.  Ha  !  is  that  talk  abroad  ? 

Lam.  No  general  rumour  ;  by  chance  I  carhe 
Where  fuch  a  thing  was  whifper'd,  only  whifper'd^ 
juft  as  he  was  defcrib'd :  in  my  opinion 
Y'are  very  handfome,  and  do  look  as  like — 

Hor.  An  afs. 

Lam.  Why,  you  fhall  have  it,  fir. 

Hor.  But  touching 
My  niece,   good   fir,  that  moft  ungracious  giglot, 
That's  run  or  ftolen  away ;  juggled  laft  night 
Out  of  my  doors. 

Lam.  Did  fhe  not  leap  the  cafement  ? 

Hor.  Do  not  encreafe  my  agony,  you  came— 

Lam.  With  civil  meaning  to  difcover  how 
You  may  be  abus'd. 

Hor.  What  money  do  you  want,  fir  ? 
Your  own  bond  fhall  fuffice. 
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Lam.  I  have  forfworn 
Writing  my  name,  or  mark  ;  but  I  can  tell  you— - 

Hor.  Where  I  may  find  this  girl  ? 

Lam.  More  I  can  do, 
If  need  require  ;   'tis  in  my  power  to  give 
Her  back  to  your  porTeflion,  and  I  am  willing — ■ 

Hor.  An  honeft  man. 

Lam.  On  reafonable  conditions, 
And  fuch  as  fhall  not  trench  on  borrowing  money. 
•     Hor.  Honefleryet. 

Lam.  For  you  fhall  give  it  freely,  and  get  by  it. 
Sir,  you  muil  underfland,  if  I  do  this, 
I  fhall  betray  a  friend  of  mine,  that  has 
Put  me  in  trufl  ;  one  that  intends  to  marry  her, 
D'ye  mark  ?  and  get  three  thoufand  pounds  upon  her ; 
One  that  has  lent  me  fums  too,  without  parchment, 
Or  foolifh  circumftance  to  be  return'd  ; 
Which  you  were  never  yet  fo  much  a  chriflian 
As  to  be  guilty  of,  in  your  ufurers  gallon 
Of  confcience-melting  fack :  this  deferves  fomething, 
'Tis  part  of  my  revenue  :  younger  brothers 
Are  glad  of  penfion ;  it  helps  to  cook 
At  ordinaries,  and  pay  trifling  reckonings,  that 
Arife  to  a  bill,   or  tedious  circumftance 
Of  clear  orthography,   for  cock  and  mallard, 
Which  puts  the  bar- boy  to  arithmetick, 
Becaufe  fome  expedition  is  requir'd. 
You  have  a  bond  of  mine. 

Ho?\  For  fifty  pounds. 

Lam.  I   had  but  forty,  and  the  fcrivener  paid  ; 
With  whom  your  worfhip  too  perhaps  divided  : 
If  you  remember,  there  were  precious  dinners, 
E'er  I  could  count  the  chickens  all  together  ; 
Which  was  your  thrift  and  my  expence  :  you  fhall 
Firft  cancel  that  bond  ;  nay  this  won't  do't, 
And  give — d'ye  mark  ?  give  me  a  hundred  pieces, 
Perhaps  I'll  drink  your  health  ;  this  fhall  betray 
Your  niece  again,  give  her  into  your  hands, 
Though  for  my  treachery  I  be  fung  in  ballads, 

And 
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And  have  the  town-curfe,  if  I  ever  marry, 
To  mew  my  wife  can  graft  well. 

Hor.  'Tis  too  much, 
For  no  more  labour,  fir. 

Lam.  If  you  confider, 
Two  hundred  will  not  bring  me  to't  again  : 
Thus  fair  I'll  deal  with  ye,  I'll  not  Jiave  a  crofs 
Till  I  have  done't,  but  then  I  will  be  fure  on't— 
Fetch,  fetch  the  bufmefs. 

Hor.  The  bond  is  ready. 

Lam.  I  will  have  ready  money  too,  you  have 
Bags  of  all  fizes  and  denominations— 
Thofe  things  do  promife  well, 
Now  I  attend  you. 

Hor.  Do  this  feat  for  me,  and  'tis  all  thine  own. 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  Juftice,  Play  fair,  his  Brother  and  Niece. 

Juft.  Now  we  may  wifh  you  joy,  the  prieft  hath 
ty'd 
That  knot,  no  fubtlety  nor  malice  can 
DiiTolve  ;  and  I  repent  not  I  have  been 
An  a&or  in  your  comedy  ;  though  I  mould  not 
Be  tempted  eafily  to  fuch  another 
Engagement  :  for  your  fake,  I  have  difpens'd  with 
My  perfon  and  my  place. 

Play.  You  were  always 
My  loving  uncle. 

Niece.  Sir,  you  have  in  this 
Deferv'd  our  lives  and  fortunes. 

Pro.  I  have  plaid 
My  part  too. 

Play.  Thou  haft  fhevrd  thyfelf  a  do&or, 
Which  mall  be  a  happy  omen  to  thy  ftudies. 

Pro.  I  have  fhew'd  myfelf  a  brother,  fir. 

Niece.     I  hat  name 
I  mull  know  often  too. 
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Bro.  Mod  happy  in 
A  virtuous  filler,  I  congratulate 
Again  your  wifh'd  enlargement,  and  the  meeting 
Of  both  your  loving  hearts. 

Play.  It  was  good  mirth, 
To  hear  him  confident  all  our  device 
Was  but  a  dream. 

Juft.  He  is  awake  by  this  time  ; 
Should  Lamber:  fail,  we'll  have  another  way 
To  invite  him  ;  and  if  honefly  prevail  not, 
Force  fhame  till  he  confent. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Some  offenders,  fir, 
Are  brought  to  be  examined. 

Juft.  Nephew,  withdraw  with  your  fair  bride  ,  thefe 
troubles 
Are  incident  to  my  place,  I'll  foon  difpatch  'em — 

[Ex.  Play/airy  Brother,    Niece  and  Servant. 

Enter  Hartwell,  Country -gentleman  and  Officers. 

Juft.  How  now,    my   mailers;    mailer  Hartwell  ? 

ha  ? 
Har.  Look  on  me,  fir,  as  a  delinquent — Thefe 
Are  able  to  accufe  me. 
Juji.  What's  his  offence? 
Coun.  Nothing  but  killing  of  a  man. 
Juft.  What  proof? 
Ccun.  He  has  confefs'd  it,  fir. 

Enter  miftrefs  Bellamy  and  Frances. 

Juft.    Miftrefs  Bellamy, 
Y'are  come  in  a  fad  time  ;  here's  mafter  Hartwell 
Accus'd  for  killing — 

Bel.  'Tis  not  poffible : 
Good  fir,  believe  it  not. 
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Juft.  He  does  confefs. 
Hart.  I  am  not  worth  your  pity,  gentle  lady  : 
In  vain  I  fhould  extenuate  my  fact, 
To  fave  the  trouble  of  examinations ; 
Here  I  confefs  again  my  hand  is  guilty 
Of  killing  him,  whofe  feeble  arm  durft  not 
Lift  up  a  weapon  to  defend  himfelf. 

Juft*  That  was  not  manly. 

Hart.  I  but  flew  a  coward  {o9 
Startup  ;  and  could  I  call  his  life  again, 
I  mould  as  fpon  deftroy  it.    You,  perhaps, 
Know  not  my  provocations  ;  he  was 
My  rival,  fir:  pardon  .me,  miflrefs  Bellamy, 
To  whom  I  only  feem'd  a  profelyte 
In  love  :  I  had  no  heart  to  give  from  her ; 
And  in  my  ftudy  to  decline  your  anger, 
1  fell  upon  her  fcorn  ;  which  in  a  few  minutes 
Engag'd  me  to  this  fate :  nor  am  I  troubled 
That  I  muft  die,  when  fhe  upon  whofe  faith 
I  durft  have  laid  the  hopes  of  my  eternity, 
Hath  violated  all  the  trull  of  woman. 

Coun.  WilPt  pleafe  you,  fir  ? — 

Juji.   Forbear  a  little. 

Hart.  Tell  me,  thou  moft  unkind,  if  thou  did  ft  love 
At  all ;  how  couldft  thou  think  I  could  be  fuch 
A  defperate  atheift,  that  thou  fo  foon, 
With  fo  ftrange  apoftacy,  fhould'ft  revenge  it  ? 
Thefe  fwelling  drops,  which  in  thy  innocence 
Might  have  prevaii'd  to  have  reftor'd  the  dead, 
Heaven  now  doth  look  on,  and  defpife  ;  and  though 
Thou  fned  moift  tribute  on  my  tomb,  't  (hall  Aide 
Neglected  on  the  marble,  and  be  loft ; 
As  if  the  ftone  had  fenfe  to  puniih  thy 
Difdain  of  me,  lean  behold  thee  weeping, 
And  not  be  mov'd  to  wifh  I  were  not  guilty 
Of  killing  him  whofe  love  had  been  thy  triump"h  ; 
And  I  dare  boldly  ftill  ftand  in  the  contempt 
Of  what  I  am  to  fufFer,  and  the  juftice 
Of  my  own  truth  :  challenge  thy  foul  to  anfwer, 

In 
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In  what  I  was  beneath  that  gaudy  fool, 

Excepting  that  he  had  more  earth  than,  I 

To  help  his  fcale,  which  yet  he  may  be  in  debt  for 

To  his  father's  fins  j  alive  he  could  not  merit 

One  cold  difdain  from  thee  ;  and  dead,  how  comes  it 

He  mould  be  worth  thy  tears  ?  But  let  thy  eyes 

Chide  this  unruly  forrow  :  drefs  thy  cheeks 

With  thy  frefh  blood  again,  and  let  thy  face 

Open  a  book  of  fmiles,  in  the  anurance 

I  have  not  long  to  live :  when  I  have  numbred 

A  few  fad  minutes,  thou  malt  be  reveng'd, 

And  I  (hall  never  trouble  thee  ;  if  this 

JBe  not  enough,  extend  thy  malice  further, 

And  if  thou  find'fl  one  man  that  lov'd  me  living. 

Will  honour  this  cold  body  with  a  grave, 

Be  cruel  and  corrupt  his  charity  : 

So  fare  you  well. 

Fran.  Yet  you  mud  {lay  and  hear  me. 

Bel.  He  (han't  fuffer,  if  my  friends  or  'flate 
Can  purchafe  him  a  pardon — Where's  the  body 
Of  him  that's  flain  ? 

Coun.  We  know  not,  here  is  all, 
The  free  confeffion  of  the  fadl. 

Fran.  This  may 
Proceed  from  difcontent :  life  to  fome  men 
Is  but  their  torment,  in  whofe  pain  they  will 
As  on  the  rack,  often  confefs  what  never 
WTas  in  their  thoughts. 

Hart.  Speak  it  again,  and  I 
Dare  promife  thee  to  live. 

Fran.  My  heart  was  ever 
Conftant,  my  mother's  love  was  but  thy  trial, 
As  mine,  a  feeming  change  in  thy  difguife, 
Apply'd  by  thy  too  tender  apprehenfion  ; 
The  words  were,  I  would  chufe  my  hufband  here  : 
But  what  will  this  avail  us  ? 

Hart.  Mailer  juflice,  I  here  difcharge  you. 

Jnft.  How! 


Hart. 
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Hart.  My  joy  obeys 
No  limits,  I  accus'd  myfelf  unjuftly  : 
Startup's  alive. 

Juft.  Where? 

Hart.  Nay,  I  know  not  that : 
My  fervant's  with  him  ;  but  if  he  have  play'd 
The  hangman,  itarv'd  or  fmother'dhim  in  a  ditch, 
I  have  made  fair  work. 

Bel.  Tnis  were  a  welcome  truth. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  the  conftable. 

Juji.  I    had  rather  it  had  been   Lambert   and  the 
ufurer. 
But  wait,  and  give  me  knowledge  when  they  corne- 
ls is*//  Servant. 

Enter  Conjiahle,  Clofe,  Startup,  Officers. 

Confl .  Where's  matter  juftice  ? 

Hart.  Ha  !  'tis  he  and  Clofe  ; 
Then  I  am  fecure,  your  pardon  and  thy  love. 

Bel.  You  have  it  freely,  and  a  mother's  prayers 
For  both  your  happinefs 

Confi.  Pleafe  your  worfhip,  I  have  brought  before 
you  two  vagrants  that  we  took  lafl  night  i'th'  field,  be- 
tween one  and  two  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  very  fufpi- 
cious  vagrants  ;  and  by  my  own  authority  I  condemned 
'em,  becaufe  it  was  late. 

Star.  Shall  we  be  hang'd,  Clofe  ?  we  are  condemn'd 
already. 

Ccnfi.  Coming  this  morning  to  the  prifon,  I  found 
them  drinking  away  forrow  in  double  juggs,  to  the  very 
daggering  of  my  authority  :  I  befeech  yojr  worfhip  to 
draw  a  pair  of  mittens  for  'em  both  ;  for  they  defer ve  to 
be  made  famplers,  and  whipp'd  for  the  edification  of  the 
common- wealth. 

Hart.  This  is  the  gentleman  was  kiil'd,  fir. 

Ser<vt 
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Star.  No,  fir, 
Not  kilPd  outright,  but  I  was  almoft  flarv'd 
With  cold  ;  thefe  gentlewomen  know  me, 
And  I  mould  know  that  hole  and  doublet ; 
Thefe  garments  that  you  wear  I  have  oft  feen. 
Hart.  Well  faid,  Jeronymo. 
Star.  I  was  fain  to  borrow 
Thefe  of  a  prifoner,  that  lies  in  upon 
A  diamond. 

Juft.  Officers,  you  are  difcharg'd—         [Ex.  Officers. 
Star.  And  we  too  ? 
jfujt.  Yes,  and  joy  in  every  bofom. 
Hart.  Clofe,  you  muft  know  this  miilrefs. 
Star.  How  ! 
Hart.  My  wife,  fir. 

Clofe.  It  is  enough  for  you  to  know  her,  fir, 
And  me  to  acknowledge. 
Coun.  D'ye  know  me,  fir  ? 
Star.  Yes,  and  your  daughter  too  : 
Who  brought  you  to  town  ? 
Coun.  And  you  fhall  right  her. 

Star.  Is  me  grown  crooked  ?  pox  on  her,  I  know 
too  well  : 
Peace,  not  a  word  more,  I  know  your  meaning, 
Do  not  difcredit  me,  and  we'll  fteal  down 
And  marry  her,  e'er  any  be  aware  on't : 
I  wo'not  ftay  to  fhift  me,  take  no  leave  : 
The  jell  will  be,  when  I  am  in  the  country, 
How  like  an  afs  he'll  look  in  my  apparel — / 

{Exeunt  Star.  cmdCoun. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  matter  Lambert,  and  if  I  be  not 
Miitaken,  the  ufurer  Hornet  very  gallant. 

Juft.  I  mult  entreat  your  patience  a  while  ; 
You'll  meet  with  friends  i'th'  next  room — 

{Exeunt.   Manet  Jujiice. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lambert  and  Hornet. 

Lam,  Excufe 
Our  boldnefs,  fir,  this  gentleman — 

Juji.   I  mould  know  him  : 
Mafter  Hornet,  you  are  very  welcome. 

Hor.  Good  fir, 
No  ceremony,  we  are  come  to  you 
'Bout  bufinefs  :  I  have  loft  my  niece,  and  would 
Know  where  fhe  is. 

Juft.  D'ye  take  me  for  a  wizzard  ? 

Lam.  With  your  favour,    our  defires  are  that  you 
would 
Be  witnefs  to  a  bargain,  and  receive 
Some  trifles,  fir,  in  trait  to  be  delivered 
To  me>  if  I  reftore  his  kinfwoman. 

Hor.  Not  elfe,  on  that  condition  I  depofit 
Thefe  hundred  pieces  and  a  bond  ;  if  he 
Deliver  me  my  niece,  they  are  his  fraught ; 
If  not,  they  call  me  owner. 

Lam.  Pardon,  fir, 
That  I  prefume  to  bring  this  trouble  to  ye. 

Juft.  'Tis  none  at  all. 

Lam.  You  fha'not  expect  long  ; 
So  reft  you  merry —  [Exit  Lambert. 

Juft.  How  fare  you,  fir  r 

Hor.  As  you  fee,  fall'n  away  an  inch  fince  morning  ; 
But  this  will  phyfic  me  :  if  I  poffefs 
This  harlotry  again,    I'll  make  her  fure  : 
Trufi  not  a  woman,  they  have  found  the  herb 
To  open  locks,  not  brazen  towers  can  hold  'em : 
Or  if  they  get  not  loofe,  they  have  the  virtue 
Of  load-ftones  (hut  up  in  a  box,   they'll  draw 
Cuftomers  to  'em  ;  nay  being  dead  and  buried, 
There  is  fufpicion  they  will  break  the  grave  ; 
Which  puts  fo  many  hufbands  to  the  charge 
Of  heavy  ftones,  to  keep  their  bad  wives  under. 

JuJl.  You  are  mov'd. 

Her. 
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Hor.  Oh  mailer  Juftice,  you  are  honeft  : 
I  have  been  abus'd,  fo  miferably  cheated, 
I  am  afham'd  to  think  on't :  ftay,  what  mufick — 

[Mufick. 
Ha !  'tis  my  niece,  the  very,  very  fame. 

Enter  Lambert  and  Niece* 

Lam.  There,  fir,  you  have  her,  and  the  reft  is  mine. 
Hor.  Take  it — And  you  mall  go  along  with  me. 
Niece.  How  uncle ! 
A  reveller  ?  you'll  lead  me  a  coranto. 
Hor.  You  (hall  dance  homewards. 

Enter  Playfair  and  his  Brother. 

Play.  What  make  you  fo  familiar  with  my  wife  ? 

Hor.  Ha,  wife  !  is  fhe  married  ? 

Bro.  'Tis  upon  record, 
I'll  bring  a  parfon  that  mall  take  his  oath  on't. 

Hor.  Give  me  my  bond  and  money,  mafler  juftice ; 
Where  ?  where  ? 

Lam.  Here,  but  they  are  not  to  be  recovered 
Bylaw:  I  have  a  judgment,  fir,  againftyou. 

Hor.  You  have   confpir'd  to  rob,  cheat,  and  undo 
me  : 
You  mail  be  all  ftar-chamber'd. 

Niece.  Sir,  be  calm,  and  hear  us. 

Hor.  I'll  hear  nothing. 

Play.  Yes,  you  fhall, 
It  will  be  neceffary :    I  am  bold, 
Prefuming  on  her  favour,  to  demand 
A  parcel  of  three  thoufand  pound ;  the  fum 
Belongs  to  me  by  virtue  of  a  marriage, 
And  1  muft  have  it. 

Hor.   Virtue  of  a  marriage  ? 

Jufi.  I  faw  the  prieft  conjoyn  their  hands ;  he  will 
Deferve  your  love. 

Lam* 
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Lam.  Perhaps  you  may  continue 
A  thoufand,  or  two  thoufand,  on  fecurity. 

Hor.  What  perfecution  this  ! 

Bro.  Faith,  fir,  confider, 
'Tis  more  fafe  to  fee  her  thus  beftowM, 
Than  truft  a  jury  ;  if  the  doftor  had 
Given  her  too  much  opium,  or  purg'd 
Her  foul  away,  things  might- go  worfe  :  but  I'll 
Keep  counfel. 

Hor.  So,  fo,  have  ye  mortify'd  me  yet  ? 

Lam.  For  your  own  fake,   and  as   you   are  a  true 
knight, 
I'll  tell   no  tales. 

Enter  miftrefs    Bellamy,   Frances,  Harttvell  and  Clcfe, 

Hor,  Now  have  ye  done  r — The  widow — 
Not  a  word  more — Take  her  ;  I'll  pay  you,  fir, 
Three  thoufand  pounds  to-morrow — Noble  widow* 
You  were  in  the  firfl  lift  to  be  invited  ; 
My  niece  I  told  you  of,  is  married  to 
This  worthy  gentleman. 

Bel.  You  look  like  a  bridegroom. 

Hor.  'Tis  in  your  power  to  make  it  good,  what  fay 
you  ? 
Shall  we  join  iffue  ? 

Bel.  I  will  never  marry. 

Hor.  You  are  refolv'd,  why  fo  ? — Come  hither,  ne- 
phew, 
Sha't  be  my  heir,  I  love  thee  for  thy  wit  ; 
But  charm  thy  friends  they  do  not  laugh  at  me  ; 
I'll  be  a  knight  too,  if  I  live,  and  build 
An  hofpital  for  twenty  more  o'th'  order ; 
Which  I'll  reduce  myfelf,  out  of  the  fuburbs, 
In  women's  petticoats,  and  turn  fquires  again 
To  whores,  or  parafites  to  noblemen, 
For  want  of  lit  provifion. 

Play.  An  excellent 
Foundation  !  but  where's  Startup  ? 

Vol.  XII.  H  Lam. 
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Lam.  Sunk,  I  think. 

Hart.  Ne'er  conjure  for  him  :  we  are  ingrateful  to 
Our  blifs,  for  wafting  of  theie  precious  minutes, 
Which  are  fo  many  ages,  till  the  church 
Hath  made  us  perfect 

Hor.  Is  there  any  more  work 
For  the  prieft  ? — Then  give  you  joy  beforehand, 
Andlet  us  celebrate  the  day  together. 

Ciofe.  I  am  glad  of  your  converfion,  y'are  the  firfl 
jew,  that  in  my  remembrance  has  turn'd  Chriilian. 

Play.  Walk  on  to  joys ; 
Twixt  love  and  fortune,  now  th'  accompts  are  even. 

Hart*  A  chain  of  hearts,  and  the  firft  link  in  heaven. 

{Exeunt  omnes, 


EPILOGUE. 

CjHrough  many  hazards ,  love  hath  found  a  <zvay 
■*     For  friends  to  meet  :  good  omen  to  our  play. 
If  love  hath  brought  you  hither ,  gentlemeny 
Love  will  find  out  the  way  to  come  again. 
And  <we  dare  promife,  if  you  relijh  thefey 
Our  loves  frail  find  out  other  ways  to  pleafc* 

T.  B, 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


The  Duke. 

Ortellus,  next  of  kin  to  the  duke  ;  of  an  ambitious  and 

treacherous  nature. 
Arbatus,  fuppos'd  brother  to  Artabella. 
Philidor,  a  mad  kin/man  of  the  duke's,  in  love  with  Mi* 

rida. 
Zoranzo,  the  duke^sprifoner  of  war,  in  love  with  Ama- 

riffa. 

Lean  -man     \  t<wo  r^cu^ous  Iwers  ^Mirida, 

Doclor  to  Pinguifter.  * 

Taylor  to  Lean-man. 

Jailor. 

Servant  to  Philidor* 

Boy. 

Clown. 

Guard  and  attendances. 

Amphelia,  in  love  with  the  duke. 

Artabella,  the  duke's  fijler,  but  taken  for  the  ffer  cfAr~ 

batus, 
Mirida,  Philador'j  mad  mijirefs. 
AmarifTa,  in  love  with  Zoranzo. 
Six  Ladies. 
Three  Nurfes  with  children. 

Scene,  I  %  A  L  T. 
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ACT    I.     Scene   i. 

Enter   Duke  from  war,  in   triumph,  leading  in  his  hand 
Artabella,  a  woman  of  that  country,  from  whence  he 
came  with  Arbatus  her  brother,   and  Zoranzo  pr ij oner; 
and  on  the  other  fide  Amphelia,    Ortellus  and  Guard. 

Duke. 

01§^jO  ADAM,    I  need  not  fay  y'are  welcome 
to  this 


Country,  fince  'tis  mine. 

Artab.  Sir,  leaving  my  own  for  yours, 
fpeaks  my  belief  of  that,  and  all    things 
fife  you  fay. 

Duke.  The  fame  unto  vour  worthy  brother, 

Befides* 
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Befides,  my  thanks  to  you,  fir*  for  letting 
Your  filler  take  this  journey. 

Arbat .  Your  highnefs  hath  {0  nobly  exprefs'd 
Yourfeif  unto  my  filter,  that  I 
Confentedto  her  coming  with  you;  fo 
Highly  I  eileem'd  your  princely  word, 
That  I  have  let  her  treipafs  on  the 
Bound  of  common  modefly  in  this 
Adventure  ;  for  when  this  haity -judging 
World  mail  fee  you  have  brought  a  woman 
From  her  own  c ountry,  and  not  your 
Wife,  how  foon  will  every  tongue  gi  re  her 
Another  title  ! 

Duke.  Sir,  my  fudden  actions  mail  prevent  all 
Tongues  or  thoughts  either  to  name  or 
Think  her  any  thing  but  my  duchefs  ; 
Therefore,  all  that  owe  duty  or  refpe<ft 
To  me,  pay  it  to  her. 

What,  Amphelia,  did  you  believe  the  world 
So  barren  of  good  faces,  that  yours 
Only  does  enrich  it :  or  did  you  think  'twas 

All  men's  fates  only  to  doat  en  yours  ? 

Look  on  this  lady,  and  you'll  fee  your 

Error  ;  mark  well  her  face,  and  you 

Will  find,  in  every  line,  beauty  fits 

Emprefs  there.     Thefe  are  the  eyes, 

Amphelia,  now,  that  dart  obedience 

Through  my  heart;  are  not  you  vex'd 

To  fee  I  am  no  conflant  fool,  and 

Love  you  frill  ? 

Jmpb.  Vex'd,  at  what  r  to  fee  a  man  I  hate 

Love  another  ?  a  very  great  vexation  ! 

Know,  fir,  this  breaft  has  only 

Room  for  joy  and  love  to  brave  Ortellus— 

Forgive  my  heart  that  'twas  not 

Yours  before,  fmce  you  have  long 

Deferv'dit. 

Ortel.  Madam,  no  time  was  long  enough 

To  wait  this  bleffed  hour. 

H4 


176    All  Mifiaken :  Or^  "The  Mad  Couple. 

dmph.  Alas,  great  duke!  inllead  of  pining 
For  your  change,  you  rind  me 
Midi!  a  thoufand  joys  in  this 
New  choice. 

Duke,  So  you  do  me,  Amphelia,  amidft 
Ten  thoufand  ;  not  all  the 
Glories  that  attend  a  conquering 
Soldier  can  create  one  joy  fo  great 
In  me,  as  being  conquer'd  here  in 
My  own  triumphs.     I  am  but  a  Have  } 
Is  or  does  my  vi&ory  over  thoufands  pleaft 
Me  fo  much,  as  being  overcome  by 
One,  by  this  fair  one,  whofe  eyes, 
hy  mining  on  my  triumphs  only, 
Make  it  glorious. 

Jmph,  Well,  fir,  we  will  not  change  our  happy 
States  ;  you  cannot  brag  of  happinefs 
So  great  to  make  me  envy  :  I  am 
Only  lorry  for  this  lady,  that  had  nothing 
Elfe  to  do  with  her  heart  but  to  give 
It  you — Madain,  ifyourbreaft  had 
Been  crowded  with  fome  twenty  or 
Thirty  hearts,  and  amongft  thefe  one  very 
111,  you  might  have  made  prefent  of 
Tnat  to  this  mighty  duke. 

Duke,  Madam,  does  not  this  lady's  difcourfe 
Make  you  afraid  of  me  ? 

Artab.  Not  in  the  leait,  fir. 

D\ike.  Where's  this  bold  prifoner  ? 

Guard.  Here,  and  pleale  your  htghnefs. 

Duke.  Well,  fir,  tho'  you   did  attempt  to  kill  me 
In  our  camp,  after  you  were  our  prifoner, 
You  mall  not  d;e,  fince  you  are  of  the 
Same  country  this  lady  15  ;  therefore 
Thank  her  and  Fortune  for  your  life. 

Zcr,  I'd  fooner-curfe  them  both.  Shall  I  thank 
Any  for  my  life,  but  heaven  that  gave 
It  me  ?  I'd  rather  give  it  to  a  cat ;  a 
Noble  death  were  far  more  welcome 

To 
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To  me,  than  a  mean  life  at   fecond 
Hand.     My  being  here  I  owe  unto  the 
Gods  ;   when  they  think  fit  to  lend  it 
Me  no  longer,   they  know  the  way 
To  take  it  from   me.  I  fcorn  to  run 
In  debt  unto   a  mortal  duke,  for  two 
Or  three  days  breath. 

Ampb.  Brave  captive  !  \Afidi* 

Duke.  You're  very  high,  coniidering  you 
Are  in  chains, 

Zor.  Why,  fir,  think  you  thefe  fetters  can 
Confine  my  mind  as  they  do  my  legs  ? 
Or  that  my  tongue's  your  prifoner, 
And  dares  only  fay,  May  it  pleafe  your 
Highnefs  ?     How  much  are  you  miftaken  \ 
Know,  fir,  my  foul  is  prompter  to  my  tongue, 
And  gives  it  courage   to  fay  any  thing 
That  heaven  will  not  frown  at  ;  we  mould 
Detract  from  thofe  great  pow'rs  above,  if 
We  pay  fears  to  any  here  below.     Perhaps 
You  think  I'll  beg  my  life  now  upon 
A  pair  of  bent  petitioning  knees ;  no,  fir, 
Had  I  a  hundred  lives,  I'd  give  them  all 
To  fharpeft  deaths,  rather  than  beg  for  one. 

Duke.  You're  well  refolv'd;  perhaps  your  mind 
May  alter  when  you  fee  the  ax. 
In  the  mean  time  commit  him  to  the 
Clofeft  prifon,  where,  if  you  have  any 
Accounts  with  heaven,  you'll  have   time 
To  caft  them  up  before  your  death. 

Zor.  Your  lentence  brings  me  joy  ;  welcome 
The  keeneit  ax  that  can  be  fet,   'twill 
Cut  my  head  and  chains  both  off  together, 
Welcome  moft  happy  (broke,  fince  it  . 
Will  bring    reft  to  my  eyes,  and  make 
A  fave  a  king.  \Exit  with  a  Guard, 

Duke.  Madam,  I  fuppofe  this  journey  has  fo 
Wearied  you,  that  'tis  time  to  ihew  you 
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The  way  to  your  lodgings,   and  leave  you 
To  your  repofe. 

Guard,  Make  way  there  for  the  duke. 

Amph.  My  lord,  you  had  bell  attend  the  duke, 
Becaufe  'tis  a  refpect  due  to  him. 

Ortei    I  fhali,  madam,  at  your  commands.    \_Exemt+ 

Amp.     How  has  my  tongue  bely'd  my  too  true 
Heart,  in  fpeaking  hate  unto  the  duke,  and  love  to  Or- 

tcllus  ! 
I  hate  the  duke  ?    So   eyes  do  fleep,   that  long  have 

known 
No  reft.  How  cou'd  my  lips  give  pafTage 
To  fuch  words,  and  not  have  clos'd  for  ever  > 
Not  by  my  heart's  direction,    I  am  fure  ;  for 
That  lb  i weird,  being  injur'd  by  my 
Mouth,  a^  had  not  pride  and  reafon  kept 
It  here  from  this  unquiet  feat,  it  would 
Have  forc'd  away  to  Archimedes'  breaft, 
And  there  have  whifper'd  to  his  heart  my 
Tongue's  untruth.     Why  mould  I  love  this 
Man,  that  fhews  me  nothing  but  contempt 
And  hate  I    Rouze,  drooping  heart,  and  think 
Of  that  ;  think  of  it  always,  fo  by  degrees 
'Twill  bring  a  winter  round  thee,  that  in 
Time  fhall  chill  the  heat  of  thy  undone 
And  loft  affections.     Oh,   'tis  not  true,  that  all  our 
Sex  love  change,  then  1  might  find  one 
Path  that  leads  to  it  ;    that  womaniih  vice 
Were  virtue  now  in  me,  'twould  free  my 
Heart,  and  that  were  charity. 

Enter   Duke, 
See  where  he.  comes  again  ;  oh  how  I  love 
And  hate  that  man  !     Now  help  me,  pride,  and  fill 
My  breaft  with  fcorn  ;  and  pr'ythee  tongue 
Take  heed  you  do  not  faulter :  hear  not, 
My  heart,  that  will  diffract  thy  fpeech,  and 
So  betray  my  feign'd  unkindnefs* 

J)uh% 
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Duke.  What,  Amphelia  all  alone?  weary  of  your  new 
Love  already  ?  can't  you  pafs  away  the 
Time  with  him  one  hour  ? 

Amph.  Were  he  no  finer  man  than  yourfelf,   to 
Be  with  him  a  minute  I  fhou'd  think  a 
Seven  years  penance. 

Good  heart,  lie  ftiil,  and  let  my  tongue  alone.    [Afidkm 
I  wonder  what  a  woman  can  fee  in  you, 
Or  hear  from  you,    to  make  her   love  you, 
(I  was  juir,  going  to  have  faid,  hate  him.)  \Ajide~ 

O  what  a  Cafk  is  this  !  therefore  let  me 
Advife  you  to  have  a  mean  opinion 
Of  yourfelf. 

Duke.  Methinks  that  advice  might  ferve  for 
Yourfelf.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Amph.  Have  patience,  heart,  I  know  I  lie,  thou 
Need'it  not  tell  me  fo,  I  had  better  then 
Confefs  my  love.  AJtde^] — D'ycm  laugh,  duke  ?  fai^h 
So  could  I  at  you  till  the  tears  ran  down 
My  cheeks ;  that  they  wou'd  quickly  do, 
for  grief  wou'd  fain  unload  my  eyes.—* 
J  muft  begone,  I  cannot  longer  a£l  this 
Part,  unlefs  I  had  a  heart  as  hard  as  his.  [Ajtde, 

Duke.  What,  you  are  going  now  to  your  love    Or- 
tellus  ? 

Amph.  I  am  fo,  and  going  from  you  to  him,  is 
Pleafure  double,  not  only  pain  to  quit, 
Eut  joy  to  meet. 

Duke.  Make  hafte  then,  for  your  departure  will 
Oblige  me  too,  fo  we  fhall  be  all  pleas'd. 

Amih.   Halle    I   will  make,  but  with  unwilling  feet  ; 
For  every  ftep  from  him  my  grief  repeats. \AfideJ\  Exit. 

Duke.  She's  gone,  and  after  her  my  heart  is  flown, 
*Tis   well  it  has  no  tongue  to  make  its  moan ; 
Then  'twould  difcover  what  my  pride  conceals, 
A  heart  in  love  (though  flighted)    love  reveals. 
Vet  though  I   love  her  ftill   ?ht  fhall  not  know  ; 
Her  hate  fhall  feem  my  joy,  which  is  my  woe, 
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My  conflancy  I'll  outwardly  difguife, 
Though  here  within  I  am  not  half  fo  wife  ; 
Yet  rather  than  difclofe  my  doating  fate, 
111  wound  my  heart  by  counterfeiting  hate. 
To  whine,  it  wou'd  the  worfl  of  follies  prove, 
Since  women  only  pity  when  they  love. 
With  how  much  fcorn  fhe  gave  me  welcome  home  \ 
Ortellus  in  her  hand,  to  mew  my  doom  ! 
Me  and  my  triumphs  fhe  did  fo  defpiie, 
As  if  they'd  been  unworthy  of  her  eyes. 
'Tis  well   to  her  I  fhew'd   as  much  difdain  ; 
■  Td  rather  perifh   than  fhe  guefs  my  pain. 
But  O  !   the  horrid  acl  fhe  makes  me  do, 
To  fool  a  woman  that  is  young  and  true  I 
So  damn'd  a  fin,  that  hell  cou'd  not  invent, 
It  is  too  foul  for  any  pnnifhment  ; 
To  qutftion  thofe  above  I  am  afraid, 
Elie  I  would  aft;  them  why  they  woman  made. 

Enter  Tbilidor. 
O  my   mad  coufin,    your  fervant ; 
Whither  fo  fail  ? 

Phil.  So  fall,  fir  ?  why,  I  have  been  hunted 
By  a  pack  of  hounds  this  three  hours, 
.And  damn'd  deep-mouth'd  hounds  too. 
No  lefs  than  three  couple  of  nurfes, 
Three  couple  of  plaguy  hunting  bitches, 
And  with  them  three  couple  of  whelps, 
Alias  children,  fir  ;  they  have  rung  me 
Such  a  ring  this  morning  through 
Every  by-turning  that  leads  to  a  bawdy 
Houfe,  J  wihVd  myfelf  earth'd  a  thoufand 
Times,  as  a  fox  does  when  he  is  hard  run, 
But  that  they  wou'd  have  prefently 
Digg'd  me  out   with  their  tongues. 

Duke.  Faith,  Philidor,  'tis  no  news  to  me,  for  I 
Have  known  thee  from  fixteen  at  this 
Courfe  of  life— What  and  thefe  children  were 

All 
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All  your  baftards,  and  their  nurfes  coming 
To  dun  you  for  money  ? 

Phil.  Something  of  that's  in't,  I  think,  fir. 

Duke.  Well,     cuz,    I'll    leave    thee  to    thy    wild- 
nefs, 
A  fitter  companion  much  for  thee  than  I  at  this  time. 

Phil.  Why,    fir,    I  hope  nothing   has  happened  to 
trouble  you. 

Duke.  No,  no; 
My  grief,  alas !  is  far  beyond  exprefs, 
To  tell  it  to  a  friend  can't  make  it  lefs.  [Exit,, 

Phil.  Wou'd  I  were  at  the  wars  again,  I  fear 
No  fword  half  fo  much  as  the  tongue 
Of  one  of  thefe  nurfes;  and  the  youling  of 
The  children  are  more  difmal  to  my 
Ears,  than  the  groans   of  dying  men  in 
A  battle.     I   am  at  this  time  in  law  with 
Six  or  feven  pariihes  about  fathering 
Of  baftards  ; — 'tis  very  fine  truly  !  and  yet  me 
Thinks  'tis  a  hard  cafe,  that  I  fhou'd  be 
Sued  for  multiplying  the  world,  fmce  death 
Makes  bold  with  baftards,  as  well  as  other 
Children.  The  very  picture  of  a  nurfe  and 
Child  in  her  arms  wou'd  fright  me  now  ; 
Oh  !  from  that  fight — deliver  me  ! 

Enter  Nurfe  and  Child  as  he  is  going  out. 
Ha  !  and  here  they  come  :  Pox  on't,  what  luck  have  I 
After  faying  my  prayers  ?  it  mall  be  a  fair 
Warning  to  me  ;  now  am  I   darted  again, 
And  muft  go  run  t'other  courfe. 

[Offers  to  run  a<vjay. 
I  Nurfe.  'Squire  Philidor,  'fquire  Philidor  ! 

[She  runs  after  him* 
Phil.  How  deaf  am  I  now  !  'tis  well  I  know 
This  by-way  to  avoid  her. 

Enter  jecond  Nurfe  and  meets  him. 
Ha  !  S'death,  another  ?  the  devil  appearing 
Here  too  ? 

2  Nurfe, 
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2  Nurfe.  O  !  my  proper  young  'fquire,  Hay,  flay* 
D'ye  hear,  fir  ? 

Phil.  No  indeed  won't  I.     Yet  I  know  one  way 
More  to  avoid  them. 

Enter  third  nurfe. 
Ha  •  another  coming  here  too  ?  nay  then,  I 
Find  I  am  in  hell  before  I  thought  I  fhou'd. 
What  will  become  of  me  now  ? 

3  Nurfe.    Oh  !  'fquire,    I  thought  I  mould  never 
have  {poke  with  your  worfhip. 

PhiL  No,  by  this  light  fhou'd  you  not,  if  I 
could  have  holp  it. 

i   Nurfe..  I   wonder,    *fquire,    at  your  confcience,  ta 
avoid  your  pretty  babes  as  you  do. 

PhiL  So,  now  't  begins,  I  am  like  ta  have 
Sweet  mufick  from  the  confort  of 
Thefe  nurfes  tongues. 

i  Nurfe.  Saving  your  prefence,  fir,  I  think 
Here  are  three  as  fweet  babes  as  ever  fuck'd 
Teat,  and  all  born  within  the  year  too,. 
Pefides  three  more  that  your  worfhip  has 
In  our  ftreet. 

Phil.  A  very  hopeful  generation !  fure  this  was- 
A  great  nut  year — well,  if  all  trades 
Fail,  I  may  go  into  fome  foreign 
Plantation,  where  they  want  people,  and 
Be  well  paid  for  my  pains  :  wou'd  I 
Were  there  now. 

i  Nurfe.  Codge,  codge,  dos  a  laugh  upon  a  dad  ? 
In  confcience,  fir,  the  child  knows  your  worfhip. 

Phil.  A  very  great  comfort ! 

i  Nurfe.  My   young  mailer  here  is  as  like  your 
Worfhip  as  e'er  he  can  look  ;  has  your 
Tempting  eyes  to  a  hair  :  I  cou'd  not 
Choofe  but  fmile  to  myfelf  t'other  day  ; 
I  was  making  him  clean  about  the 
Secrets,  to  fee  what  God  had  fent  him- 
In  a  plentiful  manner  j  it  put  me  half 
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In  mind  of  your  wormip.     I  am  fure  I 
Have  been  at  double  the  expence  of 
Other  nurfes,  in  eating  choice  meat,  to 
Make  my  milk  good  for  my  young 
Mailer,  becaufe  I  would  not  fpoil  the 
Growth  of  any  one  of  his  members. 

2  Ntirfe.  Nay,  for  that,  neighbour,  I  have  eat  as 
Good,  or  better  meat,  than  you,  every  day 

In  the  week  :  I  never  touch'd  a  bit  of  fait 
Meat,  for  fear  of  fpoiling  my  child's 
Blood. 

Phil.  Confidering  how  well  'tis  born. 

3  Nurfe.  Nay,  neighbours,  for  that  I   have  been 
At  greater   charge  than  either  of  you,  in 

Choice  diets,  to  breed  good  milk  for 
My  young  miftrefs  here. 

1  Nurfe.   You  lie. 

2  Nurfe.  You're  a  quean. 

1   Nurfe.  And  you're  a  whore.  Marry,  your  hufband 
Is  the  noted'ft   cuckold  in  all  our  ilreet. 
s.  2  Nurfe.  You  lie,  you  jade,  yours  is  a  greater. 
Phil.  His — Now  for  a  battle  royal. 

1  Nurfe.  If  I  lay  the  child  out  of  my  arms, 

\Lay  their  children  down,  and  fight* 
I'll  pull  off  your  head-clothes,  you  carion. 

2  Nurfe.  Marry,  come,  if  thou  dur ft. 
Phil.  'Tis  befl  for  me  to  be  a  coward^ 

A  nd  march  off  from  this  bloody  fight. 

All  Nurfes.   Hold,  hold,  the  'f quire  is  going  away, 

Phil.  So,  nothing  could  have  parted  them  this 
Three  hours,  but  the  fear  of  lofmg  me. 

1  Nurfe.  What,  wou'd  your  worfhip  have  left  us 
Without  paying  us  for  nurfmg  your 
Children  ?  you  have  a  confcience,  with  a 
Pox  to  you. 

Phil,  So,  now  will  they  end  their  war  ia 
Vollies  of  fhot  upon  me — I  have  but 
One  thing  now  to  do.     With  every  one 
Of  thefe  hags  have  I  been  forc'd  ta- 
lus 
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Lie,  which  they  took  as  fatisfa£tion 
For  payment  for  two  month's  nuriing. 
Perhaps,   rather  than  they  will  have  it 
Known  to  one  another,  they'll  hold  their 
Tongues  and  leave  me— Well,  my  three 
Sweet  harmonious  nurfes,  what  is  due  to  you  ? 

i  Nurfe.  Due  !  why,  there  was  twelve  months 
Due  for  nurfing  ;  'tis  true,  two  months 
Yourfquirefhip  fatis&ed  me  for. 

2  Nurfe.  And  me  too. 

3  Nurfe.  And  me  likewife. 

Phil,  rlarkye,  if  you  will  not  be  gone,  I'll  iz)lf 
i   Nurfe.  No  marry  won't  J,  till  I  have  my  money. 

2  Nurfe.  Don't  think  to  fright  me,  but  pay  me. 

3  Nurfe.  I  fear  you  not,  pay  me  my  money. 
Phil.  Pox  on't,  'twill  not  do,  I  muft  try  another 

Way. — Boy,  was  the  wolf  fed  to-day  ? 

Boy.  No,  fir. 

Phil.  Go  fetch  him  quickly,  to  dine  with  thefe 
Ladies.  [Exeunt  Nurfes. 

So,  I  thought  I  fhould  fet  them  going. 
Ka!  the  devil,  they  have  left  the 
Children  behind  them.     This  was  a 
Very  cunning  device  of  mine;  now  am 
I  in  a  pretty  condition.     Troth  a  very 
Noble  anabaptift  progeny  !  for  the 
Devil  a  one  of  thefe  were  ever  chriften'd  ; 
For  1  have  run  fo  much  upon  tick 
To  the  parfons  for  chriftning  of 
Children,  that  now  they  all  refufe  to 
Make  any  baflards  of  mine  a  chriftian 
Without  ready  money  ;  fo  that  I'll 
Have  this  boy  bred  up  a  parfon,  that  he 
May  chriften  himfelf,  and  the  reft  of  his 
Sifters  and  brothers.     What  ihall  I  do 
When  thefe  infants  begin  to  be  hungry, 
And  youl  for  the  teat  ?     O  that  a  milk- 
Woman  wou'd  come  by  now  ! — Well,  I  muft 
Pvemove  my  flock  from  hence.     Small 

Coal, 
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^Coal,  fmall  coal,  will  you  buy  any  fmall 

Coal  ?  Pox  on't,   I  could  never  light  of 

Any  but  fruitful  whores.     Small  coal, 

Small  coal.  {Exit, 


ACT     II. 

Enter  2or&nzof  as  in  prifon* 

Xoranzo, 

SURE  'tis  not  kind  of  thofe  great  powers  abov$, 
To  add  thefe  chains  to  me  that  am  in  love. 
As  to  my  bed  of  ftraw,  I  am  content, 
Since  any  bed  from  her  is  punifhment, 
To  lie  on  down  of  fwans  wou'd  be  hard  reft, 
CoiTd  I  not  make  my  pillow  on  her  breafl. 
O,  AmarifTa,  wer't  thou  here  with  me, 
I  wou'd  not  fell  thefe  bonds  for  liberty. 
Ranfoms  that  prifoners  give  to  be  fet  free, 
I  'd  give  as  much  to  lie  in  chains  by  thee. 
Here  is  her  picture — Oh  !  thou  too  like  made, 

[Pulls,  out  her  picture  * 
To  look  on  it  my  eyes  are  half  afraid, 
It  fo  prefents  my  joy  and  mifery  ; 
Since  'tis  the  nothing  of  that  all  to  me. 
The  greateft  pain  to  any  lover's  heart, 
Is  to  remember  when  they  are  apart  ;    . 
For  thoughts  of  joys,  when  there's  a  bar  betwixt, 
Are  worie  than  poifon  with  a  cordial  mixt- 

Enter  Amphelia  and  Jailor. 
Amph.  Well  faid,  jailor,  here's  for  thy  pains. — ■ 

Brave 
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Brave  priioner,  perhaps  this  vifit  may  appear 
But  firange  to  you,  till  you  have  heard  me 
Speak — Snow  then,  when  you  receiv'd  the 
Sentence  of  your  death,  you  feem'd  to 
Meet  it  with  fo  brave  a  foul,  as  if  the 
Sound  had  not  difpleas'd  your  ears  :  Thus 
Did  your  courage  fill  my  eyes  with  wonder,, 
And  my  heart  with  pity  ;  ftraight  I  refolv'd 
To  give  you  all  my  helps  to  fet  you  free, 
Which  now  I  offer  to  you. 

Zor.  Madam,  could  I  tell  what  to  fay,  I  wou'd 
Begin  ;  I  have  nothing  but  poor  thanks 
To  offer  to  you,  and  thofe,  though  millions, 
Were  not  half  enough.     Companion  {hewn 
Unto  the  rniferable,  heaven  can  only 
Recompence  ;  therefore,  in  my  dying 
Prayers,  I  will  beg  from  thence  a  bleffing 
To  reward  your  pity. 

dmph.  Sir,  the  joy  of  your  efcape  will  pay  my  pains ; 
All  my  endeavours  I  will  fet  at  work  : 
The  time  is  fhort,  therefore  I  mufl  make 
Hafte.     Expect  to  hear  of  me  again  with  fpeed. 

Enter  Ortellus,  as  fie  is  going  out. 

Zor.  What  can  this  mean  ?  heaven  grant  me 
Does  not  love  me;  J  wou'd  not  wifh  fo 
Brave  a  heart  fo  great  a  puni  foment, 
Since  my  love's  nVd  already. 

Oriel.  Madam,  I  have  been  feeking  you  ;  pray, 
Whence  came  you  ?  This  is  no  ufual  place 
To  find  you  in. 
.  Jmph.  I  was  only  walking  this  way,  fir. 

Ortel.  I'll  wait  of  you  prefently. — I  fufpeft 
She  has  been  at  the  prifon  ;  I  will  inform 
Myfelf  by  the  jailor  ;  and  yet  perhaps 
She  has  bid  him  to  deny  it.  [Steps  to  the  Jailor. 

The  lady  Amphelia  fays  (lie  has  left 
One  of  her  gloves  behind  her  in  the  prifon, 
And  lias  fent  me  for  it. 


All  Miftaken  \  Or,  The  Mad  Couple.   187 

Jail   111  go  fee  ftraight,  fir.  [Exiu 

OrteL  She  has  been  there,  it  feems,  then. 
Madam,  I  fancy  you  have  been  to  fee  the 
Prifon. 

Amph*  Who,  I  ?  what  makes  you  think  fo  > 

OrteL  Why,  am  I  miftaken  ? 

Amph.  Yes;  what  fhould  I  do  there- ? 

OrteL  Nay,  that's  the  queftion,  but  there  you 
Have  been  juft  now,  and  w^th  the 
Prifoner  too. 

Amph.  Sure  you  dream. 

OrteL  She's  falfe,  I  find  ;  I'll  try  her  love  to  me  — 

Madam,  fince  you  have  been  pleas' d  to 
Shew  your  kindnefs  publickly  to  me, 
I  take  this  time  to  beg  my  happinefs, 
Which  is,  that  a  prieft  may  join 
Our  hands. 

Jmph.  I  will  not  marry  yet. 

OrteL   Why,  pray,   madam  ? 

Amph.  For  a  very  good  reafon,  becaufe  I  haVt  a 
mind  to't. 

OrteL  Will  you  give  me  another  reafon  ? 

Amph.   I  need  not,  that's  fufficient. 

OrteL  You  love  me,  do  you  not  ? 

Amph.  You  know  1  have  declar'd  it. 

OrteL  But  fure  you'll  not  deny  me  twice  ? 

Amph.  Not,  if  you  afk  but  once. 

OrteL  Fy,  fy,  this  modefty  is  a  thief  to  lovers, 
And  robs  them  of  their  time.   Come,   come, 
Say  ay,  and  blufh. 

Amph.  I'll  not  fay  ay,  nor  blufh. 

OrteL  If  you  had  any  modefty,  you  wou'd. 

Amph.  You  faid  juft  now  I  had  too  much. 

OrteL  Too  much  of  impudence,  you  mean. 

Amph.  What's  that  you  fay  ? 

OrteL  Why,  truth. 

Amph.  Get  you  out,  and  wafh  your  tongue,  'tis  foul. 

OrteL 
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OrteL  'Tis  like  your  heart  then,  but  that  it 
Cannot  lye  as  much. 

Amph.  Moft  valiant  lord,  to  give  the  lye  to  petticoats ! 

OrteL  Why  did  you  deny  your  being  in  prifon  ? 

Amph.  Not  for  fear  of  you  ;  I  was  with  the  brave 
Prifoner,  what  then  ? 

OrteL  You  went  to  make  love  to  him  ;  you  had 
Beft  ufe  your  time  well  ;  'twill  be  fhort 
And  fweet :  your  dear  will  not  be  fo 
Proper  a  man  by  the  head,  within  this 
Two  days.     Falfe  woman  !  you  have  a 
Heart  that  flies  from  one  man's  bread 
To  another  :  all  the  inconftancy  of  your 
Sex  is  conflancy  to  this  of  yours  :   you 
Have  deceiv'd  the  duke  already,  that 
Might  have  been  my  warning. 

Amph.   Faith,  and  fo  it  might ;  the  duke  in  all 
Things  fo  far  excells  you,  that  you  were 
A  fool  to  think,  when  once  my  heart 
Bid  him  farewel,  that  it  defign'd  no 
Better  a  change  than  you  ;  troth  you're 
Miftaken  ;  it  had  a  farther  journey  to 
Make,  and  fo  took  your  breaft  for  an 
Inn  only,  to  lie  by  the  way. 

OrteL  Bafe  woman  !  is't  not  enough  thaf 
You  have  fool'd  me,  but  you  muft  mock 
Me  too  ?  Heaven  hold  my  hand  from 
Murdering  thee. 

Amph.  Fright  thofe  that  fear  you.  Exit, 

OrteL  Curfes  of  all  fool'd  men  (like  me)  light 
Heavy  on  thee.  Revenge  begins  to  fill 
My  heart,  and  I  will  pour  it  out  on 
This  bafe  woman.     I  know  the  way, 
I'll  to  the  duke. 

Enter  Duke. 

I  am  glad  I  have  met  your  highnefs,  for 

I  have  bufmefs  to  impart  to  you  that  concerns 

Your  life, 

Duke. 
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Duke.  What  is't,  Ortellus  ? 

Ort.  Know,  fir,  Amphelia,  that— 

Duke.  Loves  you? 

Ort.  No,  fir,  fhe  loves  the  prifoner. 

Duke.  'Tis  impoffible. 

Ort.  'Tis  very  true,  fir,  I  caught  her  coming  froia 
him ; 
She  is  defigning  his  efcape,  and  for  aught 
I  know,  her  love  to  him  may  put  other 
Thoughts  into  her  head. 

Duke.  What  d'ye  mean  ? 

Ort.  She  may  defign  your  life  ;  a  woman  that 
Is  ill,  exceeds  a  man  in  mifchief. 

Duke.  My  lord,  I  thank  your  care,  if  you  can 
Track  her  farther,  pray  let  me  know;  in 
The  mean  time  I  fhall  prevent  her 
111  intentions. 

[;,  Ort.  My  diligence  fhall  not  be  wanting — So, 
Since  I  can  have  no  love,  revenge 
Shall  be  my  miftrefs —  [Exit. 

Duke.  Oh,  Amphelia  !  why  doft  thou  take  fuch 
Pains  to  break  my  heart,  when  'tis  fo 
Eafily  done  ?  She  needs  not  fecretly  contrive 
My  death,  fince  half  a  word  from  her 
Commands  my  life  :  her  face  and  heart 
Sure  cannot  be  akin ;  nature  millook, 
Or  elfe  fhe  was  to  blame  to  give  one 
Woman  two  fo  great  extreams. 

Enter  Arbutus. 
See,  here  comes  the  brother  to  wrong'd  Artabella: 
The  horror  of  that  fin  grows  bigger  in  me, 
That  I  with  a  deluding  love  ihould  fool 
An  innocent,  to  fhew  an  outward  fcorn 
To  falfe  Amphelia ;  for  when  I  heard  fhe 
Lov'd  Ortellus,  I  ftraight  made  love  to 
This  young  woman,  and  brought  her  from 
Her  own  country,  only  to  make  Amphelia 
Think  I  lov'd  another. 

Arbat.  I  hope  I  don't  difturb  your  highnefs. 

Duke'. 
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Duke.  No,  Arbatus,  you  are  always  welcome  to  me. 

Arbat.  Sir,  I  fhould  afk  you  a  queflion. 

Duke.  You  freely  may. 

Arbat.  Not  but  I  think  my  Mer  far  unworthy 
Either  in  birth  or  fortune,  to  be  call'd 
Your  wife  :  yet  fmce  you  have  been 
Pleas'd  to  grace  her  with  your  love  fo 
Far,  as  faying  fhe  fhall  be  your 
Duchefs,  be  pleas'd  to  tell  me  why 
It  is  not  fo  ;  fhe  has  been  here  fo 
Long,  that  people  now  begin  to  fay  you 
Mean  her  for  your  miftrefs  ;  fhould  my 
Ears  meet  that  found  from  any 
Tongue,  I'd 

Duke.  Hold,  Arbatus,  I'm  fure  I  have  given  tie 
Caufe,  as  yet,  to  doubt  my  kindnefs  to 
Your  fifter. 

Arbat.  Pardon  me,  fir,  in  your  delay  you  have  ; 
My  filler  has  no  dowry  but  her  virtue, 
Youth,  and  fome  fmall  flock  of  beauty. 
Thefe  if  you  lov'd  her  for,  you  would 
Not  wafle,  by  letting  time  rob  her  and 
You  at  once. 

Duke.  Sir,  bufmefs  of  great  importance  has 
Hitherto  deferr'd  my  marriage  ;  believe 
Me,  you  fhall  find  me  jufl. 

Arbat.  A  prince's  word  mufl  not  be  queftion'd, 
I  have  done. 

Duke.  Oh,  Amphelia !  what  dofl  thou  make  me  do  ? 

[Exit. 

Arbat.  Let  him  take  heed,  if  he  does  fool  my  fifler, 
were 
He  ten  thoufand  dukes  I'd  cut  his  throat.  [Exit. 

Enter  Philidor  alone. 

Phil.  I  have  been  quite  at  t'other  end  o'th* 
Town,  to  put  my  children  out  to  new 
Nurfes,  for  I  am  known  to  every  nurfe 

Here- 
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Hereabout,  that  they  will  as  foon  nurfe 
A  cat's  kitten  as  any  child  of  mine.  This 
Is  a  very  pleafant  life  I  lead,  neither 
Is  this  the  worfl  part  of  it ;  for  there  are 
A  certain  fiock  of  women  that  I  have 
Promised  marriage,  I  exped  a  volly  of 
Shot  from  them  too,  foon  as  they  find 
Me  out.    Would  wives  and  children  were 
As  hard  to  come  by  as  money,  then  would 
I  turn  ufurer,  and  let'em  out  to  ufe;  for, 
To  fay  truth,  I  have  enough  to  fpare — 

Enter  fx  Ladies  one  after  another. 
So,  here  comes  one  of  my  promis'd  virgins ! 
Nay,  a  fecond  too — a  third — a  fourth— 
A  fifth — a  fixth — Welcome,  blefted 
Half  dozen  ;  now  will  I  go  mufter  my 
Nurfes  and  children  too,  and  go  againft  the 
Great  Turk.  I  am  glad  to  fee  they  have 
Brought  ne'er  a  coffin,  for  I  expect  nothing 
But  death  from  them  :   I  wonder  they  don't 
Begin  to  ring  my  funeral  peal. 
See,  every  one  of  them  beckons  to  me,  as  much 
As  to  fay,  I'd  fpeak  with  you  in  private  ; 
But  the  devil  take  me  if  e'er  a  one 
Of  them  do  ;   I  find  by  this,  they  would 
Not  have  their  bufinefs  known  to 
One  another;  this  may  be  a  means  for  me 
To  get  off  for  this  time — Ladies,  you  all 
Took  as  if  you  had  fomething  to  fay  to  me  ; 
Pray  make  me  fo  happy  as  to  let  me  know 
What  'tis— 

They  dare  not  fpeak  aloud—  [^/^# 

Will  you,  madam  ?  or  you  ?  or  you,  madam  ? 
Or  you,  madam  ? — Not  one  of  you  tell  me 
What  the  honour  of  thefe  vifits  mean  ? 
I  fee  I  am  troublefome  to  you  all,  therefore 
I'll  not  be  longer  rude  ;   and  fo  I  take 
My  leave — This  was  good  luck,  that 
They  mould  come  all  together  j  for  I  had     [Beckon  him. 

Rather 
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Rather  be  alone  fix  hours  with  the  devil, 
Than  with  e'er  a  one  of  them  half  an 
Hour — ril  ftand  clofe  in  this  corner, 
Till  they  are  all  gone.  • 

i  Lad.   Now  the    pox  take    him    for    a    cunning 
rogue. 

2  Lad.  A  plague  take  him. 

3  Lad.  The  devil  take  him. 

4  Lad.  If  there  be  e'er  a  devil  worfe  than  another, 
Take  him  thou. 

5  Lad.  Oh  that  I  had  him  alone  ! 

6  Lad.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  rafcal  ? 

[Exeunt  at  fever  al  doors . 

Phil.  So,  the  coaft  is  clear  again —  [Peeps  out. 

Enter  Mir i da. 

S'death,  here  comes  another — Oh  !  'tis  none 
Of  that  gang  .though. 

Mir.  I'll  lay  my  head,  ne'er  a  girl  in 
Chriftendom,  of  my  age,  can  fay  what 
I  can  ;  I'm  now  but  five  years  i'th' 
Teens,  and  I  have  fool'd  five  feveral  men. 

Phil.  A  brave  wench,  by  this  light !  fure  'tis  I 
In  petticoats. 

Mir.  My  humour  is  to  love  no  man,  but  to 
Have  as  many  love  me  as  they  pleafe, 
Come  cut  or  long-tail. 

Phil.  A  mod  divine  wench  ! 

Mir.  'Tis  a  rare  diverfion,  to  fee  what  feveral 
Ways  my  flock  of  lovers  have  in  being 
Ridiculous  ;  fome  of  them  figh  fo 
Damnably,  that  'tis  as  troublefome  as  a 
Windy  day  ;  there's  two  of  them  that  make 
Their  love  together,  by  languishing  eye- 
Cafts  ;  one  of  them  has  one  eye  bigger  than 
Another,  and  looks  like  a  tumbler  ;  and 
That  eye's  like  a  mufket  bullet,  and  I  expect 
Every  minute  when  he  will  hit  me  with  it, 
He  aims  fo  right  at  me.     My  other 
Lover  looks  a-femint,  and  to  fee  him  caft 

Languifh 
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Languishing  eyes,  would  make  a  woman 
With  child  mifcarry.     There  is  alfo  a 
Very  fat  man,  mr.  Pinguifler,  and  a  very 
Lean  man  that  loves  me  ;  I  tell  the 
Fat  man  I  cannot  marry  him  till  he's    . 
Leaner,  and  the  lean  man  I  cannot  marry 
Him  till  he's  fat :  fo  one  of  them  purges 
And  runs  heats  every  morning,  to  pull 
Down  his  fides,  and  the  other  makes  his 
Tailor  fluff  his  cloaths  to  make  him  fhew 
Fatter — Oh,  what  pleafure  do  I  take  in 
Fooling  of  mankind  ! 

Phil.  Was  there  ever  fo  witty  a  wench  ?  'tis  the 
Woman  of  women  for  my  tern.   I'll 
To  her — Thou  moil  renowned  female  ! 
I  cannot  hold — 
Mir,  From  what  ? 

Phil.  From  kiffing  thee,  loving  thee,  or  what 
Thou  wilt. 

Mir.  Troth,  y'are  very  well  acquainted,  confid'ring 
You  never  faw  me  before. 

Phil.  Saw  thee  \  I  have  heard  thee  talk  this 
Hour,  like  an  angel  of  light. 

Mir.  Well,  and  d"ye  love  me   for  what  you  heard 

me  fay  ? 
Phil.  Yes,  faith  do  I ;  why  you  are  jufl  of  my 
Humour  ;  when  I  heard  thee  fay  how  many  men 
You  had  fool'd,  I  was  very  glad  to  hear 
You  come  one  fhort  of  me,  for  I  have 
Fool'd  fix  women,  and  you  but  five  men. 

Mir.  Why,  if  you  love  me,  you  fhall   be  the  fixth 
fool, 
To  make  up  my  half  dozen  too. 

Phil.  No  I  won't,  and  yet  I  love  thee  too. 
Mir.  Why,  how  will  you  help  it  ? 
Phil.  Thus,  you  and  I  will  love  one  another. 
Mir.  What,  whether  I  will  or  no  ? 
Phil.  Nay  hear  me,  we  two  will  love  how  we 
eafe,  when  we  pleafe ,  and  as  long  as 
Vol.  XII.  I  Wo 


1 94  All  Miftaken :  Or,  The  Mad  Couple. 

We  pleafe  :  do  not  thefe  propoiitions 
Tickle  your  heart  a  little  ? 

Mir.  I  don't  miflike  them— Now  could  I  take  hira 
About  the  neck  and  kifs  him  for  this  humour 
Of  his — And  do  you  fay  you  will  love  me  ? 

Phil.  Yes,  marry  will  I. 

Mil-.  Nay  hold,  I  won't  marry  you. 

Phil.  Nor  1  thee,  for  all  the  world. 

Mir.  And  yet  you  fay  you  will  love  me  ? 

Phil.  I  tell  you  I  will  :  make  no  more  words  on't. 

Mir.  Why  then,  hark  you,  to  be  as  abfolute 
As  you,  I  will  love  you  too  :  That  is  to  fay, 
Upon  the  aforefaid  conditions. 

Phil.  With  all  my  heart ;  pr'ythee  don't  think 
That  I  will  love  thee  upon  any  other 
Terms — But  come,  we  muft  feal  this 
Bargain  with  hands,  hearts,  and  lips. 

Mir.  No,  no,  no  lips  ;  we'll  only  ihake 
Hands  upon't,  that's  enough  for  fo 
Weighty  a  contract  as  this  of  ours. 

Phil.  But  pr'ythee  let's  feal  the  bargain. 

Mir.  No,  no,  fir,  I  ufe  no  wax  to  my  lips. 

Phil.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  care  not  a  pin  to 
Kifs  thee. 

Mir.  No  I  look  upon  me  well,  and  fee  if  you 
Can  fay  fo  again. 

Phil.  Hum — yes  faith,  I  will  give  two-pence  to 
.Kifs  thee  now. 

Mir.  Well,  fir,  when  I  do  kifs  you,  I'll 
Bate  you  a  penny  of  that. 

Phil.  Now  you  and  I  will  fmg  this  fong.       [He  fags, 

My  love  and  I  a  bargain  made. 

It  is  well  worth  a  telling : 
When  one  ivas  nveary,  ive  agreed 

fo  part  both  Jhould  be  willing. 

Mir.  Nay,  here  I'm  for  you  too.  [She  fag** 

And 
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And  thus  our  loaves  'will  longer  lafty 

'Than  fools  that  ft  ill  are  pining: 
WeHl  fpcnd  our  time  in  joy  and  mirth , 

Whilft  doaters  do  in  whining* 

Phil.  Faith,  ■  you  and  I  fmg  very  well ;  we 
Are  alike  in  that  too  :  I  fee  either 
Nature  or  the  devil,  fomebody  or   fomething, 
Made  thee  and  me  for  one  another — Well, 
But  let  us  remember  our  conditions : 
Imprimis,  I  will  love  you. 

Mir.  Item,  fo  will  I  you. 

Phil.  I  will  not  fay  how  long, 

Mir.  Item,  Nor  I  neither. 

Phil.  Item,  It  may  be  I  can  love  you  but  a  week, 

Mir.  I  don't  care  if  it  be  but  a  day. 

Phil.  Item^  I  will  never  be  tied  to  any  thing. 

Mir.  Item,  Thou  malt  be  tied  to  what  thou 
Wilt,  but  me. 

Phil.  Item,  I  will  come  when  I  pleafe,  and  go  when 
I  pleafe. 

Mir.  Item,  Thou  (halt  drown  thyfelf  when 
Thou  wilt,  orliang  thyfelf  when  thou 
Wilt,  or  go  to  the  devil  when  thou  wilt., 

Phil.  Item,  If  I  mould  like  another  woman,  I„ 
Will  have  the  liberty  of  leaving  you. 
Without  any  ceremony,  but  j  uil  faying 
Good-bye. 

Mir.  Item,  If  I  ihould  like  any  man  better  thin 
You,  I'll  leave  you  without  faying  iO 
Much  as  good-bye. 

Phil.  Item,  The  firft  that  fighs  of  us  two. 
Shall  fall  a  week. 

Mir.  Item,  The  firft  that  looks  but 
Melancholy  of  us  two,  fhall 
Beftarv'd  to  death. 

Phil.  To  conclude,  we  will  both  bs  as  mad 
As  we  pleafe, 

I  £  Mir 
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Mir.  Agreed,  and  the  devil  take  the  tameft. 

Phil.  A  blefs'd  bargain  ! — But  hark  you,  there's 
One  thing  I  have  forgot. 

Mir.  What's  that  ? 

Phil.  Have  you  had  as  many  children  as  I  ? 

Mir,  No,  indeed  ha'n't  I. 

Phil.  Why,  then  you  mull  let  me  help  you  to 'em, 
That  you  may, be  eveja  with  me  there  too. 

Mir.  Hold,  fir,  that  bargain's  yet  to  .make. 

Phil.  Pox  on*  t,  that  mould  have  been  one 
Of  our  articles. 

Mir.  Well,  I  can  Hay  no  longer  with  you  now. 

Phil.  Nay,  pr'ythee  hold,  thou  flialt  not  go  yejt ; 
I  can't  part  with  you  fo  foon. 

Mir.  Ay,  but  I  have  a  mind  to  go,  and  that's  one 
Of  our  articles. 

Phil.  Well,  but  fha'nt  we  put  that  other 
Article  in  before  we  part  ? 

Mir.  No,  no,  good-bye  to  you. 

Phil.  Farewell,  mettle —  {Exit. 

Enter  Pi nguijler,  Doflor,  a?id  Servants. 

Mir.   Look  you,  mr.  Pinguifter,  this  is  the 
Meafurermuft  meet  about  your  waiil 
Before  I  marry  you. 

Pin.  This  ?  why  'twill  not  come  about  the  fmall 
Of  my  leg.  [Tries  the  meafure  himfelf. 

Mir.  Sir,   I  am  forrier  for  it ;  but  it  muil 
Compafs  your  middle  before  you  can  be 
My  dear  chuck  :  your  fervant,  fir, 
I  am  in  hafte. 

Pin.  Pr'ythee,  thou  damnable  pretty  rogue, 
Let  me  have  fome  comfort  from  thee 
Before  thou  goeft,  either  from  thy  eyes, 
Thy  cheeks,  mouth  or  nofe,  or  fome 
Part  about  thee ;   connder  what  a 
DifFolution  I  niu&  undergo  for  love 
C  f  thee. 

Mir, 
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Mir.  I  do  indeed,  fir  ;  but  yourfervant 
For  this  time.  [Exit. 

Pin.  Worthy  doctor,  my  hopes  are  all  in  you  now, 
I  have  tried  many  phyficians  already 
To  make  me  lean  enough  for  that 
Tormenting,  pretty  fairy  devil. 

Doct.  Truly,  fir,  your  cafe  is  very  defperate  ; 
But  if  any  man  in  the  world  can  drain 
Your  fat  from  you,  'tis  I :  fir,  we  will 
Begin  your  courfe  out  of  hand. 

Pin.  Do  you  hear,  befure  I  have  at  leaft 
Two  dozen  of  napkins  ready    upon 
The  fpot,  to  rub  me  at  every  turn  ; 
Therefore  come  you  all  along  with  me— 
Have  mercy  on  me,  I  have  love  and 
Fat  enough  to  furnifh  a  whole  nation.  [Exeunt, 


Enter  jtmfbelia,  going  to  the  ptifon, 

Amphelia. 

HO  W  falfe  a  woman  to  all  eyes  I  feem. 
Becaufe  I  Hill  will  hide  my  conilant  love  ! 
This  way  I  take,  will  bravely  break  my  heart. 
To  tell  the  Duke,  were  fneakingly  to  die, 
Since  if  he  knew  that  I  did  love  him  dill, 
With  bafeft  fcon  s  hed  laugh  my  foul 
To  death  ;  fuch  friendiLip  to  this  prifoner 
J  will  (hew,  ihall  make  the  Duke  believe 
My  heart  is  there  :  to  fet  him  free 

I'll  ufe  my  utmoft  art 

Would  I  could  do  as  much  for  this  poor  heart! 
This  way  my  love  with  my  defigns  complies, 

I   *  Thus 
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Thus  one  in  chains,  another's  chains  unties. 
I  have  made  the  Jailor  mine  already, 
By  promifing  him  thefe  hundred  pieces— 
*Tis  now  about  the  time  I  appointed 
To  be  here — 

Enter  Jailor. 
Oh,  yonder's  the  Jailor  expecting  me— 
Here,  Jailor,  here's  for  thy  honefty — 
May  the  bufmefs  be  done  now  f 

Jail.  O  mid  am,  never  at  a  fitter  time  ;   take 
You  the  key  and  go  in  to  the  prifoner ; 
Whirl!  I  go  fee  the  paffage  clear, 
Stand  you  at  the  door,  and,  when  I  beckon 
To  you,  come  away. 

Amph.  Honeft  Jailor  ! 

Jail.  So,  now  I  am  juft  i'th'  fafhion;  I  have 
Taken  money  to  do  her  bufinefs,  and 
Irdiead  of  doing  it  I  have  undone  it. 

Enter  Duke  and  Ortellus. 

Ort.  *Tis  fo,  fir,  the  Jailor  has  difcover'd 
All  to  me — Here  he  comes. 

Jail.  And  pleafe  your  highnefs  to  fland 
Clofe  here,  for  the  lady  Amphelia  is 
Now  with  the  prifoner  ;  I  have  given 
Her  a  key  to  convey  him  through  this 
Private  paffage  ;  as  foon  as  I  beckon 
To   her,   {he  will  come  away  with  him. 

\Beckons  them* 

Amph.  Come,  fir,  give  me  your  hand,  the  Jailor 
Beckons  me,  the  way  is  clear. 

Duke.  Hold  lady,  and  your  love,  we  mufl  fhorten 
#Your  journey  a  little. 

Amph.  Ha  !  the  Duke  and  Ortellus !  I  am  betray'd— 
Oh,  villain,  Jailor ! 

Ort.  Sir,  1  fear  we  have  interrupted  them  ; 
It  may  be  they  were  going  to  be 
Married  -,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Amfh. 
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Amph.  If  I  were,  'twas  what  I  refas'dyou, 
Ortellus;  that  makes  you  fo  mad. 

Duke,  Well,  madam,  if  you  have  fl  mind  to  be 
Married,  a  priefl  fhall  not  join  your  hands, 
But  you  fhall  go  both  back  to  the  9 

Prifon,  and  the  Jailor  fhall  tie  you  both 
Hands  and  legs  together. 

Amph.  Know,  fir,  a  prifon  with  this  brave 
Gentleman,  will  be  greater  paradife  to 
Me,  than  to  be  mnirefs  of  your  palace— 
What  do  I  fay  ?  .  \AfiJt. 

Duke.  Well,  you  mail  have  your  define  then ; 
Ye  fhall  live  together,  and  die  together. — 
How  cou'd  I  fpeak  that  word  to  her.  \AjtiU- 

Zor.  She  die,  fir  !  wou'd  you  deftroy.fo  great 
A  world  of  virtue  r  rather  invent  two 
Deaths  for  me,  that  I  may  die  for  her  too. 
You'll  rob  your  dukedom  of  your  greater! 
Treafure,  to  take  away  fo*bleft  a, life 
Az  hers  :  let  not  an  ax  part  fuch  a 
Head  and  body,  left  heaven  frown,  and 
Call  you  murderer.  You'll  pull  upon  your 
Head  all  mankind's  curfe  :  when  naturej 
Sees  her  bounty  thus  rewarded,  fhe'll 
Turn  a  mifer,  and  will  give  no  more 
Such  'bleflings  to  the  world  as  this 
Fair  faint. 

Duke.  Well  fir,  I  am  fatisfied  ye  like  one 
Another,  fo  you  fhall  both  return  back 
To  your  itraw  beds,  there  you  may  lie 
As  clofe  together  as  you  pleafe. 

Amph.  No,    fir,  virtue  mail  lie  betwixt  us. 

Duke.  You'll  want  a  pillow  till  you  come  bo:h 
To  execution,  then  you  fhall  have   one, 
A  block  to  lay  your  heads  on. 

Amph.  Know,  duke,  my  head  will  reft  better 
h  his  on  a  block,  than  with  yours 
On  the  fofteft  pillow. — 

How  manv  lies  mud  I  confefs  before  I  die  !         [Aficte. 

I  4  Dukt. 
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Duke.  Indeed  you'll  fleep  pretty  foundly. — 
See,  her  fcorns  to  me  makes  death  a  pleafure 
To  her.  [A fide. 

My  lord,  give  order  that  {he  may  be 
Brought  immediately  to  her  trial  ;  An  the 
Mean  time,    Jailor,  take  them  into 
Your  cuftody  ;  lay  'em  in  fhackles  both. 
Coufin,  many  thanks  to  you  for  this 
Timely  difcovery,  I  muft  leave  you  a  while.         [Exit. 

Ortel.  Duke,  you  (hall  have  lefs  to  thank  me  for, 
Elfe  I'm  deceived — I  have  found  out  he 
Loves  Amphelia  frill,  fo  me  does  him. 
Now  will  I  go  pofTefs  Arbatus  of  this, 
And  tell  him  how  the  duke  intends  to  fool 
His  filter.    He  has  the  character  of  fo 
Strict  a  brother,  and  fo  brave  a  fpirit, 
That  his  foul  will  never  digeft  this   injury 
Without  the  duke's  blood.    I'll  join 
With  him,  and  tell  him  how  the  bufxnefs 
May  be  done  -,  by  this,    one  of  thefe 
Three  things  I  fliall  have, 
Either  a  miftrefs,  dukedom,  or  a  grave. 

Enter  Arbatus  and  Artabella. 
See,  here  comes  Arbatus  and  his  filler 
Artabella  ;  they  talk  very  earneftly. 

Arb.  Sifter,  1  do  not  like  it,  the  duke  will 
Fool  ye. 

Art.  Indeed,  brother,  I'm  amaz'd  at  this  delay. 
Arb.  How  does  he  carry  himfelf  to  you? 
Art.    With  all  refpecl  imaginable. 
Arb.  Then  there  muft  be  fomething  more  in't, 
That  he  defers  his  marriage  thus. 
Ortel.  There  is  fo,  fir. 

Arb.  My  lord,  hearkening' s  but  a  bafe  office ; 
But  if  you  have  heard   it,  'tis  no  treafon. 

Ortel.  No,  fir,  but  it  is  falfenefs  in  the  duke, 
To  ufe  your  worthy   filler  thus.  I  came 
To  tell  yon  upon  my  knowledge,  he  never 
Intended  to  marry  her. 

Arb. 
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Arb^  My  lord,  though  I  believe  it,  you  muft 
Pardon  me  if  I  wonder  at  this  information 
From  your  lordfhip,  that  is  his 
Near  coufin. 

Ortel.  Sir,  you  have  the  character  of  fo  brave 
A  gentleman,  confcience  and  honour 
Bids  me  difcover  this  to  you  and  your  filler  : 
Think  of  a  way  of  being  reveng'd,  and 
Here's  my  hand  and  heart  to  help  you, 

Arb.  Pardon  me,  that  I  cannot  thank  you 
Truly,  becaufe  I  needs  muft  doubt 
This  offer  from  your  lordfhip. 

Ortel.  What  can  I  fay  to  confirm  you  I  will 
The  word  and  honour  of  a  gentleman  do't  r 

Arh.  To  me  thofe  are  things  of  great  value. 

Ortel.  Then  here  I  give  them  both, 

Arb.  But  what  to  do,  my  lord  : 

Ortel.    What  you  will. 

Arb.  Perhaps  you  think  I'd  have  you  afe 
Some  place  about  the  court   for  me, 
In  recompence  of  this  injury  to  my  fitter, 

Ortel.  No,  fir,  had  you  been  fuch  a  perfon, 
I  ihou'd  not  have  trufted  you  thus  far 
With  what  I  have  faid.    1  fay  again, 
I  am  your  friend  ;  if  you  doubt  it,  you 
Wrong  my  honour. 

Arb.  Why  then,  my  lord,  to  be  fhort,  nothing 
Will  fatisfy  me,  but  the  duke's — 

Ortel.   What? 

Arb.  Blood, 

Ortel.  Why  thou  (halt  have  it  all,  if  I  can  I 
Thee  to't  ;  this  night    will  I  convey  you 
Privately  into  his   bed-chamber.     Come  along 
With  me,  and  I  will  tell  yo  i  ail.  [f   u 

Arb.  My  lord,   I  follow  you 
Sifter,  go  to  your  chamber. 

Art.  O  brother  !  heaven  prefer ve  you  in  this  dangb 

Arb.  Now  it  comes  into  my  head,   I  need  r 
Doubt  this  lord's  ixv.xh  \  he  is  next  heir 

i  5  To 
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To  the  dukedom,  if  the  duke  die  without  iflue, 

'Tis  bale  in  him  the  duke's  life  to  purfue, 

His  blood   is  only  to  my  filler  due.  \Exit* 

Art.  Falfe  duke,   thou  juftly  haft  deferv'd 
Thy  death  ;  to  cheat  the  innocent  is  a 
Double  crime  ;  I  had  no  cunning  guard 
About  this  heart   to  keep  it  fafe  from  a 
Seducing  tongue. 

1  have  loft  my  heart,  which  he  by  falfenefs  won  ; 
How  foon  is  truth  and  innocence  undone  !  \Exit* 

Enter  Philidor. 

Phil.  Pray  remember  the  poor  prifoners  5 
Pray  remember  the  prifoners.     Well,  had 
i   not  taken  this  courfe  with   the  regiment 
Of  women  that  I  have  promis'd  to  marry, 
I  ihould  have  been  devoured  by  'em 
By  this  time.     They  came  juft  now  into 
My  chamber,  one  by  one,  hoping  to  have 
Found  me  alone,  to  have  preacli'd 
Matrimony  to  me ;  but  to  my  bleft 
Deliverance,  no  fooner  one  was 
There,  but  another  came  ;  fo  I  perfuaded 
Them  one  by  one,  to  flip  up  into  a 
Garret  :  So  itill   as  one  knock'd  at 
The  door,  the  t'other  afcended ;  there 
Have  I  fecur'd  them  with  this  key, 
And  there  muft  I  keep  them  till  I 
Have  made  conditions  with  them. 
Enter  Mir i da. 
Oh,  here  conies  ?4irida. — Pray  remember 
The  poor  prifoners,  pray  remember 
The  poor  prifoners. 

Mir.  Who  the  devil's  that,  Philidor  ? 

Phil.  The  very  fame,  my  mettled  female. 

Mir.  Why,  what  mad  prank  art   thou 
Playing  now? 

PhiL  Alas-a-day,  J  have  great  cares  upon 

Me 
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Me,  I  mud  provide  meat  for 

Half  a  dozen  ladies,  that  fhou'd  have 

Been  my  fpoufes.    Look  up  yonder  ; 

In  that  very  garret,    for  aught  I 

Know,  they  mull  dine  and  (up  at  my 

Charge  as  long  as  they  live  ;  and 

Thus   muft  I  be  their  cook  every 

Day,  and  beg  their  firft  and  fecond  courfe, 

Mir.  I  am  forry  to  hear  this,  becaufe  'tis 
A  wilder  trick  than  I  have  done 
Lately  to  any  of  my  lovers.    Pr'ythee 
Let's  go  under  the  window,  and 
Call  to  them. 

Phil.  Come  away,  you  (hall  hear  what 
Vollies  we  mall  have  from  the  caftle. — 
Molt  excellent  Amazonian  ladies,  look 
Out,  and  behold   your  labouring  purveyor, 
What  pains  he  takes  to  victual  your 
Caftle,  becaufe  he  knows  you  muft 
Be  long  there. 

\Women  look  out, 

1  Lad.  Rogue  ! 

2  Lad.  Rafcal  ! 

3  Lad.  Villain  ! 

4  Lad.  Dog  ! 

5  Lad.  Slave  ! 

6  Lad.  Hell-hound  ! 

Phil.  Methinks  you  reprefent  the  hemifphere, 
Becaufe  you  are  enthroned  fo  high  ;  your 
Eyes  appear  like  ftars  to  us  poor 
Mortals  here  below. 

1  Lad.  Villain,  if  we  had  thee  here,  thou  fhoukTft 
Find  it  hell. 

Mir.  Pray,  ladies,  what  make  you  fo  angry  ? 
Methinks  the  gentleman  is  your  friend, 
And  has  holpt  you  nearer  heaven,  than 
Perhaps  e'er  a  one  of  you  would  ever  have  been. 

2  Lad.  What's  that  you  fay,  little  pifs-a-bed  ? 

I  6  Mir. 
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Mir.  Sweet  angels,  will  never  a  one  of  you 
Pleafe  to  defcend  ? 

3  Lad.  Thou  little  devil,  if  we  had  thee  here, 
We'd  throw  thee  down  again  with 

Such  a  fwing,  that  we'd  knock  that 
RafcaPs  brains  out  with  thy  fall. 

Mir.  Then,  angry  ladies,  I  fhall  flay  here— 
See,  has  not  that  lady  a  very  fair  nofe 
At  this  diftance? 

Phil.  Has  not  t'other  there  a  mouth,  that 
When  (he  opens  it  to  fcold,  looks 
Like  a  giant's  cave  ? 

4  Lad.  S'life,  we'll  not  be  abus'd  thus  ;  here's 
A  Hercules'  ftatue,  let's  throw  it  down 

Upon  their  heads. 

[Mirida  runs  a*vay>  and  meets  Pinguifter  and 
ftop.  * 

'Enter  Pingutjler   and Do  ft  or. 

Mir.   Hold,  Philidor,  we  fhall  have  fome  new 
Sport  of  my  making  now  ;  here  comes 
My  fat  lover,  let  us  fland  clofe  and 
Hear  a  little. 

Ping.  Doctor,  pray  how  many  ftools 
May  1  happily  have  this  morning, 
By  this  purgation  already  taken  by  me  ? 

Doft.  Doubtlefs,  one  hundred,  fir. 

Ping.  Save  me,  'twill  fwinge  my  bumgut  then  : 
But  how  much  fat  may  it  bring  away  ? 

Do  ft.  Peradventure,  half  a  dozen  pounds. 

Ping.  Love !  what  doll  thou  make  me  do  ? — But* 
Worthy  Dodterus,  from  what  parts  of 
My  continual  purg'd  body  is  this  ftore 
Of  fat  extracted  ? 

Doft.  Chiefly  from  your  waift,  and  calves  of  your 
Legs. 

Ping.  And  how  many  purges  may  make  my 
Waiil  and  legs  calves,  alias,  calves  of 

Ky 
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My  legs,  delightful  to  her  eye,  fir  ? 

Doci.  Sir,  fome  ten  purges ;  that  is   to  fay, 
You   muft  have  a  thoufand  ftools  to  drain 
Your  treafure  of  fat  totaliter  from  ye. 

Ping.  Oh  love  !  Oh  Mirida,  for  thee  I  daily 
purge  :     Ergo,  for  thee  I  daily  ftink. 
I  find  I  muft  keep   company  with  the  bears, 
That  I  may  be  able  to  endure  my  own  ftink  the  better, 

Do3.  Come,  fir,  I  think  you  had  beft  begin 
To  run  your  heats. 

Ping.  Oh  me  !  nothing  cou'd  e'er  a  made  a 
Footman  of  me  but  love — Well,  I 
Muft  put  on  my  pumps. 

Phil.  By  this  light,  this  is  the  pleafant'ft 
Scene  as   e'er  I  faw. 

Ping.  Nay,  doctor,  if  you  mean  I  mould  run^ 
Lend  me  your  hand  to  help 

Me  up.  [Puts  on  night -sapsl 

Now  in  the  name  of  Love  I  moft 
Unwillingly  ftart. 

Phil.  S'death,  he  runs  like  a  duke. 

\He  runs  rounds  and '  fome  times  goes  out  to  untrufsl 
Mir.  His  ftools  come  very  quickly  upon  him, 
One  after  another. 

Ping.  I  muft  run  with  my  breeches  in 
My  hand,  my  purge  vifits  my  bumgut 
So  intolerably  often. 

Dofl.  Now,  fir,  for  a  chearful  loofe. 
Ping.  By  my  heart,  mr.  Do&erus,  I  wonder  at 
Your  cruelty  to   afk  a  chearful  loofe 
Of  me  ;  am  not  I  loos'd  fufficiently 
By  your  furious  purgations  ? 

Enter  Lean -man  and  his  Taylor. 

Mir.  Oh,  here  comes  my  lean  lover, 

Ltan-man*  Taylor,  do  I  look  grofs  enough,  now  ? 

Tajl 
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<Tay.  Yes,  I'll  allure  you,  you  feem  very  corpulent. 

Lean-man.  Well,  I  am  Aire  if  thou  hail  not  made 
Me  large  enough,    thou  wilt  thy  bill. 
Now  have  at  mrs.   Mirida  ;  fure  my  perfon 
Will  take  her. — Why  how  now,  coufin, 
What  makes   you  running  a  heat  ? 

Ping.   I  mull  not  flop  to  fpeak  with  you,  but  come 
Run  by  me,  and  I  will  tell  you.     Why  I 
See  you  know  nothing,  mrs.  Mirida  has 
A  great  kindnefs  for  me,  but  cannot 
Marry  me  before   I  am  leaner. 

Leart-man.  She  fools  him,  her  kindnefs  is  for  me, 
And  bids  me  make  myfelf  fatter  before 
We  marry.    , 

Ping.  But  pray,    cuz,  what  makes  you  fluff 
Yourfelf  fo  to  appear  big  ? 

Lean-man.  Yes,  I  do  it  to  pleafe  mrs  Mirida's  eye  ; 
She  bid  me. 

Ping.  So  (he  makes  an  afs  of  him. 

Lean-man.  Well,  I  wont  hinder   you   in  your  exer- 
cife, 
Farewell. — Now  Til  to  mrs.  Mirida.  [Exit. 

Ping.  Good  buy,  good  buy. 
God's  fifh,   my  purge  again !     Oh,  oh,  oh  ! , 

Enter  Clown  with  a  cudgel,  and  beats  him  in  again. 

Clown.  A  nafly  rogue,  when  a  man's  afleep, 
To  come  and  do  it  juft  in  his  mouth! 
I'll  fwindge  ye. 

Ping.  Oh  hold,  good  fir,  'twas  the  violence  of 
My  phyfick  ;  wou'd  my  paunch  were 
Out  if  I  faw  you, 

Phil.  Hold,  what  d'ye  mean  to  beat  a 
Gentleman  thus  ? 

Clown.   Let  him  learn  more  manners  then 
Againfl  next  time. 

Ping.  Oh,  mrs.  Mirida,  I  have  been  purg'd 
And  beaten  moll  extreamly  for  your  fake  ; 
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Sure  I  am  lean  enough  now  to  marry  you. 
Mir.  That  I  cannot  tell  ;    but  I  have  the 
Meafure  in  my  pocket  of  what   compafs 
You  were  about  when  you  firft  were 
In  love  with  me,  and  alfo  the  meafure 
To  that  you  muft  fall  before  I  marry  you. 
Here  was  your  full  bignefs,  which 
Was  three  yards  about  :  let  me  fee  ; 
Oh  !  you  are  fallen  a  yard. 

Ping.  Well,  and  wont  you  marry  me  then  ? 
Mir.  That  you'll  fee  prefently  ;  for  here's  the 
Meafure  muft  compafs  you  about .     ** 
Before  I  do.     This  wants  a  yard  yet. 

Ping.  Well,  and  d'yQ  think  it's  poffible  for  me 
Ever  to  become  fuch  a  grig,  as  that 
Meafure  will  meet  about  me  ? 
Why,  to  do  that,  you  mult  imbowel 
Me,  and  then  (have  the  remaining 
Rowls  of  fat  oft  from  my  melting  fides. 

Do£f.  Here,  pray,  fir,  throw  this  blanket 
About  you,  you'll  catch  your  death. 

Ping.  Look  you,  unreafonable  miftreiS,  thus 
Am  I  fain  to  do  every  day,  foecaufe  I 
Would  melt  myfelf  into  a  husband  for  you  : 
You  may  hear  my  guts  at  this  time 
Boiling  within  me  3  I'm  confident  they'll 
Have  the  fame  fat  as  a  kettle  full  of 
Black  Puddings  that  are  over  boil'd, 
And  fo  broke. 
Do  ft.  Come,  fir,  you  muft  needs  go  to-bed. 
Ping.  That  is  to  fay,  I  muft  go  fwim ;  for 
That  I  do  conftantly  in  a  fea  of  fweat. 

Mir.  Ay,  pray,  fir,  I  wou'd  not  for  all  the  world 
You  fhou'd  mifcarry. 

Ping.  Indeed  I  look  as  if  I  were  with  child. 
Lady,    if  you  have  any  thoughts  of  going 
To  heaven,  have  mercy  on  me. 
Mir.  J  are  well,  garbage. 
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Ping.  Oh  heat !  oh  fat !  oh  love  !  what  will  you 
Do  with  me  ?  [Exit  with  Dotlar. 

Phil.  Was  there  ever  fuch  fport  as  we  have 
Seen  ? 

Mir.  Heaven  fend  thee  and  I  many  a  fair  year, 
To  be  mad  together  in. 

Phil.  Ay,  as  you  fay,  give  us  but  time  enough, 
•And  when  we  grow  tame,  let  the 
Bell  toll  for  us — But  fray,  let  us  return 
Back  to  my  virgins,  that  I  may 
Make  my  conditions  with  'em,  before  they 
Gew  out  of  prifon. 

Enter  all  the  Ladies  and  bind  them « 
S'death,  they  are  all  got  out  already. 

i  Lad.  Oh,  have   we  met  with  you  now,  ye 
Pair  of  devils  ?  we'll  lay  you  fall 
Enough. — So  good  night  to  you,  lie  there 
Till  we  come  again.  [Ex.  Ladies* 

Phil.  Pox  on't,  was  there  ever  fuch  luck  as  this  ? 
There  was  a  trap  door  in  the  garret, 
Which  they  found  and  got  out  at. 

Mir.  What  think  you  now  of  this  day's  fport, 
Philidor  ? 

Phil.  Plague  on't,  well  enough  ;  if  they  had 
Not  bound  us  back  to  back  together, 
We  might  have  paft  away  the  time. 
Malicious  jades  !  no  way  of  bridling  us 
But  this  ?     PrVthee  turn  about  thy 
Head,  and  let  us  try  if  we  can  kifs 
One  another  a  little. 

Mir.  No,  no,  we  won't  try,  for  fear  you 
Should  put  your  neck  out  of  joint 
With  turning  it  too  much  of  one  fide. 

Phil.  Well,  fortune  fhould  be  more  careful 
Of  accidents  of  this  nature,  and  not 
Contrive  them  fo  crofs. 


inter 
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Enter  Boy. 

Phil.  Oh,  here  comes  a  boy — Here,  firrah,  come 
Hither. 

Boy.  What  fay  you,  matter  ? 

Phil.  Here,  pr'ythee  unbind  us,  I'll  give 
.  Thee  a  milling. 

Boy.  Why,  fir,  can't  you  unbind  yourfelves  ? 

Phil.  Simple  boy,  thou  feefl  we  can't. 

Boy.  And  have  you  a  mind  to  be  unbound  ? 

Phil.  Yes,  yes,  we  are  in  great  torments, 
To  lie  thus. 

Boy.  Then,  fir,  you  {hall  give  me  a  piece, 
And  your  hat,  becaufe  I  have  never 
A  one,  or  elfe  farewell. 

Phil.  Well,  flay,  here  take  it  out  of  my  pockets. 

Boy.  Yes,  that  I  will  do  before  I  unbind  you, 
And  your  hat  too.  [Exit. 

Phil.  The  rogue's  too  nimble  for  me. 

Mir.  Well,  Philidor,  farewell,  I  muft  go 
Put  on  a  clean  handkerchief. 

Phil.  And  I  muft  go  fee  if  I  can  find 
A  believing  haberdafher,  elfe  I  fhall 
Be  very  ceremonious  to  every  one  I  meet.  [Exit. 

Enter  Fidler. 

Mir.  A  fidle  !  nay  then  I  am  made  again ; 
I'd  have  a  dance,  if  I  had  nothing 
But  my  fmock  on.     Fidler,  ftrike  up, 
And  play  my  jig,  call'd,    /  care  not 
A  pin  for  any  man. 

Fid.  Indeed  I  can't  flay,  I'm  going  to 
Play  to  fome  gentlemen. 

Mir.  Nay,  thou  fhalt  ftay  but  a  little. 

Fid.  Give  me  half  a  crown  then. 

Mir.  I  have  no  mo  ney  about  me— 
But,  here,  take  my  handkerchief.  [Dance and  Exit. 

ACT 
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ACT    IV. 

fZnter  Ortellus  and  Arbatus,  as  going  into    the  DukeJ: 
bed-chamber,  and  the  Duke  in  bed. 

Ortellus. 

SO,  I'll  keep  the  door  whilfl  you 
Difpatch  him. 

Arb.  My  lord,  I  find    you  truly  noble. 
Why  duke,  why  duke,  I  fay — Methinks 
My  voice  mould  wake  his  guilty  foul, 
Nothing  but  innocence  can  fleep  fecure  ; 
Then  why^  good  heaven,  does  he  take  fuch  reft  ? 
Awake,thou  drowfy  devil,  duke  ;  my 
Sifter's  wrongs  do  call  thee  from  thy 
Sleep  ;  methinks  the  found  of  thofe 
Should  pierce  thy  ears.     Why,  duke  ? 

Duke .  What  bold  voice  is  that  ? 

Arb.  One  that  will  be  more  bold  with  you. 

Duke.  Who  is't  fo  impudent  as  to  break 
My  fleep  ? 

Arb.  'Tis  I,  Arbatus,    that  will  put  thee 
Into  a  wonder. 

Duke.  Ha  !  what -means  that  dagger  in  thy  hands  ? 

Arb.  Canft  thou  afk  that  queftion  ?  it  is 
To  tickle  thy  falfe  heart. 

Duke.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  you  jeft,  you  jeft. 

Arb.  What,  does  the  conceit  on't  make  you 
Laugh  already  ?  I  was  refolv'd  to  wake 
Thee,  before  I  fent  thee  to  hell,  becaufe 
Thou  may'ft  know  of  whofe  errand  thou  goeft. 

Duke.  Come,  come,  leave  your  foolery,  leit 
You  heat  my  blood. 

Arb.  If  I  do,  I  will  let  it  out  all, 
And  that  will  quickly  cool  it :  I'd  give 
You  time  to  fay  your  prayers  flow. 

But 
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But  that  I  know  thy  fin  to  be  fo 
Great,  that  heaven  will  not  pardon  thee. 

Enter  Artalella. 

OrteL  Who's  that? 

Art.  'Tis  I,  my  lord,  Artabella  ;  let  me  in 
Quickly,  that  I  may  have  one  flab  at 
His  falfe  heart,  before  my  brother 
Has  put  him  paft  feeling. 

OrteL  And  fo  thou  fhalt,  brave  girl. 

Arb.  Now,  duke,  good  night  to  you,  and  the 
Devil  fend  you?  good  reft. 

Art.  Hold,  brother. 

Arb.  Who's  that  ? 

Art.  'Tis  T,  thy  injur'd  Mer,  come  to  make 
The  firft  hole  in  that  bafe  duke's  heart  ; 
It  is  my  right. 

Arb.  Begin,  begin  then,  that  I  may  make  an  eacL 

Art.  Stay,  brother,  not  too  fail,  has  he  faid 
His  prayers  ? 

Arb.  His  pray'rs !  why,  none  but  the  devil 
Will  hear  them.     Come,  come,  filler, 
Give  me  the  dagger  again  ;  you  wafle  time. 

Art.  And  fo  i  will,  the  duke  fhan't  die. 

Arb.  How,  not  die  > 

Art.  Not  die,  I  fay. 

Arb.  Then  you  are  his  whore  all  this  while, 
And  wou'd  have  him  live,  that  you  may 
Be  fo  flill. 

Art.  Brother,  another  word  fo  foul,  I'll 
Strike  this  dagger  through  your  heart, 
Therefore  hear  me  fpeak.     Know 
Then,    'tis  I  that  cannot  love  the  duke, 
Which  he  wou'd  never  tell  you,    knowing 
'T would  make  you  angry  with  me, 

Arb.  Nay  then,  I'll  kill  you  for  fooling  a 
Brother,    and  your  reputation  thus. 

Duke.  Hold,  Arbatus,  fhe  fays  it  but  to  favc 

My 
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My  life  :   'Tis  I  have  fool'd  you  both, 
therefore  ftrikehere. 

Arb.  And  fo  I  will,  then. 

Art.   Hold,   brother,  pull  not  a  load  of  fins 
Upon  your  head  ;    'tis  I  have  been  to  blame,  indeed 
Ihave,  with  loving  him  too  much. 

Arb.  Then  thou  malt  die. 

Duke.  Hold,  fir,  heaven  will  frown  on  you  for  ever, 
If  you  fhed  one  drop-of  that  pure  blood  -, 
Upon  my  word  'tis  I. 

Arb.  Keep  not  my  tortur'd  foul  thus  in  fufpenfe. 
One  of  you  tell  me  true,  and  that  quickly 
Too,  elfe  I'll  deftroy  you  both,   and 
That's  the  fureft  way  not  to  miflake. 

Duke.  Then  be  aflur'd  'tis  I, 

Art.  Brother,  'tis  not,  'tis  I. 

Arb.  Hey  day !  hey  day !  I  know  not  what 
To  do  or  fay.     [Throws  down  his  /word,  and  goes  away. 

Oriel.  So,  he's  dead,   I  hope. 

Arb .  No  more  than  you  are. 

Ortel.  How  fo  ? 

Arb.  Come,  my  lord,  as  you  go,  Til  tell  you 

{Exeunt  Arb.  &  Ort. 

Duke.  Oh  !  Artabella,  why  did'ft  take  my 
Sin  upon  thyfelf,   hiding  thy  innocence 
With  a  face  of  guilt?  My  death  had  been 
Not  punifhment  enough,   becaufe  J  have 
Wrong'd  fo  fair  a  life  as  yours.  Which 
Way  to  afk  forgivenefs,  I  can't  tell ; 
There  are  no  pardons  for  fuch  fins 
As  mine  ;  the  only  way  to  do  thee 
Right,  is  this. 

Art.  Hold,  fir,  my  life  fhall  follow  yours, 
Jf  you  ftrike. 

Duke.  Why  would'fl  thou  have  me  live  ? 

Art.  Becaufe  I  love  you,  fir. 

Duke.  And  that's  the  only  reafon  I  would  die. 

Art. Why,  would  it  be  kindly  done, 
To  fhew  my  eyes  your  blood  ? 

Duke. 
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Duke.  Yes,  far  more  kind  than  live 
And  fhew  thy  heart  no  love.     Oh 
Artabella,  that  thou  wert  my  filter  !  nothing 
But  brothers  love  were  then  thy  due  ; 
And  I  could  richly  pay  thee  in  that  coin, 
A  million  more  than  ever  brother  did. 

Art.  Wou'd  nature  then  had  made  me  fo, 
Or.elfe  had  gave  me  never  a  heart. 

Duke   What  woud'it.  thou  have  me  do,  poor  Artabella? 
Art.  Nothing,  but  love  me,  fir, 
Duke.  See,  what  thou  doft  afk  a  man,  a  god 
Wou'd  do  ;  and  yet  I  can't  ;  'tis  not  thy 
Want  of  beauty,  but  my  fate.     Angels 
Themfelves,    to  look  upon  thy  face,  wou'd 
Take  a  journey  twice  a  day  from  heaven. 

Art.  If  you  would  come,  tho'  far  a  Ihorter  way, 
You  fhou'd  be  much  more  welcome. 
-   Duke.  Sweet  tongue  lie  fiill,  GfTer  no  more  fuch 
Love,  as  gods  themfelves  to  have  wou'd 
Think  a  blifs,  fmce  all  thy  kindnefs 
Does  but  wound  my  heart,  to  fee  thine 
Ship-wreck'd  in  a  fea  of  love,  and  cannot 
Give  it  harbour  in  my  breaft 

Art.  Sir,  let  me  beg  one  thing  of  you  then. 
Duke.  With  all  my  foul,  be  it  my  dukedom, 
And  'tis  thine. 

Art.  'Tis  no  fuch  great  requeit;  'tis  only 
When  you  meet  me,  fay,  1  hate 
Tikee,  'Artabella. 

Duke .  W'hy,  cou'd  that  word  pleafe  thee  ? 
Art.  No,  but  to  hear  it  faid  by  you,-  wou'd 
Bring  my  death,  then  I  wou'd  thank 
You  for  my  reft.  Wou'd  you  not  come 
Unto  my  grave,  fir  ? 

Duke.  O  yes,  and  make  thy  coffin  float   with  a  fea 
Of  tears.  >.. 

Art.  Fair  fir,  of  what  ? 
Duke.  Of  grief. 
Art.  O  me  !  a  fea  of  tears,  and  yet  not 

One 
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One  of  love  !     Wafle  not  fuch  precious 

Drops  upon  my  grave,  it  will  not 

Satiffy  my  hovering  foul  to  fee  your 

Eyes  drop  pity  without  love.     Farewel,  fir ; 

Oh  for  a  grave,  that  were  a  refting-place  ; 

Good  heart  be  kind,  and  break  apace  !  [Exit* 

Duke,  Heaven  love  thee  for  me — Bafe  Amphelia, 
Thou  art  the  author  of  my  horrid  fin  {Exit. 

Enter  Philidor  and  Mir  id  a. 

Phil.  Thou  talk'ft  of  fport,   Mirida ;  if  all  the 
Sport  we  have  had  already  with  our 
Lovers,  come  not  fliort  of  this,  hang  me  ; 
You  fay  you  have  invited  them  already 
To  my  funeral. 

Mir.  Yes,  yes. 

Phil.  So,  fo,  methinks  my  body  lies  in 
Great  ilate,  to  fee  the  tribe  that  will 
Come  by  and  by  ;  here  will  be  half  a 
Dozen  chief  mourners,  which  fhou'd  have 
Been  my  wives,  aud  fome  three  or 
Four  fons  and  heirs,  befides  three 
Or  four  hopeful  daughters ;  thefe,  with 
The  congregation  of  nurfes,  will  howl 
Me  a  pleafant  dirge. — Mirida,  you  being 
My  executrix,  muit  carry  yourfelf 
Very  gravely;  here's  my  will,  which 
You  mud  read  to  'em  ;  I'll  be  the 
Prieft  myfelf. — Hark,  fome  body  [Knocks  withfth 

Knocks  "at  the  gate. 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  they  are  all  come, 

Phil.  Let  'em  in. — Now  Mirida,  manage 
Yourbufmefs  well. 

Mir.,  Let  me  alone,  I'll  warrant  ye. 

Enter  Ladies  and  Nurje. 
All  La.  Ah  !  my  poor  dear,  dear. 
All.  Nu.  Ah  !   my  poor  dea$  rnafter  !  ah,  child, 
Cry  for  thy  poor  dad ,  [Kifs  the  herfe. 

"  Phil 
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Phil.  What  a  dog-kennel's  here  !  how  they 
Howl!  [J fide. 

Mir.  When  the  pamons  of  your  grief  are  over, 
Pray  hear  me  fpeak,  becaufe  it  concerns  you  all. 

Phil.  Pox  of  thy  gravity,    Mirida.  AJide, 

Mir.  Nay,  hold  your  tongue  ;  if  you  fet  me 
Once  a  laughing,  1  mall  fpoil  your 
Funeral.  [JJide. 

Enter  Ptnguijier  and  Lean -man. 
So,  here  comes  my  fat  lover,  and  my 
Lean  one. — Welcome,  gentlemen,  I 
Was  afraid  I  fhou'd  not  have  had  your 
Company. 

Ping*  Really,  fvveet  lady,  I  have  taken  a 
Pu -ge  to-day,  (as  I  do  conilantly,  for 
Love  of  you)  which  has  retarded  me, 
By  reafon  of  its  operation,  neither  can 
I  fay  it  has  yet  rimmed. 

Mir.  Sir,  pleafe  you  to  fit  down,  and  you. 
Mr.  Pinguilttr. 

Ping.  Lady,  I  embrace  your  offer,  and  fhall 
Prefs  your  chair — By  my  heart,   madam, 
This  chair  was  litter  for  a  jackdaw 

'Than  me.  [Sits  down  and  breaks  the  chair. 

Nay,  they  make  fuch  chairs  now  a- days, 
That,   had  I  a  grudge  to  an  upholfterer, 
I  wou'd  defire  no  greater  revenge 
Than  to  fit  down  upon  every  chair 
In  his  fhop. 

Mir.  Truly,  fir,   I  am  forry  for  your  fall. 
Ladies  and  gentlewomen,  pray  give  your 
Attention  to  my  dear  deceafed  coufm's  will- 
Poor  young  man  !  he  was  kill'd 
Yefterday  by  a  duel  :  he  liv'd  but  two 
Hours  after  he  was  hurt,   which  time 
He  made  ufe  of,  to  fettle  fomething 
On  all  you  here1  his  worthy  friends, 
Omnes.  A  good  young  man. 
Mir.  Imprimis,  I  bequeath  my  foul  as  other 
People  usM  to  do,  and  fo  my  body. 

Item, 
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Item,  I  give  to  mrs.  Mary,  for  a  reafon  that 
She  knows,  500 1. 

Item,  500 1.  to  mrs.  Margaret,  for  a 
Reafon  fhe  knows. 

Item,  500 1.  to  mrs.  Sarah,  for  a  reafon 
She  knows. 

Item,  500 1.  to  mrs.  Martha,  for  a 
Reafon  fhe  knows. 

Item,  500 1.  to  mrs.  Alice,  for  a  reafon 
She  knows. 

Item,   500 1.  to  mrs.  Eleanor,  for  a  reafon 
She  knows.     And  fo  to  all  the  reft. 

Item,  To  my  nurfes,  1  leave  each  of 
Tftem  20 1.  a  year  apiece  for  their 
Lives,  befides  their  arrears  due  to 
1  hem  for  nurfmg.     Thefe  fums 
Of  money  and  legacies,  I  leave  to  be 
Rais'd  and  paid  out  of  my  manor 
Of  Conflantmople,  in  which  the 
Great  Turk  is  now  tenant  for  life.— 
If  they  mould  hear  how  their  [Laughs  a  fide* 

Legacies  are  to  be  paid,  how  they'd  fall 
A  drumming  on  his  coffin  ! 

Item,  Heave  to  Mr.  Pinguifter,  a  very 
Fat  man. — 

Ping.  I  am  fo. 

Mir.  An  infallible  receipt  to  make  him  lean. 

Pin.  So,  I  hope  the  dead  may  do  wrhat 
The  living  cannot. 

Mir.  I  leave  to  a  certain  lean  gentleman, 
Whom  I  have  feen  in  my  coufin 
Mirida's  company,  a  fure  recept  to 
Make  him  fat. 

Lean.  I  find  he  knew  I  was  to  marry  his  coufin, 

Mir.  I  defire  my  body  may  be  carried  to  the 
Grave  by  the  fix  aforefaid  gentlewomen.— 
So,  ladies,  now  you  have  heard  his  will, 
Be  ple/s'd  to  take  up  the  body :    nurfes, 
You  are  to  follow  next  s  now  which  o*  you 
Will  lead  me  ? 
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Ping.  I  will,  Madam. 

Lean.  By  my  bones  but  you  fhan't. 

Ping.  By  my  fat  but  I  will,  fir. 

Mir.  Nay,  gentlemen,  pray  fall  not  out — Well, 
One  of  you  lead  me  one  half  of  the  way.  [Exeunt, 

Pin.  Agreed,  fir,  take  you  her  hand  firil — A 
Very  timely  proportion,  for  my  purge 
Works  again  ; — Save  me  !  whereabouts 
Is  the  clofet  ?  [Goes  out^  and  comes  in  again. 

What  a  loofe  muft  I  run  to  overtake  them 
Now  !  elfe  I  (hall  not  lead  my  miftrefs  the 
Lafthalf  way.—— Deliver  me  from  love 
And  purges. 

Enter  all  again ,  with  a  coffin  ;  Philidor  and  Mirida 
fhut   them  into  the  'vault. 

Phil.  So,  there  let  'em  converfe  with  the  dead 
A  while  ;  I  had  rather  have  'em  there  than 
Above  ground  :  here  will  I  keep  'em  till 
They  have  all  quitted  me  under  their  hands 
And  feals. 

Mir.  Oh!  thefport  that  we  mail  have  by  and  by. 
Well,  but  I  muft  go  home  a  little,  my 
Father  will  mifs  me  :  Where  fhall  we 
Meet  again  ? 

Phil.  Jufthere. 

Mir.  I'll  not  fail.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Amarijfa  juft  arrived. 

Amar.  I  am  come  too  late,  and  yet  too  foon  am  here' 
Since  dear  Zoranza's  death  is  now  fo  near. 
On  the  fame  block  with  him  I'll  lay  my  head, 
That  our  two  bodies  may  have  but  one  bed. 
Thus  are  our  nuptial  joys  decreed  by  fate, 
Our  wedding  and  our  burial  bear  one  date. 
Sure  1  am  the  firil  of  maids  that  ever  gave 
Her  body  to  her  lover  in  a  grave. 

Vol,  XII,  K  Alas! 
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Alas  !  in  cold  embraces  we  muft  meet, 

With  icy  kales  in  a  winding-fheet. 

Yet  though  this  life  denies  us  time  to  love, 

The  other  life  will  not  fo  cruel  prove  ; 

Our  fouls  fo  faft  in  lover's  knots  we'll  tye, 

That  when  the  headfman  (hikes,  they  both  (hall  fly, 

Twin'd  in  one  another  through  the  air, 

And  be  at  reft,  whilft  other  fouls  defpair. 

Enter  Jailor. 

This  is  the  prifon,  and  here's  the  Jailor, 
I  believe — Pray,  fir,  do  you  belong 
Unto  the  prifon  ? 

JaiL  Belong  [  yes,  I  am  the  keeper  of  it, 

Amar.  Is  not  here  one  Zoranzo  a  prifoner  ? 

JaiL  Yes,  but  he  won't  be  here  long,  for  he 
Is  to  die  anon. 

A7nar.  Ah  me,  fir,  I  am  his  fifter,  pray  help 
Me  to  him,  that  I  may  fpeak  with  him 
Before  that  cruel  hour  ;  1  love  him 
So,  that  I  muft  needs  die  with  him  ;  I'll 
Petition  the  Duke  that  I  may,  fure  he'll 
Not  deny  me  that  requeft. 

Jail.  I  can  tell  you  a  way  that  you  may  be  fure 
To  have  that  favour  granted. 

Amar.  Tell  it  me,  and  I'll  thank  ye. 

JaiL    Why,   if    you'll  try   to    convey  him  out   of 
prifon, 
As  another  lady  has  already,  you  may 
Bear  them  company  too. 

Amar.  Why,  has  there  any  lady  endeavour'd  it  ? 

JaiL  Yes,  one  that  is  his  miftrefs,  and  they  are 
Both  to  die  together. 

Amar.  Ha !  what  is't  I  hear  ?  his  miftrefs, 
Say  you  ? 

Jail.  Yes,  miftrefs ;  they  both  lie  as  contentedly 
By  one  another,  as  if  they  were  not  two. 

Amar.  Curfe  him,  good  heaven,  ye  cannot  throw 
Too  many  curfes  on  him — Here,  Jailor, 

Take 
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Take  this,  and  let  me  fpeak  with  the  prifoner. 
Jail.  Madam,  you  mall. 

Enter  Zoran%o   and  Amfhelia  as  in  prifon,  in  chains. 

Zo.  AmarifTa!  are  my  eyes  falfe,  or  is  it 
Truly  fhe  ? 

Ama.  Your  eyes  are  true,  but  'tis  your  heart 
That's  falfe. 

Zo.  I  am  deceiv'd,  that  cannot  be  her  tongue. 

Ama.  Should  it  fpeak  otherwife  to  thee,  I'd 
Tear  it  out,  devil,  Zoranzo  ;  curs'd 
Pair  of  vipers,  that  in  chains  of  death 
Can  practife  luft,  as  if  no  end  were  nigh. 
Do  not  my  wrongs  flartle  thy  guilty 
Soul,  to  think  of  all  the  torments  it  mull 
Have,  that  could  with  fo  much  falfenefs 
Murder  love  ?  When  thou  art  gone  to 
Hell,  as  go  thou  mull,  'twill  be  a  talk 
For  all  the  devils  there,  to  torture  thee  enough. 
Thy  fin  is  fuch,  were  I  thy  heads-man, 
When  thou  com'ft  to  die,  I'd  be  a  week 
A  cutting  off  thy  head,  'twixt  every  ftroke 
I'd  flop;  and  then  I'd  hollow  AmarifTa 
In  thy  ears ;  thy  guilt  would  be  an  echo 
To  my  wrongs,  and  anfwer  to  my  cry, 
Wrong'd  AmarifTa ;  which  injur'd  name 
Repeated  to  thy  ears,  would  make 
Thy  foul  think  hell  not  half  fuch  pain. 
Farewell,  Zoranzo,  I'll  come  to  fee  your 
Head  flruck  off,  and  your  lady's. 

Zo.  Bafe  AmarifTa,  that  can  conclude  me 
Falfe,  becaufe  fhe  faw  this  lady  lie 
In  chains  by  me,  and  rould  not  afk  me  how 
We  came  together — Thus  to  revile  me,  and 
Not  know  the  truth — I'll  fcorn  to  tell 
Her  now. 

Enter  Duke, 

Ama.  O  fir,  be  pleas'd  to  hear  a  maid's  petition, 
Though  a  ftranger  to  you. 

K  2  Du\s\ 
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Duke.  Fair  maid,  what  is't  ? 

Ama.  Zoranzo  that's  condemn'd  to  die,  may — 

Duke.  Not  live  ;  if  that  be  your  requeit,  pray 
Do  not  afk,  I  fhan't  grant  it. 

Ama.  No,  fir,  'tis  that  he  may  have  a  thoufand. 
Deaths,  inftead  of  one  ;  or  one  that  has 
More  pain  than  thoufands. 

Duke.  What  makes  you  thus  incens'd  againft  him  ? 

Ama.  Heaven  knows  I  have  too  much  caufe,  fir. 
I  have  lov'd  him  long,  and  the  day  he  was 
Your  prifoner,  fhould  have  been  our 
Wedding.    News  being  brought  to  me 
Jn  my  own  country,  that  he  was  to  die, 
In  flying  hafle  I  took  this  tedious  journey  ; 
With  forrow,    and  with  joy  I  here  arriv'd  ; 
Tears  in  my  eyes  for  his  approaching 
Death,  fmiles  on  my  cheeks  to  think 
Of  dying  with  him  ;  but  when  I  came 
Unto  the  prifon  gate,  I  met  the  Jailor,  and 
He  told  me  all,  then  let  me  in,  and  to  rejoice 
My  eyes,  I  faw  two  devils  lie  in 
Chains  together,  and  not  half  fo  faft 
As   chain'd  in  love  ;   all  my  intended 
KifTes   then  I  chang'd  into  as  many  curfes 
On  his  heart,  which  with  my  eyes  I 
Spoke,  as  well  as  tongue. 

Duke.  Alas  !  poor  injur'd   maid,    we  muft  be   one 
another's 
Petitioners  ;  thy  fate  is  mine  ; 
That  woman  which  you  faw  with  him, 
Has  prov'd  as  falfe  to  me,  as  he  to  you. 

Ama.  For  heaven's  fake,  fir,  let  'em  die  both  j 
No  fight  would  pleafe  us  like  their 
Blood  ;  the  Jailor  told  me  they  lie  as 
Clofe  together  all  day  as  if  they  were  not  two. 

Duke.  Oh  curfe  on  'em  ! 

Ama.  Oh,  the  devil  take  'em  !  pray,  fir,  give 
Order  that  they  may  be  brought 
Immediately  to  execution. 

Duke. 
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Duke.   I  will. 

Ama.  I'll  go  call  the  Jailor,  fir.        [Steps  to  th'  prifon. 

Enter  Jailor. 
Duke.  Jailor,  let  the  prifoners  be  brought  to 
Execution  flraight,  I'll  be  there  myfe'lf . 
Ama.  And  I  too,  fir. 
Duke.  You  fhall,  we'll  go  together.  [Exeunt. 

ACT     V. 

Enter  all  Ladies ,  Nurfes,  Pinguifter,  and  Leanman,    as 
in  the  vault;  Philidor  as  a  Crier. 

Philidor. 

OYes,  O  yes,  O  yes,  did  any  man  hear 
Tale  or  tidings  of  three  nurfes,  call'd 
Three  Flanders  mares,  with  three 
Sucking  colts  ? — 

AllNur.  Hark,  we  are  cry'd  in  the  ftreets. 

Phil.  And  alio  fix  maiden  ladies,  that  fliould 
Have  been  married  to  a  certain 
Promising  gentleman — 

All  Lad.  Devil  !  we  are  cry'd  too. 

Phil.  Alfo  a  very  lean  gentleman,  that  mull 
Be  fatter  before  he's  married : — 

Lean.  Hark,  that's  I  ? 

Phil.  And  the  hugeft  lofs  of  all  is  one  mr . 
Pinguifter,  a  lovely  fet  gentleman, 
Whom  all  that  knew  him,  doubt  him 
To  be  dead  upon  fome  privy -houfe  ; 
Becaufe  he  purg'd  every  day  for  love, 
By  reafon  mrs.  Mirida  would  not  marry  him 
Till  a  certain  meafure  that  he  has 
Will  come  about  his  waift  ? — 

K   3  Enter 


222  All  Mijiaken  :  Or^  The  Mad  Couple. 

E titer  Mirida. 

Pin.  Crier,  I  am  here,  I  am  here. 

Phil.  If  any  can  bring  news  of  the  fix  aforefaid 
Virgin  ladies,  or  of  the  three  Flanders  nurfes 
And  colts,  to  one  mr.  Philidor,  a  very 
Confciencious  young  man — 

Omnes.  A  pox  take  him  ! 

Phil.  They  fhall  be  extreamly  paid 
For  their  pains.     Again,  if  any  can 
!  ring  tidings  of  this  mr.  Pinguifler, 
To  mrs.  Mirida,  me  will  be  very  bountiful 
In  her  reward :  the  poor  foul  weeps 
Mofl  bitterly  for  him. 

Pin.  Does  (he  fo,  poor  wretch  ?  [Cries  aloud. 

Pr'ythee,  good  Crier,  go  tell  her  I  am  not 
Dead,  though  I  have  been  buried  a 
Great  while  in  the  vault.     Mercy  of  my 
Bumgut,  my  purge  again  ? 

Gm?ies.  You  nafly  rtgue,  turn  your  breech 
Out  of  the  gate  then. 

[Goes   to   do  foy    Philidor    kicks   him   down,    he 
roars  out. 

Mir.  Philidor,  I  have  broke  a  vein 
With  laughing,  to  hear  thy  rogueries. 
I'll  call  to  Pinguifler — Mr.  Pinguifler  ! 
My  love,  my  dear,  fure  I  hear 
Thy  voice. 

i  in.  Who's  that,    my  dear  female  ? 

Mir.  The  fame,  fat  love. 

Piw%  Oh  pr'ythee  raife  me  from  the  dead. 

Phil.  Well,  Ladies  and  gentlewomen,  how  d'ye 
Like  your  Crier  now  ? 

Omnes.  The  devil  take  thee,   was  it  you  ? 

Phil.  The  very  fame. 

2  Lad.  Well,  won't  you  let  us  out  ?  pray  howfoever, 
n>  ake  away  this  fat  gentleman  from  us  ; 
For  he  has  fuch  a  coming  loofenefs,  and 
*Tis  fo  dark  here,  that  he  has 
Shit  upon  every  one  of  us. 

Omnes. 
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Omnes.  Well,  but  won't  you  let  us  out  ? 

PhiL  Yes,  if  you  ladies  will  fet  your  hands 
To  this  paper,  to  quit  me  as  to  all  promifes, 
I  will ;  and  alio,  my  reverend  nurfes, 
You  mull  fet  your  hands  to  this  difcharge, 
To  quit  me  from  all  arrears  of  nurfing  ; 
Life  farewell  fye — 

Omnes.  Well,  well,  flay,  we  will.        [Set  their  hands, 

PhiL  So,  now  you  may  go  take  the  air 
Again,  there's  the  key  to  let  yourfelves  out. 

Omnes.  A  cheating  rogue! 

Phil.  Come,  Mirida,  let's  run  away,  for  if 
They  catch  us,  murder  is  the  bell  we 
Can  hope  for.  [Ex.  with  Mirida. 

1  Nur.  They  went  this  way,  let's  run  after 
Them,  fome  one  way  and  fome  t'other.       [Ex.  Women. 

Pin,  So  you  may,  but  if  I  run  any  way, 
Then  hang  me;  I  am  glad  of  my  refurrec'tion 
Howfoever — On  my  confeience,  no  green 
Carcafe  ever  flunk  as  I  did  ;  to  my  beft 
Remembrance  I  went  to  flool  fome 
Threefcore  times  in  the  vault,  ergo 
I  was  beaten  threefcore  times ;  the 
Unmerciful  nurfes,  with  their  huge 
Palm'd  hands,  every  time  I  went  to't, 
Play'd  at  hot-cockles  all  the  while  upon 
My  buttocks — Well,  I  hope  I  mall  ne'er 
Be  buried  again  whilfl  I  live,  and  fo 
With  that  prayer  I'll  go  to  bed. 

Enter  Mirida, 

Mir.  My  dear  fat  love,  little  doft  thou 
Think  how  many  tears  I  have  fried 
For  all  thy  fufferings ;  that  rogue, 
Philidor,  put  a  trick  upon  us  all. 

Pin.  Well,  and  has  phyfick,  heats,  burial, 
Nor  refurrec~lion,  made  me  yet  lean 
Enough  to  be  thy  hufband  ?  why,  I  have 
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Loft  as  lruich  greafe  as  would  furniih 

A  whole  city  with  candles  for  a  twelvemonth. 

And  all  for  the  love  of  thee,  fweet  Mirida. 

[Cries   and  fobs. 
Mir,  Dear  love,  come  fit  thee  in  my  lap, 
And  let  me  try  if  I  can  enclofe  thy  world 
Of  fat  and  love  within  thefe  arms  : 
See,  I  cannot  nigh  encompafs  my 
Defires,  by  a  mile. 

Pin.  How  is  my  fat  a  rival  to  my  joys !  [Cries. 

Sure  I  fhall  weep  it  all  away. 

Mir.  Lie  ftitt,  my  babe,  lie  Hill  and  fleep, 
It  grieves  me  fore  to  fee  thee  weep  : 
Wer't  thou  but  leaner,  I  were  glad  ; 
Thy  fatnefs  makes  thy  dear  love  fad. 
What  a  lump  of  love  have  I  in  my  arms  ? 

Pin.   Nay,  if  I  had  not  taken  all  thefe  courfe* 
To  diffoJve  myfelf  into  thy  embraces, 
One  would  think  my  looking  on  thee 
Were  enough ;  for  I  never  fee  thee,  but 
I  am  like  a  fat  piece  ef  beef  roafting 
At  tfie  fire,  continually  drop,  drop,  drop. 
There's  ne'er  a  feature  in  thy  face,  or 
Part  about  thee,  but  has  coil  me  many 
A  pint  of  fat,  with  thinking  on  thee  ; 
And  yet  not  to  be  lean  enough  for 
Thy   hufband,  O  fate  !  O  fate  I 
O  fat !  [She  lets  him  fall. 

Mir.  O  lord,  fir,  I  have  let  you  fall,  how 
Shall  I  do  to  get  you  up  again  ! 

Pin.  Nay,  that's  more  than  all  the  world 
Can  tell. 

Mir.  IT1  e'en  lie  down  by  thee  then. 
Pin.  Nay,  but  pr'ythee  lie  near  me  ;  thou 
Hadft  as  good  lie  a  league  off,  as  that 
Diftance. 
Mir.  Were  I  thy  wife,  fat  love,  I  would. 
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She  fings. 
My  lodging  upon  the  cold  floor  is, 
And  wonderful  hard  is  my  fare, 
But  that  'which  troubles  me  more  is 
The  fatntfs  of  my  dear. 
Yet  fill  I  do  cry,    oh  melt  lo<vey 
And  Ipr'ythee  now)  melt  apace ; 
For  thou  art  the  man  I  fould  long  for, 
If  "'twere  not  for  thy  greafe. 

Ping,  fings. 
Then  prythee  dont  harden  thy  heart  filly 
And  be  deaf  to  my  pitiful  moan  ; 
Since  I  do  endure  the  fmart  fill, 
And  for  my  fat  do  groan  ; 
Then  prythee  now  turn  my  dear  lo<ve, 
And  I pr^y thee  now  turn  to  me  ; 
For,  alas,   I  am  too  fat  ftM> 
To  roll  fo  far  to  thee, 

Mir.  That  were  not  modefty  in  me,  to  turn 
To  you  ;  but  if  you  can  roll  to  me 
Within  this  hour,  I'll  marry  you  in 
Spite  of  all  your  fat. 

Fin.  Agreed,  then  I  fhall  gain  thee  yet , 
You  muft  lieftill  then. 

Mir.  Yes,  yes. 

Pin.  Sure  I  am  Syfiphus's  ftone,  for  as  fail 
As  I  turn  over  I  think  i  turn 
BacK  again,  elfe  I  mull  needs 
Have  been  come  to  my  journey's  end 

[He  rolls  to  her,  and Jhe  rolls  from  him. 
By  this  time  ;  for  I  am  of  fuch  a 
Breadth,  that  every  roll  I  give, 
I  pafs  over  an  acre  at  leaft. 
Thou  lieil  full,  my  love,  doft  thou  not  ?• 

Mir.  Yes,  I  long  to  have  thee  here. 

Pin.  I  doubt  I  (han't  be  with  thee  though 
This  two  hours. 
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Mir.  Then  my  heart  will  break. 
Pin.  I'm  lure  mine  will  before  I  get  to  thee. 
Ch  woman — oh  woman  !  oil  woman  !— 
They  talk  of  woman  in  travail,  I'm 
Sure  I   know  a  man  in  travail  at 
This  time,  in  more  pain  by  half. 

[She  fifes  and  laughs  at  trim. 
Mir.  Why,  my  moil  extream  fat  afs,  doft 
Thou  not  find  that  I  have  fool'd  thee 
All  this  while  ? 

Pin.  Why,  haft  thou  ? 
Mir.  Yes,  indeed  have  I. 
Fin.  Oh,  thou  woman  !  may'fl  thou  grow 
Fat.  that  thy  b  re  alt  and  belly  may 
Meet  together,  fo  that  all  the  fat 
Hoilefies  in  chriftendom  may  appear 
But  eels  to  thee. 

Mir.  Farewell,  my  lowly  love. 
Pin.  Why,  wilt  thou  not  help  me  up  before 
You  go? 

Mir.  What  to  do  ?  to  run  heats  again  for  love  ! 
Pin.  No,  to  fight  with  thee. 
Mir.  Fight  with  me  ?  by  this  light,  would  we 
Had  two  f words,  I'd  have  one  pafs 
At  all  thy  tripes. 

E?iter  Cutler  nvith  t<vco  Snx'ords. 
Faith  and  yonder' s  a  fellow  has  two  fwords — 
Friend,  lend  me  but  thy  fwords  one  minute. 

Cut.  I  am  going  to  carry  them  to  two  gentlemen. 
Mir.  Oh,  this  will  not  hinder  thee  ;  thou  fhalt 
S«e  rare  fport — Go  help  that  gentleman 
Up  that  lies  yonder,  and  give  that  fword 
Into  his  hand — 
Come,  are  you  ready,  fir  ? 

Pin.  Why,  you  dare  fight  then  it  feems — 
Though  thou  art  fo  ungodly  a  chit,  as 
To  fay  no  prayers  before  thou  begin'ft, 
I  will,  I  allure  thee. 
Good — I  pray  and  defire  ye,  if  I 
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Do  mifcarry  in  this  duel,    that  I  may 
Meet  with  no  woman  in  the  other 
World — Now,  thou  worft  of  females, 
Have  at  thee. 

Mir.  Come,  1*11  let  out  all  your  fat  and  love  at 
One  thruft.  [F?gbt>  and /he  di/armi  htm. 

Now,  afk  thy  life,  and  confefs  thou  art  an  afs. 

Pin.  I  am  an  afs,  and  afk  my  life. 

Mir.  Then  I,  thy  conquering  Caefar,  take  my  leave 
With  this  conclufion :  wms  <vidi,  *viti. 
And  fo  farewell.  Oh  fate  !  oh  love  :  oh  fat  f         [Exit. 

Pin.  After  all  my  miferies,  would  I  were 
Up  again,  elfe  the  next  man  that  comes 
Will  make  a  roller  of  me,  for  to  roll 
Bowling-greens. 

[Makes  federal    attempts    to   ri/e,    and    at    lajt 
gets  up. 
So,  now  I  have  a  mile  home  at  leaft, 
And  every  toilfome  ftep  1  take,  1  will 
Curfe  women.  [Exit, 

Enter    Zoranzo    and   Amphelia,      h™Z    upon   ftra<v 
together. 

Xo.  Mod  blefs'd  of  women,  I  muft  tell  you  truth  ; 
And  yet  I  fear  that  truth  will — 

Amph.  Will  what  ? — I  doubt  he  loves  me —     \Jfidc. 
Speak  it,  fir,  nothing  from  you  can 
Be  unwelcome. 

Xo.  O  yes,  it  will. 

Amph.  I'll  warrant  you,    out  with  it,  fir. 

Zo.  Then  know,   I *Tw«U  come  no  farther. 

Arrph.  Unhappy  man  !  ^tis  fo,  he  loves  me.     [Affide. 
O  fir,  I  have  fadder  truth  to  tell  to  you 
Than  yours  can  be  to  me — J  dare  not 
Speak   it. 

Z<?    My  fears  are  true,  (be  loves  me.  [A fide. 

Pray  tell  me,  what  it  is  r 

Antph.  Tell  vours  firft,  fir. 
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Zo.  Alas,  you  faw  I  tried,  but  could  not 
Get  it  pail  my  lips. 

Ampb.  If  I  ihould  try,  mine  would  not  come  fo  far. 

Zc.  Would  I  knew  yours,  I  could  tell  it 
For  you. 

Amth.  So  could  I  yours,  yet  I  can't  my  own. 

Zo.  Alas,  me  loves  me.  [Afide. 

Am£h.  Poor  Zoranzo,  I  fee  he  loves  me.  [AJtde. 

But,  fir,  confider  we  are  going  to  die  ; 
Let  us  die  undeceiv'd  in  one  another. 

Zo.  Oh,  that  fome— — that  knows  each  of 
Our  hearts,  would  hearken  to  our  griefs, 

i  bid  an  angel  come  and  fpeak 
for  both. 

Enter  Jailor. 

Jail.  Come,  have  you  done  your  difcourfe  ? 
You  mult  go  to  execution. 

Zo.  A  little  patience,  Jailor — fee,  we  are 
Caird  unto  our  deaths,  pray  tell  me 
What  you  mean. 

Ampk.    I  cannot ;  firil  do  you  begin. 

Zo.  Nor  I. 

Ampb.  Let  us  tell  both  together  then,  that  one 
May  not  olame  the  other. 

Zo.  Agreed,  are  you  ready  now  to  fpeak  ? 

Ampb.  Yes,  oh  no  I  am  not — well,  now  I  am — 
Are  you  ? 

Zo.  Yes  I  am;  begin — oh  flay,  I  cannot  yet. 

Jail.  Come,  come,  I  can  give  you  no 
Longer  time. 

Ampb.  Na*  ,  then  we  muft  tell. 

Zo.  Poor  Amphelia,  'tis  AmariiTa  that 
I   love. 

Ampb.  O  Zoranzo,  I  love  the  Duke. 

Zo.  Then  I  am  joy'd,  I  was  afraid  'twas 
Me  you  lov'd, 

Ampb, 
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Amph.  And  fo  was  I  that  you  lov'd  me. 
Now  we  fhall  die  both  happy, 
Never  was  two  fuch  friends  as  you  and  I. 

Jail.  Come,  come, 

Amph.    Good  Jailor,  we  go  moft  willingly  now. 

[Extant. 

Enter  as   on   a  feaffold*   Duke,  AmariJJa,  Ortel/us,  Zo- 
ranzo,  Amphelia,    Jailor,  and  Executioner. 

Ama.  Jailor,  why  difl  thou  let  them  flay  fo  long  ? 

JaiL  They  had  fo  much  to  fay  to  one  another. 
That  flill  they  begg'd  one  minute,  and 
Then  another. 

Ama.  D'ye  hear,  fir  ?  pray  let  the  Jailor 
Be  tum'd  out  of  his  place,  for  letting 
Them  fpeak  to  one  another. 

Amph.  See,  Zoranzo,  where  they  fit  in  triumph 
O'er  our  deaths. 

Ama.  S'life,  fir,  they  are  whifpering,  d'ye 
See  yonder  ? — Executioner,  why  don't 
You  ftrike  off  their  heads,  and  let 
Them  whifper  then — 
Sir,  you  are  melancholy. 

Duke.  I  am,  indeed. 

Zo.  Now,  Amphelia,  to  heaven  and  you 
I  truly  vow,  my  love  is  flill  the 
Same  to  cruel  Amariffa. 

Amph.  Heaven  and  you  witnefs  the  fame  ^ 

For  me,  my  heart  is'  flill  that 
Undeferving  Duke's. 

Exec.  Come,  which  of  you  will  die  firft  ? 

Zo.  Haft  thou  not  fkill  enough  to  ftrike 
Cur  heads  off  together  ? 

Ama.  Executioner,  let  them  not  have  that 
Satisfaction  -,  pray,  fir,  let  that 
Woman  die  nrft,  that  damn'd  Zoranzo 
May  have  two  deaths  ;  it  will  be  one 
To  him  to  fee  her  die  ;  (hall  it  be  fo,  fir  ? 

Duke. 
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Duke.  What  you  pleafe. 

Amar.  Executioner,  the  duke  fays  fhe 
Muil  die  firft. 

Exec.  Come,  lady,  you  mufl  lay  down  your 
Head  firft,  the  duke  fays. 

Amph.  That  word's  the  iharpefl  ax  that  I 
Shall  fed. 

Exec .  Have  you  faid  all  \       {Both  h?ed  as  at  prayers. 

Amph.  To  earth  I  have,  but  not  to  iieaven. 
Farewell,  dear  friend,  for  one  fhort  minute. 

Zor.  My  foul  mall  h alien  after  yours. 

Amar.  S'life,  jailor,  will  you  let  them  fpeak 
To  one  another  again  ? 

Amph.  Executioner,  now  I  am  ready. 

Duke.  Hold,  the  priibner  fhali  die  firtl. 

Zor.  With  all  my  heart,  J  am  ready. 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  not  you  I  mean,  fir,  rife  ; 
'Tis  I  that  am  the  prifoner,  I  will 
Make  you  a  prefent,  take  your  life, 
Your  love  ;  nay,  and  my  dukedom  too  ; 
And  to  oblige  you  moil  of  all, 
Executioner,  ilrike  ofF  my  head,  for  1 
Am  weary  of  it. 

Amph.  Not  for  ten  thoufand  worlds,  fir, 
Whate'er  you  mean. 

Duke.  Know  then,   I  have  lov'd  you  all  this 
While,  but  feeing  your  hate  fo 
Great  to  me,   I  have  diflembled 
Scorn  to  you.  [Sbefaomns. 

Why  doit  thou  fwoon,  Amphelia  ? 

Amph.  Did  not  1   hear  iome  voice  juil  now, 
That  faid  the  duke  does  love  me  ftill  ? 

Duke.  Thou  didft  ;  'twas  he   himfelf  that 
Said  fo. 

Amph.  If  'twere  from  heaven,  good  heaven 
Say  it  again. 

Duke.  'Twas  I  myfelf,  I  tell  thee — and  I  will  never 
Speak  another  word,  if  that  difpleafe  thee. 

Amph.  Oh,  I  am  in  heaven  tnen  it  feems.  and  'tis 

Some 
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Some  god  that's   telling  me  how  the 
Duke  iov'd  me  ftill. 

Duke.   Dear  Amphelia,  'tis  I,  that  loves  thee, 
Tells  thee  fo. 

Ampb.  Hark,  now  there's  a  god  that  fays  he  loves 
Me  too  ;  bled  god,  I'm  forry  if  you  do. 
Since  I  have  heard  the  duke  does  love  me  ftill, 
He  muft  be  your  rival,  indeed  I  cannot 
Help  it.     Oh  let  me  fly  down  to  the  earth 
Again,  only  to  hear  him  fay  he  loves  me. 
I    cannot  promife  when  I    mail  return, 
That  very  word  from  him  wou'd  keep  me  there. 

Duke.  I  mull  anfwer  her  no  more,    they  fay 
'Twill  keep  'em  longer  in  a  trance.  [He  rubs  her. 

Ortel.   I  am  but  in  a  fcurvy  condition  now,    if 
She  comes   to  life  again,  for  they  will 
Examine  one  another  how  the  miftake 
Came  between  them,  and  then  I  am 
Sure  it  mull  come  to  light. 

Ampb.  Who's  that,  duke  Archimedes  ? — 
Duke.  The  fame,  fweet  angel. 
Ampb.  Oh,  fir,  I  am  come  from  heaven  to  fee  you, 
Since  there  I  heard  you  love  me  ftill. 

Duke .  Dear,  Amphelia,  thou  haft  dream'd  all 
This  while  ;  heaven,  'tis  true,  is  where 
Thou  art,  but  'twas  my   voice  that 
Said  I  love  thee. 

Ampb.  Was  not  my  head  ftruck  off  juft  now  ? 
Duke.  Canft  thou  afk  that,  while  I   have 
A  head  and  heart  ? 

Ampb.  Why,  have  you  lov'd  me  ftill  ? 
Duke.  With  as  much  truth  as  ever  lover  did. 
Ampb.  So  have  I  you  with  equal  conftancy. 
Amar.   Well,    fir,    now  you  are  fatisfied,    pray 
Let  me  be  fo  too,  and  let  Zoranzo's 
Head  be  ftruck  off  quickly. 
I   fee  he's  mean  as  well   as  falfe,  to 
Quit  me  for  a  woman  that  does  not 
Love  him. 

A  mi  b. 
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A?nph.  Hold,  AmarifTa,  hear  mefpeak,  before 
Zoranzo  dies, — and  be  affur'd  he 
Loves  you   frill. 

Amar.  Wou'd  you  deceive  me  too  ? 

Amph.  Indeed  I  don't  ;  when  we  were 
Going  to  die,  you  may  remember  that 
We  whifper'd,    then  we  call'd  heaven 
And  ourfelves  to  witnefs, 
That  both  our  loves  were  true, 
Mine  to  Archimedes,  and  his  to  you. 

Amar.  Can  you  forgive  me,  fir  ?  {Kneels. 

rLor.  I  cannot  anfwer  yet ; 
Thy  civility  has  took  away  my  fpecch. 

Duke.  Dear  Amphelia,  how  came  this  fad 
Miftake  'twixt  you  and  1  r 

Amph.  I'll  tell  you,  fir,  in  part ;  when  you  were 
In  this  laft  war,  my  woman  received 
A  letter  from  one  of  the  gentlemen  of  your 
Chamber,  wherein  he  did  affure 
Her,  that  you  had  a  new  miftrefs  in 
That  country,  and  therefore  bid  her  tell 
Me  of  it,  that  I  might  by  degrees 
Wean  my  affection  from  fo  falfe  a  man 
As  you. 

Duke.  Here  has  been  forne  foul  play  ;  for 
This  very  man  you  fpoke  of,  receiv'd 
A  letter  from  your  woman,  wherein  fhe 
Bid  him  affure  me,  that  you  were 
Prov'd  falfe  in  my  abfence,  and  lov'd  my 
Coufin  Crtellus. — 
Guard,   go  fetch  them  both  hither 
Immediately,  they  {hall  die  without 
Mercy. 

Oriel.  Nay,  then  I  had  as  good  difcover, 
'Twill  fall  the  heavier   on  me  elfe. 
Sir,  let  the  guard  flay, 
And  I  will  tell  you  all. 
'Tis   I  have  fow'd  the  feeds  of  this  miftake. 
I  long  have  lov'd  Amphelia,  for  which  caufe 

I  tried 
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I  tried  this  way  to  draw  her  heart  from  you. 
I  knew  this  gentleman  of  your  bed-chamber 
Was  in  love  with  Amphelia' s  woman, 
Therefore  I  brib'd  her  to  write  to  him, 
To  afTure  the  duke  that  Amphelia  lov'd  me, 
And  that  fhe  fhou'd   alfo  charge  him,  to 
Write  another  letter  to  her,  wherein  he 
Shou'd  complain  of  the  duke's  falling  in 
Love  with  another  woman  in  that 
Country.     I  knew  your  fpirits  both  to  be 
So  great,  that  neither  of  you  wou'd 
Stoop  to  one  another,  when  you  were 
Both  poflefs'd  of  either's  falfenefs :  and 
So  it  prov'd  ;  for  when  the  duke  heard 
You  lov'd  me,  he  brought  a  fair 
New  miftrefs  over  with  him,  to  let  you 
See  he  did    contemn  you  ;  and  fo, 
Amphelia,  fir,  when  me  heard  you 
Lov'd  another,  affur'd  me  then  that  fhe 
Lov'd  me,  which  now  I  fee  was  only 
To  make  you  think  how  much  fhe 
Scorn'd  you,  though  frill  her  heart 
Was  true,  and  fo  was  yours.     Now, 
Sir,  I  humbly  beg  your  pardon. 

Duke.  'Twill  be  in  vain,  my  lord,    I  cannot 
Grant  it.     Oh,  Amphelia,  how  many 
Hours  of  joy  we  two  have  loft  ! 

Amph.  Bafe  lord ! 

Enter  Ar  tab  ell  a. 

Artab.  O,  fir,  I  heard  that  people  were  to  die 
To  day,  let  me  be  one,  I  pray. 

Amph.  Not  for  the  world,  fweet  innocent. 

Art.  Oh,  madam,  you  are  fhe  the  duke 
Loves.     Pray  fpare  your  pity,  fir  ;  can 
You  have  the  heart  tc  let  me  live, 
And  fee  you  married  to  another  ? 

Amph.  Have  patience,  fweet  young  maid, 

I  will 
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I  will  not  marry  him  ;  you  won't  blame 
Me  if  I  love   him  though  ? 

Art.  No  ;  for  then  I  fhou'd  condemn  my 
Fault  in  you. 

Duke.  But  fure,  Amphelia,  you  did  but  jeft, 
In  telling  her  you  wou'd  not  marry  me. 

Amph.  Indeed,  fir,  I  am  in  earneft  ;  confidfr 
'  Tis  but  juftice  ;  (he  loves  you  as  well 
As  I,  her  heart  was  quiet  till  you 
Troubl'd  it. 

Duke .  All  this  is  true,  but  how  will  your 
Love  fhew,  if  you  refufe  to  marry  me  ? 

Amph.  Not  lefs  at  all,  but  make  my  pity  mor£* 

Duke.  If  I  would  marry  her,  I  can't  believe 
That  fhe  wou'd  be  thus  kind  to  you. 

Amph.  Yes,  I  dare  fay  fhe  wou'd  ;  afk  her  and  try. 

Duke.  Well,  Artabella,  will  you  marry  me  ? 

Art.  You  never  hated  me  till  now  ;  can  you 
Believe  I'd  wrong  fo  bleft  a 
Woman  as  Amphelia  ? 

Amph.  See,  fir,  wou'd  it  be  juftice  now  in  me  ? 
She  will  not  wound  my  heart,  fnou'd 
I  kill  hers  ? 

Duke.  But  confider,  'tis  you  I  love,  not  her. 

Amp.  That's  her  misfortune,  fir,  yet  fhe 
Deferves  as  much  as  I  :  I  can  but  love 
You,  fo  does  (lie. 

Duke.  Dear  Amphelia,  marry  me. 

Amph.   I  cannot  out  of  pity,  fir. 

Duke.  Talk  not  of  pity,  if  thou  wilt  fhew 
Me  none. 

Amph.  My  pity  is  her  due  ;  my  love  is  yours. 

Duke.  O,  Amphelia,  this  was  a  cruel  way  to 
Make  me  happy.     Thou'dft  better  ftill 
Have  kept  my  joys  unknown, 
Than  let  the  knowing  of  it  be  my  death. 
Once  more,  my  dear  Amphelia,  marry  me. 

Amph.  Do  not  petition  her  you  may  command 
In  any  thing  but  this. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  Monfter  of  villains,  thou  haft  caus'd 
All  this. — Executioner,  immediately  ftrike 
Off  his  head. 

Ortel.  I'm  fure  you  will  not  let  me  die. 

Duke.  Impudent  villain,  difpatch  him  ftrait. 

Ortel.  Hold,  fir,  'tis  only  I  can  make  you  three 
Happy,  which  if  you  do  not  confefs, 
When  you  have  heard  me  fpeak, 
Then  let  me  die. 

Duke.  Well,  let's  hear  it. 

Ortel.  Promife  me  my  life  firft,  if  I  do* 

Duke.  Well,  you  fhall  have  it. 

Ortel.  Then  know,  the  lady  Artabella  is 
Your  filler. 

Duke.  Ha  ! 

Ortel.  I  fay  your  filler  ;  you  do  remember 
That  you  had  one  once  ? 

Duke.  Yes,  I  do,  but  fhe  was  loft  at  three 
Years  old. 

Ortel.  'Tis  true  'twas  thought  fo  ;   but  thus 
It  is,  when  'twas  reported  you  were 
Slain  in  the  battle, 
I   ftraight  convey' d  away  this  lady, 
Then  a  child,  becaufe  (he  mould  not 
Stand  'twixt  me  and  the  dukedom.      I  being 
Then  acquainted  with  the  mother  to 
Arbatus,  I  brought  this  lady,    and  gave 
Her  a  fum  of  money,  to  adopt  her  for 
Her  child.     With  willingnefs  my  offer 
She  imbrac'd,   the  more,    becaufe  her 
Son,    Arbatus,  had   then  been  loft 
About  feven  years,  thought   to  have 
Been  caft  away  at  fea,  though  afterwards 
Returned  home  :   I  had  enjoiVd  her 
Secrecy,  which  me  kept,  therefore 
She  told  Arbatus  'twas  his  filter. 

Enter 
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Enter  Arbatus. 

4 

Duke .  And  is  fhe  then  my  fifter  ? 
Oh,  Arbatus,  welcome,  welcome  ! 
I  have  a  crowd  of  joys  about  my  heart 
To  tell  thee. 

Arb.  What  !  that  you  have  broke  my  fitter's  heart  ? 

Duke.  Thou  haft  no  fitter  ;  'tis  I  poffefs  that 
Blefiing,  Artabella,  is  my  fifter.    How 
Eleft  a  found  is  fitter  to  my  ears ! 
I'll  give  command,  no  other  word  but 
Sifter  ihall  be  fpoke  throughout  my 
Dukedom  ;  I'll  have  it  taught  to 
Infants ;  fo  that  when  nature  lends 
Their  fucking  tongues  a  means  to 
Speak  one  word,  they  all  ihall 
Babble  fifter,  inftead  of  nurfe:     I'll 
Have  the  name  ingrav'd  in  gold  on 
Every  poft  and  pillar  in  the  ttreets, 
And  patters  by  fhall   worfhip   it. 

Arb.  I  am  amaz'd. 

Enter  Philidor  and  Mirida, 

Duke.  Welcome,  Philidor. 

Phil.  I  am  glad  to  fee  joy  in  your  looks 
Again,   fir  ;  the  time  is  long  fince 
I  have  feen  you  fmile. 

Duke.  Philidor,  all  that  is  joy  I  have  within 
This  breaft  ;  it   o'erflows  and  runs 
Into  my  eyes.     This   is  my  fifter  (oh 
What  a  word  is  fifter  !)     and  this  my 
Dear  and  true  Amphelia. 
Come,  Mirida  ihall  be  thine  to-day  too. 

Mir.  Hold,  fir,  I  forbid  that  banes. 

Phil.  Troth  fo  do  I  too ;  you  always 
Take  the  words  out  of  my  mouth. 
You  and  I  marry,  quotha ! 
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Mir.  No  faith,  we'll  be  hang'd  firft.   I'd 
Rather  hear  a  long  fermon,  than 
Hear  a  parfon  afk  me,  Mirida, 
Will  you  have  this  man  for  your 
Wedded  hufband,  to  have  and  to  hold, 
From  this  day  forward,   and  fo  forth, 

Phil.  Right,  for  better,  for  worfe,  in 
Sicknefs  or  in  health. 

Mir.  Ay,  and  perhaps  after  we  have  been 
Married  half  a  year,    one's 
Hufoand  falls  into  a  deep  confumption, 
And  will  not  do  one  the  favour  to 
Die  neither,  then  we  mull  be 
Ever  feeding  him  with  caudles. 
Oh,  from  a  hufband  in  a  confumption, 
Deliver  me  ! 

Phil.  And  think  how  weary  I  fhou'd  be 
Of  thee,  Mirida,  when  once  we   were 
Chain' d  together  :  the  very  name  of 
Wife  would  be  a  vomit  to  me  ;  then 
Nothing  but  where's  my  wife,   call 
My  wife  to  dinner,  call  my  wife  to  fupper  ; 
And  then  at  night,  come,  wife,  will  you 
Go  to  bed? 

Mir.  Ay,  and  that  wou'd  be  fo  trouble  fome 
To  be  call'd  by  one's  hufband  every  night 
To  go  to  bed.     Oh,  that  dull,  dull 
Name  of  hufband ! 

Duke.  Indeed  you  two  are  well  met, 
The  world  has  not  two  more  fuch, 
Ji  am  confident. 

Mir.  The  more  the  pity,  fir. 

Phil.  No,  fir,  if  yon  pleafe,  never  propofe 
Marrying  to  us,  till  both  of  us  have 
Committed  fuch  faults  as  are  death 
By  the  law,  then  inilead  of 
Hanging  us,  marry  us. 

Mir.   And  then  yo  j  dial  I  hear  how 
Earneftly  we  mall  petition  your 

Highnefs 
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Highnefs  to  be  hang'd  rather  than 
Married. 

Duke.  No  man  can  judge  which  is  the 
Wildefl  of  thefe  two. 
Now,  brave  Arbatus,  in  all  my  dukedom 
There  is  but  one  gift  worthy  thy 
Receiving,   and  that's  my  filler  ; 
Here,  fir,  take  her  as  freely  as  heaven 
Gave  her  me. 

Arh.  D'ye  forgive  me,  fir  ? 
Duke.  Or  not  myfelf,  Arbatus. 
This  day  Hymen  mall  light  his 
Torch  for  all. 

Phil.  With  your  pardon,  fir,  not  for  me 
And  my  female. 
Mir.  No  faith,  I'll  blow  it  out  if  he  does. 
Art.  Sir,  though  in  my  own  defires 
I  ftiou'd  have  chofe  the  man   that 
You  have  given  me,  yet  I  beg 
We  may  not  marry  yet ;  we  have 
Call'd  brother  and  filler  fo  long, 
That  yet  we  needs  mull  think  we 
Are  fo  ftill. 

Arb.  Pray,  madam,  let's  think  fo  as 
Little  a  while  as  we  can,  that  fancy 
May  not  keep  my  joy  in  prifon. 

Duke.  Let's  to  the  temple  now,  and  there  thank 
Heaven  for  thefe  unexpected  joys. 
Each  day  the  gods  fhall  lend  me  in  this  life, 
I'll  thank  them  for   a  filler,  and  a  wife. 
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THE 

PREFACE. 


A  V  I N  G  been  defired  by  a  lady, 
who  has  more  than  01  dinar y  favour  for 
this  play  (though  in  other  things  very 
judicious)  to  make  a  fong,  and  infert 
it  in  that  fcene  where  you  may  now 
read  it  ;  I  found  it  more  difficult  to  difobey 
the  commands  of  this  excellent  perfon,  than  to 
obtain  of  myfeif  to  write  any  more  upon  fubjects 
of  this  nature* 

This  occafion'd  the  reviling  of  this  piece  ;  upon 
which  I  had  not  cart  my  eyes  iince  it  was  iirft 
printed,  and  finding  there  fome  very  obvious  faults 
(with  refpect  to  their  judgments,  who  have  been 
:  rd  to  applaud  it)  I  could  not  well  imagine  how 
they  came  to  efcape  my  laft  hand  ;  unlefs  poetic 
rage,  or,  in  a  more  humble  phrafe,  heat  of  fancy, 
will  not,  at  the  fame  time,  admit  the  calm  tem- 
per of  judgment  ;  or  that  being  importuned  by 
thofe,  for  whole  benefit  this  play  was  intended,  I 
was  even  fore'd  to  expofe  it,  before  it  was  fit  to 
be  ktn  in  fuch  good  company. 

This  refers  only  to  the  drels  ;  for  certainly   the 

plot  needs  no  apology  ;  it   was  taken  out  of  Don 

Pedro  Calderon,  a  celebrated   Spanifh  author,    the 

nation  of  the  world  who  are    the  happieit   in   the 
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force  and  delicacy  of  their  inventions,  and  recom- 
mended to  me  by  his  facred  majefty,  as  an  excel- 
lent defign;     whofe  judgment  is  no  more   to    be 
doubted,  than  his  commands  are  to  be  difobeyed  : 
.And  therefore  it  might  feem  a  great  preemption 
in    me,  to  enter  my  fen  timents,  with    his   royal 
fuffrage  :  But  as  fecretaries  of  ftate  fubfcribe   their 
names  to  the  mandates  of  their  princes,  lb  at   the 
bottom  of  fhe  leaf  I  take  the  boldnefs  to  fign  my 
opinion,  that  this  is  incomparably  the  beft  plot  that 
I  ever  met  with  :  And  yet,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to 
do  myfelf  juftice,  I  might  acquaint    the    readers, 
that  there  are  feveral  alterations  in  the  copy,  which 
do  not  difgrace  the  original. 

I  confefs,  'tis  fomething  new,  that  trifles  of  this 
nature  fhould  have  a  fecond  edition  ;  but  if  in  truth 
this  eflay  be  at  prefent  more  correct,  I  have  then 
found  an  eafy  way  to  gratify  their  civility,  who 
have  been  pleafed  to  indulge  the  errors  in  the  for- 
mer imprelrions. 

If  they  who  have  formerly  feen  or  read  this  play, 
fhould  not  perceive  the  amendments,  then  I  have 
touched  the  pointy  fmce  the  chiefeft  art  in  writing 
is  the  concealing  of  art :  And  they  who  difcover 
'cm,  and  are  pleafed  with  them,  are  indebted  only 
to  themfelves  for  their  new  fatisfaction ;  flnce  their 
former  favour  to  our  negligent  mufes  has  occafion'd 
their  appearing  again  in  a  more  ftudied  drefs  >  and 
certainly  thofe  labours  are  not  ungrateful,  with 
which  the  writers  and  readers  are  both  pleas'd. 

And  fince  I  am  upon  the  fubje£r.  of  novelties,  I 
take  the  boldnefs  to  advertife  the  reader,  that,  tho' 
it  be  unufual,  I  have  in  a  diftincl  column  pre- 
fix'd  the  feveral  characters  of  the  molt  eminent 
perfons  in  the  play  ;  that  being  acquainted  with 
them  at  his  fiift  fetting  out,  he  may  the  better 
*udge  how  they  are  carried  on  in  the  whole  com- 

pofition  i 
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poiition;  for  plays  being  moral  pictures,  their  chief- 
eft  perfections  confift  in  the  force  and  congruity  of 
paffions  and  humours,  which  are  the  features  and 
complexion  of  our  minds ;  and  I  cannot  chufe  but 
hope,  that  he  will  approve  the  ingenuity  of  this 
deilgn,  though  poffibly  he  may  diflike  the  paint- 
ing. 

As  for  thofe  who  have  been  fo  angry  with  this 
innocent  piece,  not  guilty  of  fo  much  as  that  cur- 
rent wit,  obfcenity  and  profanenefs  :  Thefe  are  to 
let  them  know,  that  though  the  author  converts 
but  with  few,  he  writes  to  all,  and  aiming  as 
well  at  the  delight  as  profit  of  his  readers,  if  there 
be  any  amongft  them,  who  are  pleafed  to  enter 
their  haggard  mufes  at  fo*mean  a  quarry,  they  may 
freely  ufe  their  poetic  licence  ;  for  he  pretends  not 
to  any  royalty  on  the  mount  of  Parnaffus  :  And  I 
dare  anfwer  for  him,  that  he  will  fmg  no  more, 
till  he  comes  into  that  choir,  where  there  is  room 
enough  for  all  :  And  fuch,  he  prefumes,  is  the 
good-breeding  of  thefe  criticks,  that  they  will  not 
he  fo  unmannerly  as  to  crowd  him  there. 

Farewell, 


p  r  a 
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Spoken  by  Betterton. 


IF  we  could  hit  on't,  gallants,  there  are  due 
Certain   refpecls  from  writers,  and  from  you  j 
J'Vhich  well  obferv'd,  would  celebrate  this  age. 
And  both  fupport,  and  vindicate  the  ftage. 
If  there  were  only    candour  on  your  part. 
And  on  the  poet' s  judgment,  fancy,  art  ; 
If  they  rejnember  that  their   audience 
Are  perfons  of  the  ?nofl  exalted  fenfe  ; 
And  you  confider  well  the  jujl  refpecl 
Due  to  their  poems,  when  they  are  cor  reel  : 
Our  two  houfes,  then,  may  have  the  fate, , 
To  help  to  form  the  manners  of  the  Jl ate  ; 
For  there  are  crimes  arraigned  a'tb'  poet's  bar, 
Which  cannot  be  redrefs'd  at  Weftminfter. 
Our  ancient  bards  their  morals  did  difpenfe 
In  numbers,  to  infinuate  the  fenfe, 
Knowing  that  harmony  affe els  the  foul, 
And  who  our  paffions  charm,  our  wills  controul. 

This 
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This  our  well-meaning  author  had  in  vietir9 

And  tho9  but  faintly  executed,    you 

Indulged  th"  attempt  with  fuch  benevolence. 

That  he   has  been  uneafy  ever  fine e  ; 

For  though  his  vanity  you  gratify  d, 

The  obligation  did  provoke  his  pride. 

But  he  has  'now  compounded  with   ambition 

For  that  more  folid  greatnefs,   felf-fruition, 

And  going  to  e?nbrace  a  civil  death, 

He's  loath  to  die  indebted  to  your  breath  \ 

Therefore  he  zvould  be  even  u?you,kbut  wants  force  \ 

The  ftream  will  rife  no  higher  than  thefource. 

And  they  who  treat  fuch  judges,  Jhould  ex  cell  ; 

Here,  'tis  to  do  ill,   to  do  only  well. 

He  has,  as  other  writers  have,  good  will, 

And  only  zvants  (like  thofe)  nature  and  skill  \ 

But  fine e  he  cannot  reach  the  envied  height, 

H'has  cajifome  grains  in  this  to  mend  the  weighty 

And  being  to  part  w'you,  prays  you  to  accept 

This  revived  piece,  as  legacy  or  debt. 


L  3  Dramaiis 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

Persons.  Relations  Characters. 

Don  Henrique,  In  love  with  Camilla,  Cholerick  ,    jealous  , 

but  reje&ed.  revengeful. 

Don  Carlos,     Near     kinfman     to  A  well-natured  mo 

Don  Henrique.  ral  gentleman. 

Don  Oclavio,  In  love  with  Porcia9  A  valiant  a?id  at- 
but  feigning  to  be  complififd  cava  - 
i(  love  with  Ca-  Her. 
mill  a. 
Don  AntGnic,  Contra&edto  Portia,  A  foldier  ,  haughty, 
by  proxy,  before  and  of  ex  ail  he- 
he  faw  her.  ncur. 

Portia,  Sifter   to  Don  Hen*  Ingenious ,    confant  >. 

rijue.  and  fever  ely  virtu- 

ous. 
Camilla,  Sifter  to  Don  Carlos.  Sufceptible    of  love, 

but  cautious  of  her 
honour. 
Diego,  Servant  to  Oclavio,  A  great  coward  and 

bred  a  fcholar.  a  plea f ant  drolL 

Flora,  Waiting- woman     to  Witty  ,    contriving  , 

Portia.  and  faithful  to  her 

miftrefs. 

Ernefto,         ?   gcrvants   tQ  jyon  J^onio. 

banc  he,  j 

Silvio,  *}  » 

Geraldo,         I 

Pedro,  >  Servants  to  Don  Henrique. 

Bernardino,  \ 

The  Corrigicor  and  Attenda  nts. 

The  SCENE,    SENILE. 
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TRAGI- COMEDY. 


A  C  T    I. 

Scene  Don  Henrique's  houfe. 

Enter  Dor.  Henrique, 

Henrique. 

HRjBfPffiSB  O  W  happy  are  the  men.  of  eafy  phlegm 


^j   Born  on  the  confines  of  indifference, 
Ca^f  hI^S   Holding  from  nature,  the  fecured  tenure, 
^p>L_J^^  The  peaceful  empire    o'er    themfelves  3 

ffc§5f&&  which  we' 

w7*c  ^fe  1  h'  unhappy  men  of  fire,  without  the  aids 

Of  mighty  reafon,  or  almighty  grace, 
Are  all  our  lives  contending  for  in  vain. 

L  4 
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*Tis  evident,  that  folid  happinefs 
Is  founded  on  the  conquett  of  our  paffions ; 
But  fince  they  are  the  favourites  of  fenfe, 
Self-love  bribes  reafon  ftill  in   their  defence  : 
1  hus,  in  a  calm,  I  reafon  ;  but  when  crofs-'d, 
The  pilot  quits  the  helm,  and  I  am  tofs'd. 

Enter  Silvio. 

SH.  Sir,  Don  Carlo;  is  without. 
Hair.  Wait  on  him  in. 

Enter  Den  Curio?. 

Cor  I.  Coufin,  methinks  this  day  hath  longer  feem'd 
an  ufual ;  fince  'tis  fo  far  advane'd 
Without  our  feeing  one  another. 

Henr.  If  1  had  not  been  hindered  by  fome  bufinefs, 
I  mould,  e'er  this,  havefeen  you,  t'  have  told  you 
Some  pleafing  news  I   lately  have  received  j 
You  have  fo  often  bcrn  with  my  dittempers, 
'Tis  fit  that  once,  at  leatt,  you  mould  partake 
Of  my  good  humour. 

Carl.  What  caufe  foever  has  produe'd  this  change, 
I  heartily  rejoice  in  the  effect, 
And  may  it  long  continue. 

Henr.  I  can  inform  you,  by  experience  now, 
How  great  a  fatisfaclion  'tis  to  find 
A  heart  and  head  eas'd  of  a  weighty  care  ; 
For  a  gentleman  of  my  warm  temper, 
Jealous  of  the  honour  of  his  family, 
(As  yet  ne'er  blemifti'd)  to  be  fairly  freed 
from  the  tuition  of  an  orphan  filler,    ■ 
Rich,  beautiful,  and  young. 

rl.  You  know,  Don  Henrique,  for  thefe  thirteen 
years, 

at  I  have  been  with  the  like  province  charg'd  ; 
An  only  fitter,  by  our  parents  will, 
( When  they  were  call'd  from  their  cares  below) 

Committed 
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Committed  to  my  truft ;  much  more  expos'd 
To  the  great  world  than  yours  j  and,  fir,  unlefs 
Nearnefs  of  blood  deceive  me,  fhort  of  few 
In  thofe  perfections  which  invite  the  gallants : 
Yet  thanks  to  my  temper,  coufln,  as  well 
As  to  her  virtue,  I  have  feen  her  grow 
Even  from  her  child-hood,  to  her  dangerous  age. 
Without  the  leafl  diflurbance  to  my  reft  ; 
And  when  with  equal  juftice  I  reflect 
On  the  great  modefty  and  circumfpectiort 
Of  lovely  Porcia,  I  conclude,  that  you 
Might  well  have  flept  as  undifturb'd  as  I. 

Henr.  Sir,  I  complain  not  of  my  fitter's  conduct^ 
But  you  know  well,  young  maids  are  fo  expos'd 
To  the  invafion  of  audacious  men, 
And  to  the  malice  of  their  envious  fex  y 
You  muft  confefs  the  confines  of  their  fame 
Are  never  fafe,  till  guarded  by  a  hufband. 
'Tis  true,  difcreet  relations  ought  to  ufe 
Preventions  of  all  kinds  ;  but,  dear  Carlos, 
The  blemifh  once  receiv'd,  no  wafh  is  good 
For  (tains  of  honour,  but  th'  offender's  blood. 

Ccrl.  Y'are  too  fevereajudge  of  points  of  honour. 

Henr.    And  therefore,    having    not    long    fince   re- 
ceiv'd 
The  news,  that  Don  Antonio  de  Mendoza 
Is  likely  to  be  here  this  night,  from  Flanders ; 
To  whom  my  filter,  by  th'  intervention 
O'  th'  Marquifs  D"  Olivera,  is  contracted  ;. 
I  will  not  clofe  thefe  eyes  till  I  have  feen 
Her,  and  my  cares,  fafe  lodg'd  within  his  arms. 

Carl.  I  find   your  travels,,    coufin,    have  not   cur'd 
you 
Of  that  innate  feverity  to  women  ;. 
Urg'd  juftly  as  a  national  reproach 
To  all  of  us  abroad ;  the  reft  o'  th'  world 
Lament  that  tender  fex  amongft  us  here, 
Born  only  to  be  honourable  prifoners ; 

ie  greater  quality,  the  clofer  kept  -y 

L  S.  V.ich 
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Which  cruelty  is  reveng'd  upon  ourfelves, 

Whilll  by  immuring  thofe,  whom  raoft  we  love, 

We  fmg,  and  figh  only  lo  iron -grates. 

As  cruel  is  that  over-cautious  cuftonn, 

By  proxy,  to  contract  parties  unknown 

To  one  another ;  this  is  only  fit 

For  foveraign  princes,  whole  high  qualities 

Will  not  allow  of  previous  interviews  ; 

They  facrifice  their  love  to  publick  good, 

Coniulting  interett  of  ttate  and  blood. 

A  cuftom,  which  as  yet,  I  never  knew 

UsM  amongtt  perfons  of  a  lower  rank, 

Without  a  fequel  of  lad  accidents. 

Sa£  underttand  me  right  ;  I  fpeak  not  this 

By  way  of  prophecy ;  I  am  no  ftranger 

[I  o  Don  Antonio's  reputation, 

Which  I  believe  fo  juft,  I  no  way  doubt 

Your  filter's  being  happy  in  him, 

Henr.  Don  Carlos,  let  us  quit  this  argument ; 
I  am  now  going  to  our  noble  friend 
And  kinfman  the  Corrigidor,  to  iee 
If  he'll  oblige  us  with  his  company 
At  my  fitter's  wedding  ;  will  you  come  along  ? 

Carl.  Moil  willingly  ;  as  foon  as  I've  brought 
My  fitter  hither,  who  has  given  this  evening 
To  her  coufin  Porcia. 

Henr.  I  have  fome  bufinefs,  coufm,  by  the  way, 
I'll  go  before,  and  wait  you  i'th1  piazza. 
Your  feivant,    fir. 

{Henrique  waits  on  him  to  the  door.  Exit  Carlos. 

Henr.  This  kinfman  is  my  bofom  friend  ;  and  yet, 
Of  ail  men  living,  I  mutt  hide  from  him 
My  deep  refentments  of  his  fitter's  fcorn. 
That  cruel  maid,  to  wound  me  to  the  heart, 
Then  clofe  her  ears  againft  my  juft  complaints  ! 
But  though  as  yet  I  cannot  heal  my  wound, 
I  may  by  my  revenge  upon  my  rival 
Divert  the  pain  ;  and  I  will  drive  it  home  ; 

There's 
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There's  in  revenge  a  balm,  which  will  appeafe 
The  prefent  grief,  and  time  cure  the  diieafe. 

[Exit  Henrique, 

Enter  Portia. 

Par.  My  heart  is  fo  opprefs'd  with  fear  and  grief, 
That  it  muft  break,  unlefs  it  finds  relief ; 
The  man  I  love,  is  forcTd  to  fly  my  fight, 
And  like  a  Parthian,  kills  me  in  his  flight  * 
One  whom  I  never  faw,  I  mail  embrace, 
Or  elfe  deftroy  the  Honour  of  my  race. 
A  brother's  care,  more  cruel  than  his  hate  ; 

0  how  perplexed  are  the  intrigues  of  fate  ! 

Enter  Carlos  and  Camilla* 

Carl.  Coufin,  I  thought  my  filler's  company 
Would  net  difpleafe  you,  whilft  I  wait  upon 
Your  brother  in  a  viftt. 

Por.  Sir,  you  oblige  me  with  a  welcome  favour. 

1  rather  ihould  have  ftil'd  it  charity, 

To  bring  a  friend  to  her,  whofe  cruel  fate 

Has  robb'd  her  of  herfelf.  {.^Jidgl 

Camil.  Methinks,  'tis  pity  that  a  wall  fhould  make 
The  houfes  two,  of  friends  fo  intirely  one, 
As  you,  and  I,  and  our  two  brothers  are. 

Por.  If  it  be  true,  that  lovers  live  much  more 
There  where  they  love?  than  where  they  breathe,  I'm 

fure 
No  walls  can  fever  us,  w'are  ilill  together. 

Carl,  Were  I  not  much  engag'd,  I  would  not  quit 
So  fweet  a  converfation  ;  but,  filler, 
At  my  return  I'll  wait  upon  you  home. 

Por.  For  this  night,  coufm,  pray  let  her  be  mine, 
I  beg  it  of  you  both. 

Carl.  You  may  command,  we  are  both  yours. 

[Exit  Carlos, 

L  6  Par, 
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Per.  My  dear  Camilla,  how  I  long'd  to  have  thee, 

\Fcrcia  throws  herfclfon  Camilla *s  neck, 
Where  freely  breathing  out  my  grief,    I  might 
Some  mitigation  from  thy  pity  find  ! 
But  fmce  there's  no  true  pity  without  pain, 
Why  mould  I  eafe  by  thy  affliction  gain  ? 

Camil.  Ah,  Porcia  !  if  compamon  fufFering  be, 
And  to  condole  be  pain  ;  my  deftiny 
Will  full  revenge  in  the  fame  kind  afford  ; 
Should  I  but  my  unequal'd  griefs  relate, 
And  you  but  equally  participate. 

For.  If  yours,  as  mine,  from  love- difailers  rife, 
Cur  fates  are  more  ally'd  than  families. 

CamiL  What   to  our  fex    and     blooming    age  can 
prove 
An  anguifh  worthy  of  our  fighs,  but  love  ? 

For.  'Tis  true,  Camilla,  were  your  fate  like  mine, 
Hopelefsto  hold,  unable  to  refign. 

Camil.  Let's  tell  our  ftories,  then  we  foon  fhall  fee 
Which  of  us  two  excels  m  mifery. 

For.  Coufin,  agreed. 

CamiL  Do  you  begin  then. 

For.  You  know,  Camilla,  belt,  how  generoufly, 
How  long,  and  how  difcreetly  Don  Odlavio 
Has  ferv'd  me  ;  and  what  trials  of  his  faith 
And  Fervour  I  did  make,  e'er  I  allow'd  him 
The  leaft  hope  to  fuftain  his  noble  love. 
Coufin,  all  this  you  know  ;  'twas  in  your  houfe 
We  had  our  interviews  ;  where  you  were  pleas'd 
To  fufFer  feign'd  addreiTes  to  yourfelf, 
To  cover  from  my  watchful  brother's  eyes 
Thepaiiion  which  Odlavio  had  forme. 

Cam.  My  memory  in  this  needs  no  refreshing. 

Por.  And  how  one  evening  (O  that  fatal  hour !) 
My  brother  paffing  by  Don  Carlos'  houfe, 
With  his  great  friend  and   confident  Don  Pedro, 
Did  chance  to  fee  the  unfortunate  O&avio 
In  your  balcony,  entertaining  me  ; 
Whom,  not  believing  there,  he  took  for  you ; 

My 
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My  back  being  towards  him,  and  both  drefs'd  alike  ; 

Enrag'd  with  jealoufy,  this  cruel  man 

(To  whom  all  moderation  is  unknown) 

Refolves  to  ftamp  all  your  negledtsof  him 

In's  fuppos'd  rival,  poor  O&avio's  heart. 

They  take  their  ftand  i'th1  corner  of  our  ftreet ; 

And  after  fbme  little  time,  O&avio, 

Free  from  fufpicion,  as  defign  of  ill, 

Retires ;  they  affault  him,  and  in's  own  defence 

He  kills  Don  Pedro,  and  is  forc'd  to  fly  -> 

My  brother  cruelly  purfues  him  fti.ll, 

With  fuch  infatiate  thirft  after  revenge, 

That  nothing  but  Octavio's  blood  can  quench  ; 

Covering  his  ill  nature  and  fufpicion 

With  the  refentment  of  Don  Pedro's  death. 

Cam.  Is  this  the  fum  of  your  fad  flory,  Porcia? 
Is  this  all  ? 

Par.  No,  no,  Camilla,  'tis  the  prologue  Only, 
The  tragedy  will  follow — This  brother, 
To  whofe  impetuous  will  my  deceas'd  parents 

{May  their  fouls  reft  in  peace;  having  condemn'd 
Me  and  my  fortune,    treats  me  like  a  Have  ; 

So  far  from  fuff'ring  me  to  make  my  choice, 

1  hat  he  denounces  death  if  I  refufe  ; 

And  now  to  fruftrate  ail  my  hopes  at  once, 

Has  very  lately  made  me  fign  a  contra 

7  o  one  in  Flanders,  whom  I  never  law  ; 

And  is  this  night  (they  fay)  expected  here. 
Cam.  Is  fuch  a  rigour  poifibie,  dear  Porcn 
For.  Was  ever  mifery  like  mine,  Camilla  ? 

Reduced  to  fuch  extreams,  pair  all  relief  ? 

If  I  acquaint  my  brother  with  my  love 

T'  Odtavio,  the  man  whom  he"moit  bal 

I  muft  expecl  the  worft  effects  of  fury  -, 

If  I  endeavour  to  forget  Oclavio, 

Even  that  attempt  renews  his  memory, 

And  heightens  my  difquiet ;  if  I  refufe 

To  marry,  I'm  loft ;  if  I  obey, 

I  cafi  Octavio  and  myfelf  away. 

Two 
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Two  fuch  extreams  of  ill  no  choice  admit, 
Each  feems  the  worfl ;  on  which  rock  fhall  I  fplit  ? 
Since,  if  I  marry  I  cannot  furvive  ; 
And  not  to  marry,  were  to  die  alive. 

Cam.  Yourftory,  I  confefs,  is  ftrangely  moving ; 
Yet  if  you  could  my  fortune  weigh  with  yours, 
In  fcales  of  equal  fenfibiliy, 
You  would  not  change  your  fufFerings  for  mine. 

Por.  What  can  there  be  in  nature  more  afflicting, 
Than  to  be  torn  from  th'  object  Of  my  love, 
And  forced  to  embrace  a  man  whom  I  mull  hate  ? 

Ca?n.    Have  you  not   known   that    object  of   your 
love, 
And  entertain'd  the  perfon  you  efteem  ? 
Have  ycu  not  heard,  and  anfwer'd  to  his  fighs  ? 
Has  he  not  born  his  part  in  all  your  cares  ? 
Do  not  you,  live  and  reign  within  his  heart  ? 

Por.  I  doubt  no  more  his  faith,  than  my  hard  fate. 

Cam.  Tell  me,  deareft  Porcia,  if  I  love  one, 
Whom  I  fhall  never  fee,  fufTring  as  much 
Without  the  means  of  e'er  exprefhng  it, 
As  what  I  fuffer  is  above  exprefhon ; 
If  all  my  nghs  wander  in  fleeting  air, 
And  ne'er  can  reach  his  ears  for   whom  they're  form'd  ; 
If  all  my  pafTion,  all  my  killing  cares, 
Mult  be  forever  to  their  caufe  unknown ; 
If  their  fad  weight  muft  fink  me  to  my  grave, 
Without  one   groan  that  he  can  ever  hear, 
Or  the  leaft  hope,  that  I  ihould  e'er  obtain 
Eafe  by's  pity,  cr  cure  by  his  difdain  ; 
If  this  the  Irate  of  my  miifortune  be, 
(As  heaven  that  has  decreed  it,  knows  it  is) 
Say,  deareft  Porcia,  do  you  envy  me  ? 

Por.  What  over-cruel  laws  of  decency 
Have  flruck  you  dumb  r  have  you  mifplac'd  your  love, 
On  fuch  a  party  as  you  dare  not  own  ? 

Cam.  No,  no  ;  the  caufe  is  worthy  of  th'  effect  > 
For  though  I  had  no  paflion  for  this  perfon, 

I  were 
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I  were  ungrateful  if  I  mould  not  give 

The  firft  place  in  my  heart  to  fuch  high  merit. 

Por.  If  he  has  been  fo  happy  to  deferve 
Your  love,  why  are  not  you  fo  juft  to  let 
Him  know  it  r 

Cam.  'Tis  impoflible  ;  ah,  that  difmal  word 
Clearly  ftates  the  difference  of  our  fortunes  ! 
You,  in  your  firft  adventure  have  been  crofs'd, 
But  I,  before  I  can  fet  out,  am  loft. 

Por.  Pray  make  me  comprehend  this  myftery. 

Cam.  'Tis  t'  open  my  wounds  afrefh,  dear  Porcia, 

But  you  muft  be  obey'd [4ft er  a  tittle  paufe* 

His  excellence  the  Conde  d'  Oniate 
Being  fent  ambaflador  to  th'  emperor, 
We  having  th'  honour  to  be  near  ally'd 
To's  lady,  went  with  him  ;  my  brother 
Was  defird,  by  her,  to  make  that  journey  : 
Whofe  tendemefs  for  me,  not  furTering  him 
To  let  me  ftay  behind,  J  was  engag'd, 
And  treated  by  th'  ambafiadrefs,  my  coufin, 
With  more  reject  than  I  could  ever  merit.  , 

Por.  She's  a  lady  fam'd  for  great  civility. 

Cam.  We  had  not-  pafs'd  much  time  i'ttf  emperor's 
court. 
When  my  dear  brother,  unexpectedly, 
By  urgent  bufmefs  was  call'd  back  to  Seville  ; 
In  our  return  (pafting  too  near  a  garifon 
Of  th1  enemies)  our  convoy  was  furpriz'd 
And  routed  by  a  party  of  their  horfe 

Por.  Camilla,  you  begin  to  raife  my  fears. 

Cam.  We  being  prif  'ners,  were  hurry'd  ftrait  away 
To  the  enemy's  quarters,  where  my  ill  fate 
Made  me  appear  too  pleaiing  to  the  eyes 
Of  their  commander  ;  who,  at  firft  approach, 
Pretends  to  parly  in  a  lover's  ftile, 
Protefting  that  my  face  had  changed  our  fortunes, 
And  him  my  captive  made  :  but  finding  foon 
How  little  he  advane'd  in  his  defign, 
By  flattery,  and  his  feign'd  fubmiflion  ; 

He 
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He  fhifts  his  perfon,  calls  me  his  prifoner, 

And  fwears  my  virgin  treafure  was  his  prize  : 

Bat  yet  proteits  he  had  much  rather  owe  it 

To  my  indulgence,  than  his  own  good  fortune  ; 

And  lb,  through  ftorms  and  calms,  the  villain  iiiil 

Purfues  his  courfe  to  his  accuried  end  ; 

But  finding  me  inflexible  to  his  threats 

As  well  as  fawning?,  he  refolves  to  ufe 

The  laft,  and  uncontroled  argument 

Of  impious  men  in  power,  force. 

Por.  Ah,  poor  Camilla  !  where-was  your  brother, 
At  a  time  of  fuch  diftrefs  ? 

Cam.  My  brother?  he,  alas,  was  long  before 
Born  away  from  me  in  the  firft  encounter  ; 
Where  having  certainly  behav'd  himfelf, 
As  well  became  his  nation  and  his  name, 
Remain'd  fore  wounded  in  another  houfe. 

Por.  Pr'ythee  make  hafte  to  free  me  from  this  fright. 

Cam.  The  brute  approaches,  and  by  violence 
Endeavours  to  accomplifh  his  intent ; 
I  invocate  my  guardian  angel,  and  refill, 
But  with  unequal  force,  though  rage  fupply'd 
Thoie  fpirits,  which  my  fear  had  put  to  flight ; 
At  length  grown  faint  with  crying  out  and  ftriving, 
I  fpy'd  a  dagger  by  the  villain's  fide, 
Which  matching  boldly  out,  as  my  laft  refuge, 
With  his  own  arms  I  wound  the  favage  beait ; 
He,  at  the  ftroke,  unfeiz'd  me,  and  gave  back  ; 
So  guilt  produces  cowardice  ;  then  I 
The  dagger  pointing  to  my  breaft,  cry'd  out, 
Villain,  keep  off,  for  if  thou  doft  perfiir, 
I'll  be  myfelf  both  facrifice  and  priefL 
I  boldly  now  defy  thy  luft  and  hate  ; 
She  that  dares  chufe  to  die,  may  brave  her  fate. 
Por.  How  I  love  and  envy  thee  at  once  ! 

\Porcia  ftarts  to   htr  and  kijfcs  ha\ 
Go  on,   brave  maid. 

Cam,  Immediately  the  drums  and  trumpets  found, 
Piftols  eo  off,  and  a  great  cry  to  arms, 

To 
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To  arms :   the  luftful  fatyr  flies  ;  I  ftand 
Fix'd  with  amazement  to  the  marble  floor, 
Holding  my  guardian  dagger  up  aloft, 
As  if  the  ravifher  had  threaten' d  ftill. 

For.  I  fancy  thee,  Camilla,  in  that  poflure. 
Like  a  noble  ftatue,  which  I  remember 
To  have  feen,  of  the  enraged  Juno, 
When  fhe  had  robb'd  Jove  of  his  thunderbolt. 

Cam.  Freed   from   this   fright,    my  fpirits  How'd   fo 
fail 
To  the  forfaken  channels  of  my  heart, 
That  they,  who  by  their  orderly  accefs 
Would  have  fupported  life,  by  throngs  opprefs  : 
C/ercharg'd  with  joy,  I  fell  into  a  fwoon, 
And  that  which  happen" d  during  this  interval, 
Is  not  within  the  circle  of  my  knowledge. 

For.  Y'have  rais'd  me  to  a  mighty  expectation  ) 
Will  the  adventure  anfwer  it,    Camilla  r 

Cam.  At  my  return  to  life,  op'ning  my  eyes, 
Think,  dearefl  Porcia,  how  I  was  ailonihVd 
To  find  there  kneeling  by  my  fide,  a  man 
Of  a  moft  noble  form,  who  bowing  to  me, 
Madam  (fays  he)  y?are  welcome  to  the  world  i 
Pardon,  I  pray,  the  boldnefsof  a  {hanger, 
Who  humbly  fues  t"  you  to  continue  in  it ; 
Or  if  you  needs  will  leave  us,  flay  at  leafl 
Until  J  have  reveng'd  your  wrongs,  and  then 
1*11  wait  upon  you  to  the  other  world. 
For  you  withdrawn,  this  will  a  deiert  feem, 
life  a  torment. 

For.  High  gallantry,  couiin,  for  the  fir  ft  addrefs. 

Com.   'Twas'fo  furprizmg,  that  my  confufion 
Check'd  my  reply  ;  but  1  fuppofe  my  looks 
Did  fpeak  the  grateful  language  of  my  heart  ; 
For  I  perceiv'd  an  air  of  joy  enlighten 
His  manly  face  ;  but,  oh  !   how  loon  :twa=  clouded 
By  frefh  alarms  !  we  heard  the  foidier;  cry, 
Where's  Antonio  ?  the  enemy  is  rally'u, 
And  coming  on  to  giye  a  fecond  charge  * 

He 
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He  ftarted  up,  and  with  a  mein  that  marled 

The  conflict  'twixt  his  honour  and  his  love, 

Madam,  (fays  he)  the  foul  was  never  yet 

With  fuch  convulfion  from  the  body  torn, 

As  I  from  you  ;  but  it  muit  ne'er  be  laid 

That  Don  Antonio  de  Mendoza 

Follows  thofe  in  dangers,  whom  he  ought  to  lead  ; 

Thus  the  vanquifh'd  conqueror  difappeard, 

Leaving  that  image  ftamp'd  upon  my  heart, 

To  which  I  all  the  joys  muil  facrifce 

Of  the  poor  remnant  of  my  wretched  life  ; 

Jl  properly  to  live  I  may  be  faid, 

When  all  my  hopes  of  feeing  him  are  dead. 

[She  puts  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 

For.    Though    you   have  kept   this    part    of   youf 
adventure 
Still  from  me — 

Cam.  And  from  every  body  living. 

For.  I  have  obferv'd  the  figns  of  fmother'd  gr'ef ; 
I've  often  feen  thofe  lovely  eyes  much  fwoln. 
Thofe  are  true  tears,  Camilla^  which  are  ftoln. 
But  what  faid  you  was  his  name,  Camilla  ? 

Cam.  Antonio  de  Mendoza. 

For.  O  heavens,  Antonio  de  Mendcxa ! 

Enter  Henrique. 

Henr.    I'm   pleas'd    to  find  you  fpeaking  of  your 
hufband. 

Cam.  What's  that  I  hear  ?  her  hufband  !  [JJMe. 

Henr.  Have  you  the  letter  ready,  I  defir'd  you 
To  write  t'  him?  I'll  fend  a  fervant  with  it, 
To  meet  him  on  the  way,  'twill  fhew  refpeft. 

For.  You  know  my  obedience,  brother. 

Hen.  'Tiswell,  filler. 

Enter  Silvio* 

SiL  Sir,  here's  a  fervant  of  Don  Antonio 

Newly 
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Newly  alighted  at  the  gate  ;  he's  come 
Poll  from  his  mailer,  charg'd  with  letters  for  you. 
Henr.    I   could    not   have  receiv'd    more   welcome 
news. 
Go,  bring  him  in ;  filter,  you  may  withdraw. 

[Exeunt  For  eta  and  Camilla* 

Enter  Ernefio  and  Silvio. 

'  Emeft.  Sir,  Don  Antonio  kiffes  your  hands, 
And  fends  me  to  prefent  this  letter  to  you. 

[He  gives  a  letter  to  Don  Henrique. 
[Don  Henrique  opens  it,  and   having    read  it  to 
himfelf,  fays  : 
Henr,  I'm  glad  to  find  by's  letter  he's  in  health  ; 
Yet  methinks,  friend,  he  writes  bat  doubtfully 
Of 's  being  here  this  night,  as  I  expe&ed, 

Ern,  His  letter,  I  fappofe,  fir,  fpeaks  his  purpofe. 
Henr.  I'll  anfwer't,  and  difpatch  you  prefently  ; 
In  the  mean  while  go  make  him  welcome,  Silvio. 

[Exeunt  Sil<v.  and  Em, 
I  would  to  heaven  he  were  arriv'd  ;   I  grow 
Each  minute  more  impatient  :  as  bodies 
Near  the  centre  move  with  more  violence, 
So  when  w'  approach  the  ends  of  our  defigrcs, 
Our  expectations  are  the  more  intenfe, 
And  &ur   fears  greater,   of  all  crofs  events. 

[Exit  Henrique, 

Enter  Silvio,   Ernejio,  Geraldo,  Pedro,  Bernardino,  jfago, 
vjitb  fome  cups  of  chocolate. 

Sil.  Methinks,  camerade,  a  foup  of  chocolate 
Is  not  amifs  after  a  tedious  journey — 
Your  mailer's  health,  fir.  [He  drinks. 

Ern.  I'll  do  you  reafon,  fir. 

Sil.    Pray   how    long    is't,    brother,    fince  you  left 
Spain  ? 


rn. 
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Ern.    'Tis  now   £ve   years,   and    upwards,    mice  I 
went 
From  Seville,  with  my  mailer,  into  Flanders, 
The  king's  fencing -fchool ;  where  all  his  fubjecls 
Given  to  righting,  are  taught  the  uie  of  arms, 
And  notably  kept  in  breath. 

SiL  Your  mailer,  I  am  fure,  has  got  the  fame 
To  be  a  per'lous  man  in  that  rough  trade. 

Ern.  He's  a  brave  foldier,  envy  muii  confefs  it. 

Ped.  It  feems  fo,  faith,  fince  merely  by  the  force 
Of  his  great  reputation,  he  can  take 
Our  bright  young  miitrefs  in  without  a  fiege. 

Em.  If  I  miftakc  not,  {he  will  be  reveng'd 
On  him,  e'er  long,  and  take  him  too,  by  th'  force 
Of  her  rare  wit  and  beauty. 

Ped.  Sh'as  a  fair  portion,  fir,  of  both,  I  dare 
A  Mure  you. 

67/.  But  pr'ythee,  brother,  inftrucl:  us  a  little, 
Tell  us,  what  kind  of  country  is  this  Holland, 
That's  fo  much  talk'd  of,  and  fo  much  fought  for  ? 

Ern.    Why,    friend,    'tis    a    huge   ihip  at    anchor, 
fraught 
With  a  fort  of  creatures  made  up  of  turf 
And  butter. 

Ped.  Pray,  fir,  what  do  they  drink  in  that  country  > 
'Tis  faid,  there's  neither  fountains  there 
Nor  vines. 

Ern.  This  is  the  butler,  fure,  by  his  apt  queftion. 

[JJIde. 
Friend,  they  drink  there  a  certain  muddy  liquor, 
Made  of  that  grain  with  which  you  feed  your  mules. 

Ped.   What,    barley?    can    that    juice    quench  their 
thirft  ? 

Ern.   You'd  fcarce   believe   it  could,    did  you  but 
fee 
How  oft  they  drink. 

Ped.    But  methinks  that  fhould  make  them  drunk, 
earner  ade — 

Ern.  Indeed  moil  ftrangers  are  of  that  opinion. 

Eut 
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But  they  themfelves  believe  it  not,    becaafe 
They  are  fo  often. 

Ger.  A  nation,  fare,  of  walking  tuns  !  the  world 
Has  not  the  like. 

Em.  Pardon  me,  friend,  there  is  but  a  great  ditch 
Betwixt  them  and  fuch  another  nation  ; 
If  thefe  good  fellows  would  but  join,  and  drink 
That  dry,  i'  faith  they  might  fhake  hands. 

Ger.    Pr'ythee,    friend,    can  thefe   Dutch  Borracio's 

fight? 
Em.  They  can  do  even  as  well,  for  they  can  pay 
Thofe  that  can  fight. 

Sil.    But   where,    I    pray    fir,    do    they  get    tjieir 

money  r 
Em.  Oh,  fir,  they  have  a  thriving  myflery  ; 
They  cheat  their  neighb'ring  princes  of  their  trade, 
And  then  they  buy  their  fubjecls  for  their  foldiers. 

Sil.  Methinks  our   armies  mould  beat  thefe  butter- 
boxes 
Out  of  the  the  world. 

Em.   Truft   me,    brother,    they'll  fooner   beat  our 
armies 
Out.  of  their  country;  why  ready  money,  friend, 
Will  do  much  more  in  camps,  as  well  as  courts, 
Than  a  ready  wit,  I  dare  allure  you.. 

Ger.  Methinks,  camerade,  oar  king  mould  have  more 
money, 
Than  thefe  Dutch  fwabbers,  he's  mailer  q\\C  Indies, 
Where  money  grows. 

Em.  But  they  have  herrings,  friend,  which  I  aiTure 
you, 
Are  worth  our  mailer's  mines. 

Ger.  Herrings  !  why  what  a  devil  do  they  grow 
In  their  country  ? 

Em.   No  faith,  they  fifh  'em  on  the  EngliiTi  coail, 
And  fetch  their  fait  from  France,  then  they  pickle  'em 
And  fell  'em  all  o'er  the  world. 
Ger,  'Slife.  thefe  rafcals  live  bv  cookerv, 

Em, 
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Em.  This  is  the  coddled  cook,  I've  found  him  out. 

{Jfide* 

Bern.  What    kind  of   beds,    fir,    have   they   i'that 
country  ? 

Em.  This,  I  dare  fwear's  the  groom  o'th'  chamber. 

{Aftde. 
Sir,  they  have  certain  niches  in  their  walls, 
Where  they  climb  up  o'  nights,  and  there  they  flew 
In  their  own  greafe  till  morning. 

Jago.   Pray,    fir,    give   me  leave   to   afk  you    one 
queition, 
What  manner  of  women  have  they  in  that  country  ? 

Em.  The  gentleman  ufher,  upon  my  life.         \AfiJ** 
JPray  excufe  me,  fir,  we  gentlemen  foldiers 
Value  ourfelves  upon  our  civility 
To  that  foft  fex ;  and,  in  good  faith,  they  are 
The  fofteft  of  that  fex,  I  ever  met  with. 

Jago.  Does  any  of  our  Spaniards  ever  marry 
With  'em? 

Em.  Yes,  fome  lean  families,  that  have  a  mind 
To  lard  their  progeny. 

SiL    What,    a  god's   name,    could  come  into   the 
heads 
Of  this  people,  to  make  them  rebel  ? 

Em.  Why,  Religion;  that  came  into  their  heads 
A  god's  name. 

Gtr.  But  what  a  devil  made  the  noblemen 
Rebel,  they  never  mind  religion  ? 

Em.  Why,  that  which  made  the  devil  himfelf  rebel, 
Ambition. 

SiL  This  is  a  pleafant  fellow.  [Jjidf. 

I  find  you  gentlemen  foldiers  want  no  wit. 

Em.    When    we're    well    paid,    fir,    but    that's  fo 
feldpm, 
I  find  that  gentleman  wants  wit  that  is     % 
A  foldier — Tour  company's  very  good, 
But  I  have  bufmefs  which  requires  difpatch. 

Ped*  Will  you  not  mend  your  draught  before  you 
go  ? 

Em. 
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Em.  I  thank  you,  fir,  I  have  done  very  well. 

All.  Your  fervant,  your  fervant,  &c.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Camilla,  Porcia,   Flora. 

For.  Was  e'er  difafter  like  to  mine,  Camilla  ? 

Cam.   Was  e'er  misfortune,  Porcia,  like  to  mine  ? 

For.  That  I  mull  never  fee  Octavio  more  ? 

Cam.  That  I  again  mull  Don  Antonio  fee, 
Yet  never  fee  him  mine  ? 

For.  I,  to  be  marry'd  to  the  man  I  hate. 

Cam.  And  I,  to  have  the  man  I  love  torn  from  me. 

For.  I  am  by  robbing  of  my  friend  undone. 

Cam.  I,  for  not  hind  ring  of  the  theft,  am  loft. 

For.    Ye    powers,     who    thefe    entangled    fortunes 
give, 
Inftruct  us  how  to  die,  or  how  to  live.  {She  weeps. 

Cam.    Coufin,  when  we  ihould  act,    then  to   com- 
plain 
Is  childiihly  to  beat  the  air  in  vain. 
Thefe  defcants  on  our  griefs  only  perplex ; 
Let's  feek  the  remedy ;  you  know,  our  fex 
This  honour  bears  from  men,  in  exigents 
Of  love,  never  to  want  expedients. 

For.  You  have  awaken'd  me,  give  me  your  veil ; 

[Porcia  takes    off  Camilla^  veil  and  puts  it  o?2 
herfclf. 
Quiokly,  dear  coufin,  quickly  ;  and  you,  Flora, 
Run  prefently,  and  fee  whether  my  brother 
Be  fettled  to  difpatch  Antonio's  man.  {Exit  Floral 

Cam.   What  mean  you,  Porcia  r 

For.  If  once  my  brother  be.fet  down  to  write, 
I  may  fecurely  reckon  one  hour  mine  ; 
For  he  is  fo  extravagantly  jealous, 
That  he  di'irufts  the  fenfe  of  his  own  words, 
And  will  weigh  a  fubfcription  to  a  fcruple, 
Left  he  mould  wrong  his  family  by  his  ftiie  ; 
Therefore,  I'll  ferve  myfclt  on  this  occafion 
To  fee  Octavio,  and  to  let  him  know, 

That 
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That  all  our  hopes  are  ready  to  expire, 
Unlefs  he  finds  ibme  prompt  expedient 
For  our  relief. 

Cam.  Pray  how,    and   where   d'you  hope  to  fpeak 
with  him  ? 

Pvr.    At    his  own  houie,    where  he    lies  yet  con- 
ceal'd ; 
'Tisnot  far  off,  and  I  will  venture  thither. 

Cam.  D1  you  know  the  way  ? 

For,  Not  very  well,  but  Flora's  a  good  guide. 

Enter    Flora  hajiily, 

F/or.  O  madam  !  he's  coming  already. 
For.  Ah,  fpiteful  deftiny  !  come  let's  retire 
Into    my   chamber,  coufin. 

[Exeunt    Porcia    and    Camilla. 

Enter  Henrique  a?id  Erneflo. 

Henr.  If  you  defire  to  fee  her,  friend,  you  may. 

Em.   I  mould  be  glad  to  acquaint  my  matter,  iir, 
That  I  have  had  the  honour  to  fee  his  bride. 

Henr.  Where's  your  lady.  Flora  ? 

F/or.  She's  in  her  chamber,  fir. 

Henr.  Tell  her,  Antonio's  man  attends  her  here. 
To  do  his  duty  to  her,  e'er  he  goes.  [Ex.  F/cr, 

Stay  here  ;  you'll  find  her  with  a  kinfwoman, 
In  her  home-drefs,  without  a  veil,  but  you 
Are  privileg'd,  by  your  relation,  for  this  accefs ; 
I'll  go  difpatch  my  letter.  [Exit  Henrique, 

Enter  Camilla,  Porcia,  and  Flora, 

[Erneflo   addrej/es  himfelf  to  Camilla,  feeing  her 
without  a  'veil. 
Em,  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  beg  the  honour 
Of  feeing  your  ladyfhip,  to  make  myfelf 
More  welcome  to  my  lord,  at  my  return.     . 

Z  Tor, 
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Por.  A  rare  miftake  I    further  it,   dear  Camilla, 

Who  knows  what  good  this  error  may  produce  ? 

Cam,  Friend,  in  what  ftate  left  you  your  lord  and 
mine  ? 

Em,  As  happy  as  the  hopes  of  being  yours 
Could  make  him,  madam. 

Cam,  I  wou'd  the  matter  were  as  eafily  deceiv'd. 

[Afide. 
I  pray,  prefent  my  humble  fervice  to  him  ; 
And  let  him  know,  that  I  am  very  glad 
He  has  pafs'd  his  journey  fo  fuccefsfully — 
Give  him  the  letter,  Flora—- farewell,  friend. 

[Exit  Camilla,  Portia,   and  Flora. 

Em.  Now,  by  my  life,  ftie  is  a  lovely  lady ; 
My  matter  will  be  ravifh'd  with  her  form. 
I  hope  this  blind  bargain,  made  by  proxy, 
May  prove  as  happy  a  marriage,  as  thofe 
Made  after  thi*  old  fafhion,  chiefly  for  love  ; 
And  that  this  unfeen  beauty  may  have  charms, 
To  bring  him  back  to  his  right  wits  again, 
From  his  wild  ravings  on  an  unknown  dame, 
Whom,  as  he  fancies  (once  upon  a  time) 
He  recover' d  from  a  trance,  that's  to  fay 
From  a  found  fleep,  which  makes  him  dream  e^er  fince, 
I'll  haften  to  him  with  this  pleafing  news. 

{Exit   Ernefio, 

Enter  Camilla,  Portia,   and  Flora. 

Cam.  My  melancholy  could  hardly  hinder  me 
From  laughing  at  the  formal  fool's  mittake  ; 
But  tell  me,  did  not  I  prefent  your  perfon 
With  rare  afTurance  ?  the  way  for  both  to  thrive, 
Is  to  make  me  your  reprefentative. 

For.  Moft  willingly,  and  I  am  confident, 
When  you  your  charms  fhall  to  his  heart  apply, 
You  all  your  rivals  fafely  may  defy. 

V'OL.  XII.  M  Cum. 
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Cam.  I  wifh   I  could  be  vain  enough  to  hope  it. 
But,  coufin,  my  deipairs  are  fo  extream, 
I  can't  be  flattered,  though  but  in  a  dream.. 

Flor.  Madam,  do  we  go,  or  what  do  you  refolve  on  ? 

For.  I  mull  refolve,  but  know  not  what  to  chufe. 

Cam.  Coulin,  take  heed,  I  am  afraid  you  venture 
Too  much,  your  brother  cannot  tarry  long  ; 
And  if  at  his  return  he  finds  you  miffing — 

For.  Y'have  reafon,  th\ opportunity  is  loft. 
What  is't  a  clock,  Flora  ? 

Flor.  I  think  near  feven,  for  the  clock  ftruck  fix 
Jufr,  as  Camilla  enter'd  the  chamber. 

For.  Quick  then,  Flora,    fetch  your  veil,  you  ihalt 
carry 
My  tablets  to  Octavio  ;  there  he'll  find 
The  hour  and  place  where  I  would  have  him  meet. 

[Exit  Flora, 

Cam.  'Tis  well  refolv'd  ;  but  where  do  you  defign 
Your  meeting  ? 

For.  In  the  remoteft  part  of  all  the  garden, 
Which  anfwers,  as  you  know,  to  my  apartment  ; 
And  Flora  has  the  .key  of  the  back-door. 

Cam.  As  the  cafe  ftands,  you  chufe  the  fitter!  place. 

[Flora  returtis  veiled. 

For.  Coufin,  I  beg  your  patience  whilft  I  write. 

[Forcia  writes  in  her  tablets* 

Cam.  You,  miftrefs  Flora,  by  this  accident 
May  chance  to  fee  your  faithful  lover,  Diego. 

Flor.  He  is  a  faithful  lover  of  himfelf, 
Without  a  rival,  madam. 

Cam.  Damfel,    your    words    and     thoughts  hard!; 
agree  ; 
For  could  we  fee  his  image  in  your  heart, 
'Twouldbea  fairer  far,  than  e'er  his  glafs 
Refleded. 

Flor.  Madam,  I  am  not  yet  fo  very  old, 
That  I  mould  dote. 

Cam.  Nor  yet  fo  very  young,  but  you  may  love  ; 
Dotage  and  love  are  coufin  eermans,  Flora. 

*  .  Flor. 
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Flor.  Yes,  when  we  love  an,d  are  not  lov'd  again  ; 

[Smiling. 
For  elfe,  I  think  they're  not  fo  near  akin. 

Cam.  I  have  touch'd  a  nettle,  and  flung  myfelf. 

{Jfib. 

For.  Make  all  the  hafte  you  can,  pray,  Flora. 

Flor.  Madam,  I'll  fly. 
,  Should  I  not  play  my  part,  I  were  to  blame,         \Afide.  * 
Since  all  my  fortune's  betted  on  her  game. 
Madam,  has  Octavio  the  other  key 
Belonging  to  the  tablets  ? 

For.  Yes,  yes,  I  pray  make  hafte.  [Ex.  Flor. 

Cam.  Coufin,  pray  call  for  Mirabel,  and  let  her 
Divert  us  with  a  fong. 

For.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Page. 
Page,  bid  Mirabel  come  in,  and  Floridor 
With  his  lute,  and  fend  in  fomebody  with  chairs. 

Cam.  Pray,  coufin,  let  her  fmg  her  neweil  air. 

For.  What  you  pleafe. 

Cam.  Tell  me,  pr'ythee,  whofe  compofition  was  it  ? 

For.  Guefs,  and  I'll  tell  you  true. 

[They  bring  in  cbmrti 
Cam.  O&avio's  ? 
For.  Y'are  i'th' right. 

Enter  Mirabel  and  Floridor* 

For.  Mirabel,    fing  Mistaken  Kindnefi. 

The    SONG. 

Can   Luciamira  fo  miflake, 

To  perfuade  me  to  fy  ? 
^Tis  (cruel  hind)  for  my  own  fake^ 

To  counfel  me  to  die. 
Like  thofe  faint  fouls,  who  cheat  themfehes  of  breath % 

And  die  for  fear  of  ckfith. 
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Since  lovers  the  principle  of life ', 

And  you    the  objeSi  lov'd, 
Let^s,  Luciamira,  end  this  ftrife, 

I  ceafe  to  be  remold. 
We  know  not  what  they  do,  are  gone  from  hence  ^ 

But  here  we  love  by  fenfe. 

If  the  Platonich,  who  would  prove 

Souls  without  bodies,  love, 
Had,    with  refpetf,  well  underload 
The  pafjions  ithe  blood, 
TV  had  fuffer^d  bodies  to  have  had  their  part ! 
Andfeated  love  VtV  heart, 

Por.    What  difcord  there's    in    mufick,    when  the 
heart, 
Untun'd  by  trouble,  cannot  bear  a  part ! 

Cam.  In  vain  we  feek  content  in  outward  things, 
'Tis  only  from  within  where  quiet  fprings. 


ACT      IL 

Scene  the  City   of  Seville. 


Enter  Don  Antonio  and  Sancho,  in  riding  cloathsl 

Sancho. 

SI  R,  we  are  arriv'd  in  very  good  time. 
Ant.  I  'did  not  think  it  would  have  been  fo  foon 
By  an  hour  at  leaft  ,•  but  lovers  ride  apace. 
Why  fmile  you,  Sancho  ?• 
San.  Faith,  at  the  novelty  of  your  amours. 

To 
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To  fall  in  love  with  one  you  hardly  faw, 
And  marry  one  you  never  faw  ;  'tis  pretty, 
But  we  poor  mortals  have  another  method. 

Ant.  Y'are  very  pleafant,  friend;  but  is  not  this 
The  market-place,  behind  the  Jacobins  ? 

San.  Yes,  fir. 

Ant.  'Tis  here  I  charg'd  Ernefto  to  expect  me. 

San.    Since   you    are    here,    fir,    earlier  than    you 
thought, 
Why  might  you  not  go  fhift  you  at  the  poft  houfe, 
And  be  return'd  before  Ernefto  come? 
Howe'er,  'tis  better  that  he  wait  for  you 
Than  you  for  him,  in  the  open  ftreet. 

Ant.     'Tis  well  thought  on  j  come  let's  go  then. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Don  OBawio  and  Diego. 

Oct.  Come,  Diego,  'tis  now  time  to  quit  our  dens, 
And  to  begin  our  chafe. 

Dieg.  Of  what,  fir,  bats  or  owls,  now  the  fun's  fet  ? 
Call  you  this  making  of  love  ?  why,  methinks 
'Tis  more  like  making  of  war  ;  marching  all  night 
In  arms,  as  if  we  defign'd  to  beat  up 
The  enemy's  quarters. 

Oft.  Why,    would  not    you  venture  as  much  for 
Flora  ? 

Die.  No,  in  good  faith,  fir,  I  fhall  venture  enough 
If  e'er  I  marry  her  ;  I'll  run  no  hazard 
(By  my  good- will)  beforehand. 

Of}.  That's  from  your  fear,  not  prudence,  Diego. 

Die.  Sir,  you  may  call  it  what  you  pleafe  \  but  I 
Dare  boldly  fay,  there  lives  not  in  the  world 
A  more  valiant  man  than  I,  whilft  danger 
Keeps  its  diftance  ;  but  when  faucily 
It  preffes  on,  then  (I  confefs)  'tis  true, 
I  have  a  certain  tendernefs  for  life, 
Which  checks  my  ardour,  and  inclines  my  prudence 
Timely  to  withdraw. 
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Oft.  Yourilile  is  wond'rous  civil  to  yourfelf,- 
How  you  foften  that  harfh  word  caliM  cowardice  ? 
Eut  the  danger  is  not  always  evident, 
"When  you  are  pleas'd,  my  friend,  to  run  away.- 

Dieg.  It  may  be  fo,  fir,  not  to  vulgar  eyes  ; 
But  I  have  fuch  a  piercing  fight,  that  I 
Difcover  perils  out  of  others  ken ; 
Which  they  not  feeing  foon  enough  to  ihun, 
Are  forc'd  Rencounter  ;  and  then  their  ftruggling 
Is,  by  th'  unwary  world,  taken  for  courage. 
Oa.  Who's  truly  valiant,  will  be  always  fo. 
Dieg.  Who's  wifely  valiant,  will  avoid  the  foe. 
Oa.  You  have  more  light,  Diego,  I  fee,  than  heat ; 
Eut  Til  allow  your  wit  and  honeity 
To  come  to  compof4ion  for  your  want 
(Jf  courage. 

Di  g.  I  have' courage  enough  for  the  profeflion 
To  which  my  parents  did  defign  me. 
Oa.   Why,  what  was  that  ? 
Dug.  An  advocate  ;  I  could  have  a&ed  choler 
In  my  client's  fight,  and  when  his  back  was  turn'd 
Have  hugg'd  the  lawyer  of  the  adverfe  party  ; 
And,  if  I  miftakenot,  they  fell  their  breath 
Much  dearer  than  you  foldiers  do  your  blood. 
'Tis  true,  you   get  honour,  a  fine  light  food 
Fox  delicate  complexions  ;  but  I  have 
Known  fome  captains  cf  plain  ftomachs  flarve  upon't.. 
Oa.  The   variet's   i'  the  right.  JfideJ]  How  earnest 
about 
You  were  not  of  this  thriving  trade  ? 

Dieg.  After  I  had  fpent  feven  years  at  Salamanca, 
My  father,  a  rich  merchant  of  this  city, 
Was  utterly,  undone,  by  that  damn'd  Englifliman, 
With  whom  we  fright  our  children.. 

Oa.  Who,  captain  Drako  ?  Was  he  a  pirate  ? 
Dieg.  He  had  been  io  on  this  fide  of  the  line. 
Oa.  'Tis  rtrange  that  war  and  peace  mould  have  de- 
grees 
Of  latitude  ;  one  would  have  thought  they  mould 

Have 
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Have  been  the  fame  all  o'er  the  world — But  what's  this ' 

To  my  amours  ?  I  trifle  away  my  time. 

Was  ever  lover's  fate  fo  rude  as  mine  ? 

Condemned  to  darknefs,  forc'd  to  hide  my  head, 

As  well  as  love?  and,  to  fpite  me  the  more, 

Fortune  has  contradiclions  reconcil'd, 

I  am  at  once  a  pris'ner,  and  exil'd. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Sancbo. 

Ant.  Methinks  Ernefto  mould  not  tarry  long, 
If  not  already  come.    Sancho,  how  call  you 
The  ftreet  there  juft  before  us,  where  you  fee 
Yon  gentleman  with  his  cloak   o'er  his  face  ? 
1  have  loll  all  my  meafures  of  this  town. 

San.  I  am  as  much  to  feek  as  you,  lir. 

Antr  Let  us  go  to  nim,  Sancho,  and  enquire  ; 
lie  has  a  notable  good  mien  ;  I  ne'er 
Saw  an  air  more  like  G&avio's. 

Ocl.  Unlefs  my  eyes  do  very  much  deceive  me, 
That's  Don  Antonio  ;  if  it  be  he,  Diego, 
There  is  no  danger  in  his  knowing  us  : 
He  was  my  comrade  when  I  firfi  bore  arms. 

[Ocia<vio  lets  fall  his  cloak  from  before  his  face, 
'Tis   he. 

Ant.  You  injure  me,  O&avio,  to  be  fo  long 
A  knowing  one  who's  fo  entirely  yours.    [They  embrace* 

OB.  Your  prefence  in  this  place,  noble  Antonio, 
Was  fo  unexpected,  I  hardly  durft 
Believe  my  eyes  ;  when  came  you  to  this  town  ? 

Ant.  I  am  juft  now  arrived. 

Oft.  I  joy  to  fee  you  here,  but  fhould  have  thought 
It  likelier  to  have  heard  of  you  at  court, 
Purfuing  there  the  recompences  due 
To  your  great  merit. 

Ant.  That  is  no  place  for  men  of  morality  : 
I  have  been  taught,  O&avio,   to  deferve, 
But  not  to  feek  reward  ;  that  does  profane 
The  dignity  of  virtue.     Jf  princes, 
For  their  own  interefls,  will  not  advance 
Deferving  fubje&s,  they  muft  raife  themfelves 
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By  a  brave  contempt  of  fortune. 

Oa.  Rig'rous  virtue  !  which  makes  us  to  deferve^ 
Yet  fuffer  the  negledl  of  thofe  we  ferve. 

Ant.  Virtue  to  Intereft  has  no  regard  ; 
Nor  is  it  virtue,  if  we  exped  reward. 

Oft.  If  for  their  fervice,  kings  our  virtues  prefs, 
Is  no  pay  due  to  valour  and  fuccefs  ? 

Ant.  When  we  gave  up  our  perfons  to  their  will, 
We  gave  with  thofe,  our  valour,  fortune,  fkill. 

03.  But  this  condition  tacitely  was  meant, 
Kings  fhould  adjuit  reward  and  punifhment. 

Ant.  Kings  are  the  only  judges  ofdeferts, 
And  our  tribunal's  feated  in  their  hearts. 

Oa.  But  if  they  judge  and   adl  amifs,  what  then  ? 

yrfxt.They  muit  account  to  th*  powers  above,  not  men, 

Oa.  Then  we  muft  fuffer.  Ant.  Yes  ;  if  we  reject 
Their  power  as  too  great,    we  mull  eredt 
A  greater  to  controul  them  ;  and  thus  we, 
Inftead  of  fhrinking,  fwell  the  tyranny. 

Oa.  W'obey  for  fear  then.'   Ant.  True,  'T is  only 
above 
Where  power  isjuitice,  and  obedience  love. 

Oa.  I'm  glad  to  find,   in  you,  the  feeds  yet  left 
Of  fteddy  virtue  ;  may  they  bring  forth  fruit 
Fit  to  illuflrate  and   inftrudt  the  age. 
Let  me  once  more  embrace  you  ;  welcome,  brave  man, 

[Embraces  Antonio, 
I'oth  the  delight  and  honour  of  your  friends. 

Ant.  You  will  give  me  leave,  fir,  to  diflinguifh 
Betwixt  your  judgment  and  civility. 

Oa.  He  has  not  liv'd  i'th'  reach  of  public  fame> 
Who  is  a  ftranger  to  your  chara&er. 
This  is  my  houfe,  be  pleas'd,  fir,  to  go  in, 
.And  make  it  yours  ;  though  truly  at  prefent 
I  am  but  in  an  ill  condition 
To  receive  the  honour  of  fuch  a  guefl ; 
Having  by  an  unlucky  accident 
Been  forc'd  of  late  to  keep  myfelf  conceal'd. 

Ant.  I  humbly  thank  you,  fir,  but  cannot  yet 

Re- 
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Receive  your  favour  ;  for  I  mud  (lay  here 
Expecting  the  return  of  one  I  fent 
Before  me  to  my  brother-in-law's. 

Oci.  Have  you  a  brother-in-law  in  Seville  ? 
You  furprize  me  much. 

Ant.  It  is  moil  true,  Octavio,  I  come  hither 
A  marry 'd  man,  as  much  as  friends  can  make  me. 

Oft.  Since  it  imports  you  not  to  mifs  your  fervant, 
Let  us  flay  here  without,  until  he  comes  \ 
And  then  go  in,  and  refl  yourfelf  a  while. 
But,  how  go  our  affairs  in  Flanders  ? 

A  tit.  I  left  our  armies  in  a  better  ilate 
Than  formerly. 

G&.  And  your  governor,  the  duke  of  Alva, 
I  fuppofe  in  great  reputation. 

Ant,  The  honour  of  our  country,  and  the  terror 
Of  others  ;  fortune  confulted  reafon 
When  me  beitow'd  fuch  favours  upon  him. 

03*  And  yet  'tis  faid,  he  lofes  ground  at  court* 

Ant.  'Tis  poffible  -,  under  a  jealous  prince, 
A  great's  as  prejudicial  as  an  evil  fame. 

Oc7.  They  fay  he's  cruel,  even  to  barbarity. 

Ant.  'Tis  mercy,  that,  which  they  call  cruelty. 
In  a  civil  war,  in  fertile  provinces, 
(And  the  fun  fees  not  richer  than  are  theft) 
The  foldier,  efpecially  th'  auxiliary, 
Whofe  trade  it  is  to  fight  for  falary. 
Is  brib'd  by  gain  the   rebeh  lives  to  fpare, 
That  mutual  quarter  may  prolong  the  war  ; 
Till  this  flow  fever  has  confum'd  their  force, 
And  then,  they'll  faii  co  our  rival  France  of  courfe 
War  made  in  earneil,  maketh  war  to  ceafe, 
And  vigorous  profecution  haftens  peace. 

Oci.   Y'havc  made  me  comprehend  his  conduct ,  he's 
fure 
As  great  a  politician  as   a  foldier. 

Ant.  Loyalty's  his  centre,  his  circumfrence  glory  * 
And  t'after  ages  he'll  (how  great  in  ftory, 
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Oct.  And  is  our  good  friend  the  marquis  d'Olivera, 
In  hi  h  efieem  ? 

Ant.  The  boafl  of  our  army  ;  he  has  exceeded 
Hope,  and  made  flattexy  impoflibie. 

Oft.  They  fay  he  did  wonders  at  the  fiege  of  Mons. 

Ant.  You  mean  (as  I  fuppofe)  at  the  purfuit 
C'th'  German  army  led  by  the  prince  of  Orange. 
Indeed  his  courage,    and  his  conduct  there, 
Were  very  fignal. 

Oil.  You'll  much  oblige  me,  if  whilft,  you  expect 
Your  fervant  here,  I  might  learn  from  yourfelf 
Some  few  particulars  of  your  own  actions  ; 
Fame  fpeaks  loudly  of  them,  but  not  diftinctly. 

Ant.  Fame,  like  water,  bears  up  the  lighter  things* 
And  lets  the  weighty  fink.     I  do  not  ufe 
To  fpeak  in  the  firit  perfon  ;  but,  if  you  needs 
Will  have  'a  Itory  to  fill  up  the  time, 
I'll  tell  you  an  adventure  of  my  own, 
Where  you'll  find  love  fo    intermixed  with  arms, 
That  (1  am  confident)  'twill  raife  your  wonder  ; 
How  being  prepoffefs'd  with  fuch  a  paffion* 
I  mould  (upon  prudential  motives  only) 
Be  ingaged  (as  now  you  find  me)  to  marry 
A  lady  whom  I  never  faw. 

Ofi.  The  perfon,  and  the  fubjecT,  fir,  both  challenge 
My  bed  attention. 

Ant.  The  following  evening  to  that  glorious  day, 

[After  a  little  pa  ufe \ 
Wherein  the  duke  of  Alva  gain'd  fuch  fame 
Againft  the  cautelous  Naftaw,    fome  horfe 
Were  fent  from  the  army,  under  my  command, 
To  cover  the  Limbourg  frontiers,  much  expos'd 
To  th'  enemies  inroads ;  my  troops  fcarce  lodg'd, 
I  rtceiv'd  intelligence,   that  a  party 
Of  th'  enemy    (about  two  hundred  horfe) 
Were  newly  come  t'  a  village  three  leagues  off, 
Intending  .there  to  lodge  ;  immediately 
We  founded  to  horfe,  and  march  to  their  furprize 
So  luckily^  that  by  the  break  of  day 

Their 
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Their  quarters  were  on  fire. 

Oft.  You  had  been  taught,  fir,  by  your  wife  general, 
That  diligence  in  execution,  is 
(Even  above  fortune)  miltrefs  of  fuccefs. 

Ant.  They  made  but  faint  refinance ;  fome  were  flain, 
Some  perinYd  in  the  fire,   others  efcap'd, 
Giving  the  alarm,  in  quarters  more  remote, 
To  their  companions  arown'd  in  lleep  and  wine  ; 
Who,  at  the  outcry,  and  the  none  or  trumpets, 
Methinks   I  fancy  ftanrng  from  their   beds,. 
As  pale  and  wan,  as  from  their  dormitories 
Thofe  thelaft-  trump  mail  roufe,  dm 'ring  in  this, 
rIhat  thofe  awake  to  live,  but  thefe  to  die. 

Off.  Oh  how  unfafe  it  is  to  be  fecure  ! 

Ant.  Finding  no  more  refinance,  I  made  hafle 
To  a  lofty  ftructure,  which,  as  I  conceiv'd, 
Was  the  likelieft  quarter  for  their  officer, 
Led  thither  by  defire  to  refcue  both  ; 
Him,   from  the  fold: ers   rage  ;   that,  from  the  fire. 

0.-7.  A  care  mod  worthy  of  a  gallant  leader. 

Ant,  Eut  think,   Octavio,  how  I  was  furpru'd, 
When,  entering  a  pavillion  i'th'  garden, 
I  found  a  woman  of  a  matchlefs  form, 
Stretch'd  all  along  upon  the  marble  floor, 

Oci.  I  eafily  can  divine  how  fuch  a  heart, 
As  harbours  in  the  brave  Antonio's  breait, 
May  fuffer  at  fo  fad  a  fpeclacle. 

Ant.  At  the  nrft  fight,   I  did  believe  her  dead  ; 
Yet  in  that  ilate  fo  awful  the  appeared, 
That  I  approached  her  with  as  much  refpect, 
As  if  the  foul  had  animated  ft  11 

That  body,  which,,  though  dead,  fcarce  mortal  feem'd. 
But  as  the  fan  from    our  horizon  gone, 
His  beams  do  leave  a  tincture  on  the  ikies, 
Which  fhews  it  was  not  long   fince  he  withdrew  ; 
So  in  her  lovely  face   there  ftill  appear'd 
Some  fcatter'd  ftreaks  of  thofe  Vermillion  beams, 
V  hich  us'd  t'irraditate  that  bright  firmament. 
Thus  did  I  find  tnat  di lire iVd  miracle, 
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Able  to  wound  a  heart  as  if  alive, 
Uncapable  to  cure  it,  as  if  dead. 

0^7,  I  no  more  doubt  your  pity,  than  your  wonder. 

Ant,  My  admiration  did  fufpend  may  aid, 
Till  paflion  join'd  .to  pity  made  me  bold  ; 
I  kneel'd,  and  took  her  in  my  arms,  then  bow'd 
Her  body  gently  forward  ;  at  which  initant, 
A  figh  ftole  from  her  ;  Oh  the  raviihing  found  ! 
Which  being  a  fymptom  of  remaining  life, 
Made  me  forget  that  'twas  a  fign  of  grief. 
At  length  fhe  faintly  opens  her  bright  eyes ; 
So  breaks  the  day  ;  and  fo  do  all  the  creatures 
Rejoice,  as  I  did,  at  the  new-born  light : 
But  as  the  Indians,  who  adore  the  fun, 
Arefcorch'd  by' s  beam,  e'er  half  his  race  be  run; 
So  I,  who  did  adore  her  rifing  eyes, 
Found  myfelf  wounded  by  thofe  deities. 

061.  I  am  big  with  expectation,  pray 
Deliver  me. 

Ant.  From  her  fair  hand  a  bloody  poniard  fell, 
Which  fhe  held  fall  during  her  trance,  as  if 
Sh'  had  only  needed  arms  whilft  fhe  did  fleep, 
And  trufted  to  her  eyes  when  fhe  did  wake. 
What  I  faid  to  her,  being  a  production 
Of  mere  extafy,  I  remember  not ; 
She  made  me  no  reply,  yet  I  difcern'd 
In  a  ferener  air  of  her  pale  face, 
Some  lines  of  fatisfa&ion,  mix'd  with  fear. 

OB.  Such  looks  in  filence  have  an  eloquence. 
But  pray  go  on. 

Ant.  Rais'd  from  the  ground,  and  to  herfelf  returned, 
I  ftept  a  fitting  diflance  back  ;  as  well 
To  gaze  upon  that  lovely  apparition, 
As  to  exprefs  refpedt  ;  when  at  that  inftant 
The  trumpets  found  a  charge  ;  my  foldiers  cry, 
Where  is  our  leader  ?  Where's  Antonio  ? 
My  love  a  while  difputed  with  honour, 
But  that  being  the  longer  fettled  power, 
O'ercame  j  I  join'd  my  troops,  left  in  referve, 

As 
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As  they  were  ready  to  receive  a  charge 
From  divers  fquadrons  of  frefh  horfe,  who  being 
Quartered  in  neighbouring  villages,  had  taken 
Hotly  th1  alarm,  and  came  (though  then  too  late) 
Jn  fuccour  of  their  friends.    Honour  and  love 
Had  fo  inflam'd  my  heart,  that  I  advanced 
Beyond  the  rules  of  conduct,  and  receiv'd 
So  many  wounds,  that  I  with  faintnefs  fell. 

Ocl.  How  can  this  ftory  end  ? 

Ant.  My  foldiers  beat  the   enemy,  and  brought  m** 
off, 
Where  furgeons  quickly  cur'd  my  outward  wounds  j 
But  the  remembrance  of  that  heroine, 
My  inward  hurts  kept  bleeding  itill  afrefh ; 
Till  by  the  bufinefs  of  the  war  conftrain'd 
T'attend  my  charge  i'  th'  army,    my  defpair 
Of  ever  feeing  her  again,  confpiring 
"With  the  flrong  perfuafions  of  Olivera, 
I  was  at  length  even  forc'd  to  an  engagement 
Of  marriage  with  a  lady  of  this  city, 
Rich,  noble,  and,  as  they  fay,  beautiful. 
And  fo  you  have  me  here  come  to  confummate 
Thofe  nuptial  rites,  to  which  my  intereft, 
And  the  importunity  of  truily  friends 
O'er-rule  my  judgment,  tho'  againft  my  heart. 

03.  A  wonderful  adventure  !  but  pray,  fir, 
May  I  not  take  the  liberty  to  afit  you, 
Who  may  this  noble  lady  be,  to  whom 
The  fates  have  deftin'd  fo  much  happinefs  ? 

Ant.  I  have  no  referves  for  you  Oclavio, 
'Tis  the  filler  of 

Enter  ErneJioy  and  Oclavio  retires  hajti!y>  and  covers 
his  face  with  his  cloak. 

Antonio  nodding  to  Oclavio 
It  is  my  fervant,  fir. 

03.  Step  to  Antonio,  Diego,  and  defire  him 
To  fejid  him  off. 

Ant, 
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Ant.  I  will  immediately — Well,  ^Erneflo, 

[Diego  goes  to  Anto?iio  and  <vehi[pers9 
What  good  news  ?  fpeak  freely. 

Em.  Sir,   as  you  charg'd  me,  I   told  your  brother- 
in-law, 
I  thought  you  hardly  could  be  there  this  night  ; 
He  kiii'es  your  hands,  and  bade  me  tell  you, 
That  he  expecls  your  coming  with  impatience. 
This  letter's  from  Don  Henrique,  th'  other's  from  - 
Your  beauteous  bride,  the  moil  accomplifh'd  perfon 
I  ever  faw  ;  my  being  of  your  train 
Gave  me  the  privilege  of  a  domeilick, 
To  fee  her  in  her  chamber  drefs,  without 
A  veil,  either  to  cover  faults,  or  hide 
Perfections. 

Ant.  Tell  me  truly,  is  ihe  fo  very  handfome  ? 

Em.  Handfomer  far,  in  my  opinion,  iir, 
Than  all  thofe  BrufTels  beauties,  which  you  call 
The  rinim'd  pieces  ;  but  I  fay  no  more  ; 
Let  your  own  eyes  inform  you  ;  here's  a  key 
Of  the  apartment,  that's  made  ready  for  you  ; 
A  lower  quarter,  very  nobly  furniuVd, 
That  open's  on  St.  Vincent's  flreet. 

Ant.  Give  it  me  ;  and  go  to  the  pofl-houfe, 
And  take  care  that  my  things  be  brought  from  thence. 
Oclavio,  will  you  go  along  with  me,         [Exit  Emejfo, 
And  be  a  witnefs  of  my  firft  addrefs  ? 

Otf.  Sir,  you  chufe  in  me  an  ill  companion 
Of  lovers  interviews,  or  nuptial  joys. 
One  whofe  misfortunes  to  fuch  fad  extremes 
Are  heightned,  that  the  very  mentioning 
Of  happy  hours,  ferves  only  to  imbitter 
The  memory  of  my  loft  joys. 

Ant.  So  very  deep  a  fenfe  of  your  misfortunes,. 
Holds  no  proportion  with  Oclavio's  mind. 

Enter  Flora  in  hajle. 

Flo.  Where's  your  mailer,  Diego  ?; 

Dieg. 
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Dieg.  There's  fome  ill  towards,  when  this  bird  ap- 
pears. [Afide. 
Do  you  not  fee  him  ?  y'have  liv'd  too  long  a  maid. 

Flo.  Sir,  I  have  fomething  to  fay  t'  you  in  private, 
That  requires  hafte. 

Oel.  What  new  accident  brings  you  hither,  Flora  ? 

Flo.  Thefe  tablets  will  inform  you,  fir. 

[Flora  retires. 

Dieg.  Will  you  not  flay  for  an  anfwer,  damfel  ? 

Flo.  'Tis  a  command,  not  a  queftion,  Diego. 

Dieg.  Short  and  fweet,  Flora. 

061.  Good  Flora,  ftay  a  minute  ;  I  much  fear 
It  is  fome  new  misfortune. 

Dieg.  Nay,  fir,  you  may  be  fure  'tis  fome  difafter, 
Elfe  it  would  ne'er  have   come  fo  eafily, 
And  fo  unfought  for. 

OSl.  Will   you  allow  me  for  a  moment,  fir, 
To  ftep  into  my  houfe,  and  read  a  letter  ? 

[Bowing  to  Antonio. 

Ant.  I'll  wait  upon  you  in,  and  ftay  your  leifure. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Diego. 

Dieg.  Thefe  little  black  books  do  more  devils  raile, 
Than  all  the  figures  of  the  conjurers. 
This  is  fome  mhTive  from  the  heroine  ; 
If  it  ends  not  in  fighting  I'll  be  hang'd  ; 
It  is  the  method  of  their  dear  romances, 
And  perfons  of  their  rank  make  love  by  book* 
Curfe  of  the  inventor  of  that  damn'd  device 
Of  painting  words,  and  fpeaking  to  our  eyes  ! 
Had   I  a  hundred  daughters,  by  this  light, 
Not  one  of  'em  mould  ever  read  or  write. 

Enter  Flora,  and  feems  to  go  a/way  in  hcfte. 
Here  fhe  comes  again.     'Twas  a  quick  difpatch. 
A  word,  Flora,  or  a  kind  glance  at  leaf*  ; 
What,  grown  cruel  ?  Diego,  no  body  w*  you. 
Flo.  This  is  no  time  for  fooling,  friend. 
Dieg.  Nay,  if  you  be  fo  ferious,  fare  you  well  ; 
But  now  I  think  on't  better,  I'll  do  th'  honours 

Of 
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Of  our  flreet,  and  bring  you  to  the  end  on't. 

Flo.  I  fhall  be  well  help'd  up  with  fuch  a  fquire  ; 
If  fome  wandering  knight  fhould  chance  to  afiault  you, 
To  bear  away  your  damfel,  what  would  you  do  r 

Dieg.  I'd  ufe  no  other  weapon  but  a  torch  > 
I'd  put  afide  your  veil,   (hew  him  your  face, 
That,  I  fuppofe,  would  guard  us  both. 

Flo.  Why,  d'you  think  'twould  fright  him,  Diego  ? 

Dieg,  Oh,  no  ;  'twould  charm  him,  Flora. 

Flo.  Well,  fuch  as  'tis,  I'll  venture  it  without 
Engaging  your  known  valour;  good-night. 

[Exit  Flora. 

Enter  Ofia*vio  and  Antonio. 

OB .  What  may  this  be  ?  I  fwear  I  cannot  guefs  ; 
The  warning's  fhort,  but  fhe  mull  be  obey'd; 
The  hour  draws  near  ;  I  muft  go  feek  a  friend, 
Her  words  feem  to  imply  need  of  a  fecond  ; 
5  Twere  barbarous  to  engage  Antonio, 
Newly  arriv'd,  and  come  on  fuch  an  errand.         \_Afide. 
Noble  Antonio,  my  confufion's  great, 

[AddreJ/ing  to  Antonio, 
To  tell  you  thus  abruptly,  I  muft  leave  you ; 
Th'  occafion's  indifpenfable. 

Ant.  I  muft  not  quit  you,  fir,  I  know  too  well 
The  laws  of  honour,  to  defert  you  now  : 
When  I  perceive  my  friend  in  fuch  diforder, 
And  all  the  marks  that  he  is  call'd  to  danger, 
To  leave  him  then — 

Oct.  It  is  a  fummons  from  a  lady,  fir, 
Whom  I  have  lov'd  with  pamon  and  fuccefs, 
To  meet  her  in  her  garden  prefently  : 
All  is  propitious  on  her  part,  and  mine  ; 
But  (he's  fo  guarded  by  a  tyrant  brother, 
So  naturally  jealous,   and  fo  incens'd 
By  a  late  accident  which  I  fhall  tell  you, 
That  to  allure  you  there  would  be  no  danger 
In  this  adventure,  were,  fir,  to  abufe  )  oa , 

But 
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But  for  that  very  reafon  I  am  bound 

Not  to  confent  you  fhould  embark  yourfelf 

In  a  bufinefs  fo  dire&ly  oppofite 

To  the  occafion  which   has  brought  you  hither. 

Ant.  I  like  the  omen  at  my  firft  arrival, 
To  have  the  honour  to  ferve  fo  brave  a  friend. 

Oct.  You  from  a  life  of  perils  hither  come 
To  find  a  nuptial  bed,  not  feek  a  tomb. 

Ant.  My  friend  engag'd,  it  never  mull  be  faid 
Antonio  left  him  fo,   to  go  to  bed. 

Oct.  Y'are  marry'd,  and  expofe  what's  not  your  own," 

Ant.  Wedded  to  honour,  that  muft  yield  to  none. 

Oct.  Honour  makes  me  refufe  your  aid  ;  we  muft 
As  well  to  friends,   as  to  ourfelves  be  juft. 

Ant.  He  ought  not  to  pretend  to  friendfhip's  name, 
Who  reckons  not  himfelf  and  friend  the  fame. 

Oct .  Friendfhip  with  juftice  mull  not  difagree, 
That  were  to  break  the  virtue's  harmony. 

Ant.  Friendfhip  is  juftice  ;  for  whene'er  we  give, 
We  then  receive,  fo  'tis  commutative. 

Oct,  So  great's  your  friendfhip,     you  your  friend 
opprefs  ; 
To  make  it  jufter,  you  muft  make  it  lefs. 

A?it.  Friendfhip  can  never  err  in  the  extent ; 
Like  Nile,  when't  overflows,  'tis  mofl  beneficent, 

Oct.    I  find,  Antonio,  you  will  ftill  fubdue. 

Ant.  1  owe  my  triumph  to  my  caufe,  not  you. 
Come,    we  lofe  time,  your  miftrefs  muft  not  ftay. 

Oct.  Who's  fo  accompany'd,  needs  not  fear  his  way. 

[Exeunt. 


sa 


ACT 
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ACT    III. 

Scene  Don  Henrique's  Houfe. 

Camilla,  Porcia  and  Flora,  appear  as  in  a  balcony 


or  a  a. 


CO  M  E,  coufm,  the  hour  amgn'd  approaches. 
Cam.  Nay,  more  than  fo,  for  'tis  already  night. 

'Flor.  And  thanks  to  your  fiars,  fufficiently  dark. . 

For.  To  the  clouds  you  would  fay,  Flora;  for  ftars, 
In  this  occafion,  would  not  much  befriend  us : 
Pray,  coufin,  when  Oclavio  fhaU  arrive, 
Do  you  and  Flora  watch  above  with  care  ;  . 

For  if  my  cruel  brother  fhould  fiirprizc  us — • 

Cam.  Let  us  alone  to  play  the  fentincls. 

Flor.  I'm  confident  he's  abroad,  and  will  not 
Suddenly  return  ;  for  I  heard  him  fay, 
He'd  pafs  the  evening 'at  the  Corigidor's  ; 
And  thence,  you  know,  he  feldom  comes  home  early. 

Enter  Antonio,  Oclavio,  and  Diego,  woith  their  clocks 
e'er  their  faces,  and  their  /words  undrawn  in  tlnir 
ha?ids. 

Ant.  Is  it  not  fomething  early  for  adventures 
Of  this  nature  ? 

OSU  'Tis  the  hour  me  appointed. 

Ant.  How  dark  'tis  grown  o'th'  fudden  !  there's  not 
one 
Star  appears  in  all  the  firmament. 

Die.  So  much  the  better  ;  for  when  I  mull  fight, 
1  covet  no  fpeclators  of  my  prowefs.  \_JJtde. 

Ocl.  Stay  you  here,  Antonio,  -I'll  flep  before, 
And  give  the  fign ;  when  you  hear  the  door  open, 
Then  come  on,  and  follow  me  in. 

Enter 
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Enter,  at  the  other  Jide  of  the  ftage^  Henrique  and  Carlos* 

Hen.  The  Corrigidor's  is  a  fweet  place. 

Car.  The  walks  and  fountains  fo  entice  me,  I  ftill 
Weary  my felf  before  I  can  retire. 

Hen.  Indeed  we  have  ftaid  longer  than  we  thought, 
And  therefore  let's  go  home  the  ihorter  way  ; 
The  back-door  of  my  garden's  here  at  hand. 

Car.  It  will  be  better  than  to  go  about. 

Pcrc.  Would  he  were  come,  I  fear  the  riling  moon 
Will  give  us  little  time.  [Above  in  the  balcony, 

[Oclavio  knocks  upon  the  hilt  of  his  /-word, 
I  think  I  hear  his  ufual  knock  ;  who's  there  ? 

O&.  'Tis  I. 

Pore.   I  hope  y'are  not  alone. 

Oct.  2<o.  ;  here's  Diego  with  me,  and  a  friend. 

Pore.  'Tis  well  ;   Til  open  the  door  prefently. 

Hen.  Come,  we  are  now  hard  by  the  garden-gate, 

Oct.  Let's  to  the  door,  fure  file's  there  by  this  tune  ; 
Ee  not  afraid,  Diego. 

»Die.  You  had  as  good  command  me  not  to  breathe. 
Ocl.  Come  on  ;  what  are  you  thinking  enf 
Die.   That  I  fee  company,  or  that  my  fear  does, 
Oct.  Y'are  i'the'  right ;  let's,  to  avoid  fufpicion, 
Walk  on  at  large,  till  they  are  out  of  diftance. 

t[The  noife  of  a  lock. 
Car.  I  think  I  heard  your  garden-door  open. 
Hen.   I  think  fo  too;  ha,  at  this  time  of  the  night! 
Why,  what  a  devil  can  this  mean  ?  'Tis  fo. 

Ant.  They  have  open'd  this  door  ;  'tis  time  for  me 
To  follow,  furely  Octavio  is  gone  in. 

[Antonio  goes  towards  the  door. 
Pore.  What   flay  you   for  ? 

[Holding    the    dr.rr  half, oft** 
Hen.  What  is't   I  hear?  fure  'tis  Porcia's  voice. 
Pore.   What  mean  you  to  ftand  there  ?  come  in,  I  fay. 
Hen.  Hell  and  furies !         [He goes  to  draw  his  fiword. 

Cor. 
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Car.  Be  patient,  fir,  and  you  will  make  a  clearer 
Difcovery  of  your  affront. 

Pore.  You  may  come  in  fecurely,  O&avio, 

[Setting  open  the  door, 
I  have  fet  thofe  will  watch  my  brother's  coming. 

Ant.  Madam,  I  am  not  Octavio. 

Pore.  Not  O&avio  !  who  are  you  then  ?  and  who's 
That  fhadow  there  ? 

Hen.  I  can  hold  no  longer — I'm  thy  deftiny, 

[Draws  his  fiword. 
Vile  woman  ;  and  his  mortal  enemy. 

Ant.  Ha,  my  mortal  enemy  ? 

Hen.  Yes,    villain  ;    whoe'er  thou  art,    thou    fhalt 

This  treachery  with  thy  life. 

Ant.  Vain  man  !  whoe'er  thou  art,  know,   the  life 
thou 
Threaten'ft  is  guarded  by  a  trufly  fword. 

[Carlos   draws ,  and  they  all    enter    the  ga?'den 
fighting. 
Hen.  Make  fail  the  door.  [To  Carlos. 

Thou  art  fome  defperate  villain,  hir'd  to  murder. 

[Ocla<vio  and  Diego  ccme  to  the  door. 
Ant.  Hir'd  by  friendlhip,  and  honour's  my  falary. 

[In  the  garden. 
Oct.  That's  Antonio's  voice  within  the  garden  ; 

[Runs  to  the  door  and  finds  itjhuf. 
What,  the  door  fhut !   my  friend  engag'd,  and  I 
Excluded  !  curfed  fate  !  this  tree  may  help  me 
To  climb  o'er  ;  if  not,  I'll  fly  t'him.  [He  climbs  up. 

Die.  You    may  do  fo  1    your  fprightly     love    has 
wings, 
And's  ever  fledge  j  'tis  molting  time  with  mine  ; 
Yet  I'll  up  too ;  the  hazard's  not  in  climbing ; 

[Diego  climbs  the  tree. 
Here  I  will  fit,  and  out  of  danger's  reach 
Expect  the  iiTue. 

Scene 
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Scene  changes  to  a  garden,  out   of  which 
they  iffue  fighting. 

0£l.  Courage,  brave  friend ;  you  have  Oflavio  by 

you. 
Ant.  So  feconded,  a  coward  would  grow  firm. 
Hen.  What,  is  there  more  of  your   crew  \   then  'tis 
time 
To  call  for  help — ho,  Silvio*  Geraldo* 
SPedro,  come  forth,  and  bring  out  torches  with  you* 

Enter  Silvio,  *with  his  fword drawn. 

Sil<v.  Here  am  I>  fir,  my  camerades  will  follow 

[The?  fight. 
As  foon  as  they  have  lighted  their  torches 

Ant.  How  I  defpife  thefe  flaves,  Octavio* 
Having  you  by  me  ! 

Die.  Their  fwords  do  clatter  bravely  in  the  dark. 

[In  the  tree  I 

Silv.  I'm  flain.  [Silvio  fa lis. 

[Henrique   flipping  hack  falls  over   Silvio^    and 

lofes  his  fvjord)  and  Carlos  runs  in  to  him. 

Car.  What,  are  you  hurt  ? 

Hen.  No,  I  fell  by  chance  :   help   me  to  find  my 

fword. 
Oft.  What,  do  you  give  back  ?  you  do  well  to  take 
breath, 
Whilft  you  have  any  left ;  'twill  not  be  long, 
Now  that  the  rifmg  moon  lends  us  fome  light. 

[The  rijtng  moon  appears  behind  the  fcene. 
[Porcia  runs    out  to  Odavio. 
Pore.  O  O&avio,  let  not  this  moment  flip 
To  free  me  from  my  cruel  brother's  fury, 
Or  never  hope  to  fee  me  any  more 
Amongft  the  living. 

[Oftat'io  leads  her  away  by  the  arm. 

Ocl. 
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Del.  Ah,  noble  maid  !  he  that  is  once  poffefs'd 
Of  fuch  a  treafure,  and*  defends  it  not, 
Let  him  live  wretched,  and  detefted  die. 
Where's  my  brave  friend  ? 

Ant,    You  have  me  by  your  fide  ;  lead  off  your 
miftrefs  ; 
I'll  fecure  your  retreat. 

Die,  That,  doubtlefs,  is  my  mafter,  who  victorious, 
[In  the  tree y  pointing  to  thofe  <voho  are  going  off. 
Is  bravely  marching  off  with  his  fair  prize ; 
I'll  down  and  follow. 

Carl.  But  whilft  I  was  engag'd  to  fuccour  you, 

[Having  helfid  up  Henrique, 
Our  enemies,  I  fear,  are  got  away; 
I  heard  the  door  open,  and  fee  none  here, 
Although  the  night's  much  brighter  than  'twas. 
I'll  follow,  and  trace  the  villains,  if  I  can, 
To  their  dens :  mean  while  take  care  of  your  filler ; 
And,  pray,  till  my  return  be  moderate. 

Hen.  How  !  moderation  in  this  cafe  ? — what,  ho  ! 
Geraldo,  Pedro,  ah,  ye  curfed  rogues  ! 

"Enter  few  ants  <vjitb  torches. 
Durft  ye  not  mew  your  heads  till  they  were  gone  ? 
Geraldo,  light  me  in,  whilft  Pedro  looks 
To  his  hurt  companion — ah,  Porcia  !  Porcia  ! 

Exeunt  Henrique  and  Geraldo ;   Pedro  carries  out 
Silvio  fainting  with  bis  hurts. 

Scene  changes  to  the  city  of  Seville. 

Enter  OSlanjio,    Porcia,    Antonio,    and  a    little    after 
Diego,  and  after  them  Carlos. 

Die.  Sure,  that's  Antonio  bringing  up  the  rear. 
Sir,  th'are  but  juft  before  ;  my  mafter  bears  her 

[Looking  back  to  Carlos, 
Moft  gallantly  away  ;  lofe  not  fight  of  me. 

Car. 
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Car.  This  rogue  takes  me  for  one  of  his  own  crew  j 
•    He  will,  by  his  miftake,  help  me  to   harbour  'em, 

[Exeunt, 
{Camilla  and  Flora  appear  in  the  balcony, 

Scene  changes  to  Don  Henrique's  houfe, 

Cam.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  difafter,  Flora  ? 
Sure,  th'are  all  dead,  fo  great's  the  filence. 
Portia  !  Porcia  \ — nobody  anfwers. 

Flor.  Madam,  let  us  go  down  into  the  garden. 

Cam.  Excufe  me  ;  that  were  to  involve  myfelf 
In  this  unlucky  fcandal  ;  'tis  pofiible, 
Affrighted  with  the  fcuifle,  {he's  return'd 
Into  her  quarter  by  the  other  door  ; 
Let's  av/ay  thither. 

[They  go  down  upon  the  ftage* 

Flor,  Oh,  madam  !    I  fee  a  light,    and  Don   Hen- 
rique ; 
Coming  this  way  with  his  fvvord  drawn,  what  mall 
We  do  ? 

Cam.  Peace  ;  let  us  hide  ourfelves  behind  the  door, 

{They  go  behind  the  door. 
Till  we  di (cover  his  intentions  ♦ 

Enter  Henrique  and  Geraldo  with  a  torch,  and  Pedro 
with  a  light  \  Henrique  and  Geraldo  their  /words' 
drawn. 

Ted.  Sir,  I  have  fearch'd  all  the  rooms  of  the  houfe, 
And  cannot  find  her.  " 

Hen.  Eafe  infamous  woman !  may  be  fhe's  fled 
To  the  quarter  order'd  for  Antonio. 

Fed.  That  door  is  lock'd,  and's  fervant  has  the  key. 

Hen.  Ah,  this  curfed  vagabond  !  thus  to  rob 

[He  jlamps. 
A  brother  of  the  fruits  of  all  his  care, 
And  call  this  ftain  on  th'  honour  of  our  houfe  ! 

But 
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But  if  ever  I  get  the  fugitive 

Within  my  reach,  111  facrifice  her  blood 

To  the  offended  ipirits  of  my  anceftorj. 

Flor.  Madam,  d'you  hear  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  and  tremble*  Flora. 

Hen.  Call  for  her  woman. 

Fed,  Flora  !  Flora  \ 

Enter  thra: 

T/or.  My  good  angel  guard  me — what's  your  plea- 
fure,  fir? 

Hen.  Where's  your  miftrefs,  huffy  ? 

Flor.  She  told  me,  fir,  about  half  an  hour  fince 
She  would  go  down  into  the  garden.  [Exit  Flora, 

Hen.  My  fhame  is  certain  ;  ah  !  the  fad  condition 
Of  us  men  of  honour  !  how  unequally 
Our  crofles  and  our  comforts  mingled  are  ! 
Our  orphan  fitters  are  no  fooner  grown 
Above  the  follies  of  their  childifh  age  ; 
During  which  feafon,  cuftom  does  exact 
Our  watchful  caution  over  all  their  actions  ; 
But  they  are  grafted  on  fome  ftranger  ftock, 
Where  they  do  change  both  their  abodes  and  names ; 
Without  the  leaft  reflection  on  their  kindnefs, 
Who  pain'd  themfelves  to  cultivate  their  youth, 
Or  elfe  remain  to  exercife  our  fears. 

O  unjufl  heavens  !  why  fuffer  you  that  they, 
Who  to  our  joys  of  life  fuch  bubbles  are, 
Should  add  fuch  weight  unto  our  griefs  and  care  ? 
AhPorcia,  Porcia! 

Enter  Car  Jos. 

Car.  Don  Henrique,  if  I  am  not  much  miftaken, 
t  have  in  this  fhott  time  made  a  great  progrefs 
Towards  your  redrefs  ;  I  come  from  harbouring 
The  villains,  who  have  done  you  this  affront. 

Cam .  It  imports  to  be  attentive  now. 

Hen, 
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Hen,  O  you  revive  me  !  May  I  but  once  enjoy 
The  pleafure  of  my  revenge,  though  the  next 
Moment  were  the  iaft  period  of  my  life, 
I  mould  depart  contented.  Are  the  villains 
Within  our  reach  ? 

Car.  Be  patient,  fir,  and  111  inform  you  fully; 
You  were  no  fooner  up,  but  I  purfu'd 
Your  flying  enemies,  hoping,  the  night 
Grown' fome what  lighter,  might  help  me  to  difcovef 
The  place  of  their  retreat — one  of  their  party, 
Who  was  behind  the  reft,  miftaking  me 
For  one  of  his  camerades,  bade  me  come  on  ; 
Saying,  his  mailer  was  but  juft  before  ; 
That  he  had  born  his  miftrefs  bravely  off, 
And  put  her  champion  brother  out  of  combat. 

Hen,  Infolent  rafcal  ! —  [He  ft  amp* 

Car,  We  had  not  pafs'd  above  a  ftreet  or  two 
Before  he  ftopp'd,  and  at  the  fecond  houfe, 
Beyond  the  church  in  faint  Iago's  ilreet, 
He  enter'd,  and  defir'd  me  to  follow  him  ; 
I,  making  a  Hand,  he  grew  fufpicious, 
And,  from  my  filence,  guefling  his  miftake, 
He  flipped  into  the  houfe  and  lock'd  the  door  ; 
When  I  had  well  obferv'd  the  ftreet  and  houfe; 
I  came  with  fpeed  to  give  you  this  account. 

Flor.  Oh,  madam,  this  is  Don  O&avio's  houfe, 
Without  all  doubt,  they've  carry'd  Porcia  thither. 
Cam,  Peace,  Flora,  and  liften  to  the  fequel. 
Hen.  Come,  coufin,  we  lofe  time — Heigh,  who  waits 
there  ? 
I  will  befiege  the  houfe  ;  if  they  refufe 
To  render,    Til  reduce  that  theater 
Of  my  mame  to  afhes,    and  make  their  fort 
Both  the'rs  and  it's  own  fepulchre.    There  are 
Such  charms  in  vengeance,  that  I  do  not  wonder, 
It  is  referv'd  for  him  who  form'd  the  thunder. 

Car.    Have    patience,     coufin,     and    confult    your 
reafon ; 
9 Twill  foon  convince  you  how  unpraclicable 

Vol.  XII,  N  And 
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And  vain  your  propofition  is,  t$  attempt, 
At  this  time  of  night,  a  houfe  fo  guarded, 
In  a  well-govern'd  city  ;  that  would  prove 
Very  like  thunder,  which  the  cloud  deftroys 
Wherein  'twas  form'd,  producing  only  none. 
What  can  the  iflue  be,  but  to  alarm 
The  town,    expofe  your  perfon  and  your  fortune 
To  th'  rigour  of  the  law,    publifh  your  fhame, 
And  fruftrate  your  revenge  for  ever  ? 

Hen.  What  !    would    you  have  me  tarry  till  thefe 
villains, 
Who  have  invaded  my  houfe,  affronted 
My  perfon,  murder'd  my  fervant,  and  robb'd 
Me  of  a  filter,  may  evade  my  vengeance  ? 

[Spoken  hajiily% 
Car.  No  ;  fear  not  that,  let  me  alone  to  hnd 
A  certain  way  to  hinder  their  efcape ; 
I'll  inftantly  to  the  Corrigidor, 
And  beg  the  aflittance  of  his  authority 
To  fecure  thefe  criminals  for  the  prefent, 
That  afterwards  the  law  may  punifh  them. 

Hen.  A  fine  propofal !  why  coufm,  can  you  think 
That  I'll  fubmit  a  perfonal  injury 
To  th'  tame  decifion  of  the  formal  law  ? 
And  having  been  affronted  by  the  fword, 
To  pray  the  aid  of  the  long  robe,  and  take 
An  advocate  for  fecond  ? — reliev'd  by  law  ? 

Car.  Since  we  all  parties  are  in  making  laws, 
We  muft  not  judges  be  in  our  own  caufe  ; 
We  hold  it  infamous  to  break  our  words, 
Yet  cancel  the  great  charter  with  our  fwords. 
Hen.  They,  by  their  infolence,  the  laws  invade. 
Car.  But  you,  by  your  revenge,  the  laws  degrade. 
Hen.  Honour  obliges  me  to  take  revenge. 
Car.  Honour  is  juflice,  rightly  underftood  ; 
Your  idol  honour's  only  heat  of  blood. 

Hen.  Honour's  opinion,  which  rules  all  the  world. 
Car.  Opinion,  Henrique,   only  governs  fools  j 
Reafon,  the  wife  and  truly  valiant  rules. 

ik*. 
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Hen.  Reafon's  opinion,  for  every  one 
Stamps  reafon  on  his  own  opinion. 

Car.  Then  by  your  argument,  when  people  joia 
In  making  laws,  becaufe  they  all  opine, 
Laws  are  reasonable,  and  bind  us  all. 

Hen .  Curfe  on  your  fophiftry,  to  treat  a  friend 
With  figures  that's  raging  in  a  fever  ! 
You  may  as  well  pretend  to  teach  a  man 
To  fing  his  part,  that's  ftretch'd  upon  a  rack. 
No,  fir,  1T1  fooner  lofe  this  irkfome  life, 
Than  e^er  confent  to  publifh  my  difgraoe, 
Before  I  have  reveng'd  it — to  afiift 
At  the  funeral  of  my  own  honour  ! — >  \He  Jfampx. 

Car.  What  a   wild  creature  is  a  choierick  man! 

'Tis  far  from  my  intent ;  all  my  defigri 

Is  only  how  we  may  conceal  your  fhame, 

Till  we  have  got  thefe  villains  in  our  power, 

Which  can  be  brought  about  by  no  fuch  means'* 

As  by  demanding  juflice  againft  thofe 

Who  did  affault  your  perfon,  and  have  wounded 

Your  fervant,  a  very  plaufible  pretence  f 

Will  this  content  you  ?  truft  my  conduct,  coufin- ; 

Is  not  my  intereft  the  fame  with  yours  ? 

Hen.  Well,  fmce  it  mull  be  ib,  I  pray  make  hafte. 

Car.  Doubt  not  my  diligence  ;  by  this  1*11  prove 
Friendship  has  fire,  and  wings,  as  well  as  love. 

Hen.   If  you  could  fly,  you'd  move  with  too  much 
leifure  ; 
Ah,  tedious  minutes,  which  revenge  does  meafure ! 

[Exit  Carlos . 

Flor.  Madam,    y'have  heard  their  mifchievous  de~ 
fign  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  Flora,  out  of  queftion  Porcia's  there  ; 
And  if  they  find  her,  (he  is  loft  for  ever. 

Flor.  I'll  try  to  hinder  it,  though  I  were  certain 
To  perifh  in  th*  attempt  ;  Pm  confident 
The  houfe  at  prefent  is  in  fuch  confufion, 
I  Biay  ruii  thither  without  being  miiVd. 

N  Z  Canf: 
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Cam.  'lis  well  thought  on  ;  in  the  interim  1*11  retire 
To  Porcia's  chamber.  {Exeunt  from  behind  the  door. 

Enter  Geraldo. 

Ger.  Sir,   Don  Antonio  is  jail  arrived. 

Hen.  Ha  !  what's  that  you  lay,  iirrah  ? 

Ger.  That  Don  Antonio,  fir,  your  brother-in-law 
h  without,  walking  i'th*  hall,  and  bade  me 
Give  you  notice  of  it  ;  mall  he  come  in? 

Hen.  Antonio  arriv'd  !  O  heavens,  this  circumftancc 
Was  only  wanting  to  compleat  my  fhame ! 
When  he  deiires  to  fee  his  wife,  fhall  I, 
Myfelf,  inform  a  peribn  of  his  quality, 
That  ihe  is  run  away  ?  Where  mall  1  rind 
A  heart,  a  tongue,  a  voice,  or  breath,  or  face, 
To  utter  this  unparallell'd  difgrace  ?  [SpoAen  hajlilyr 

O  this  fantaftick  fenfe  of  honour  I  I 
At  my  own  tribunal  fland  aUbilM, 
Yet  fearing  others  cenfure  am  embroiled. 

Ger.  What  is  your  pleafure,  fir  ?  'tis  porlible 
That  Don  Antonio  may  think  it  long. 

Ger.  Wait  on  him  in,  but  at  the  fame  time  tell  him 
You  cannot  find  me — I  will  leave  my  houfe 
And  the  difcovery  of  my  fhame  to  fate  ; 
And  any  cenfure  rather  undergo, 
Than  be  the  reporter  of  my  own  difgrace  ; 
Till  firtl  I  have  my  honour's  ranfom  paid, 
In  the  vile  blood  of  this  perfidious  maid.     [Exit  Hen. 

Enter  Anto?iio  and  Ernejlo. 

Jnt.  My  friend  and  his  fair  miftrefs  fafely  lodged, 
And  free  from  their  adventure  ;  'tis  now  fit 
To  mind  my  own  engagement — But,  Erneilo,  , 
What  can  the  meaning  be  of  this  rude  ufage, 
In  fuffering  me  to  (lay  without  thus  long, 
Upon  my  firit  arrival  r    Come,  let's  go  oa 
Into  the  other  rooms. 

Em, 
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Em.  I  (wear,  fir,  I'm  amaz'd  at  this  great  change  ; 
*Tis  not  above  two  hours,  fince  I  found  here 
A  numerous  and  well-order'd  family, 
In  all  appearance  ;  now  I  fee  the  pages 
Bolt  out  of  the  doors,  then  ftart  back  again 
Into  their  holes,  like  rabbets  in  a  warren  ; 
The  maids  lie  peeping  at  the  garret  windows, 
Like  th'  ,upper  tire  of  ordnance  in  a  Blip  ; 
All  looks  diforder'd  now  ;   nor  can  I  guefs 
What  may  have  causMfo  great  an  alteration; 
But  there  I  fee  the  fervant  you  fent  in. 

Enter  G era Ido. 

Ant.  Friend,  where's  your  mafter  ? 

Ger.    I  cannot,  tell,  fir. 

Ant.   Where  is  his  filler  ? 

Gtr.  In  truth  I  know  not,  fir;    v?t  men-fervants 
Have  little  to  do  in  the  ladies  quarters.  [Exit  Get\ 

Ant.  This  looks  but  odiy  ;    are  you  fare,  Erneilo, 
Y'have  not  mifguided  me  to  a  wrong  houfe  ? 

Em    If  you  arefure,  fir,  that  we  are  awake, 
Then  I  am  certain  this  is  the  fame  houfe, 
Wherein  this  afternoon  I  faw  and  fpoke  with 
Don  Henrique  and  your  bride  ;  by  the  fame  token 
There  was  a  lady  with  her  in  a  veil ; 
And  this  very  room  is  the  ante -chamber 
To  her  apartment. 

An*.  I  fhould  be  finely  fervM,  if  after  all 
This  negociation,  and  a  tedious  journey, 
My  pains  and  patience  ihould  be  caft  away 
On  fome  fuch  wither'd  Sybil  for  a  wife, 
As  her  own  brother  is  afhanVd  to  fhow  me. 

Em.  You'll  foon  be  freed  from  that  fear,  fir. 

\Ernejlo  goes  toward  the  door. 

Ant.  How  fo  ? 

Em.  Becaufe  I  fee  her  in  the  inner-room, 
Lying  along  upon  her  couch,  and  reading  ; 
Her  face  is  tarn'd  the  other  way,  but  yet 

N   3  Her 
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Her  fhape  and  cloaths  afiure  me  'tis  the  fame. 

Ant.  Art  certain  that  'tis  fhe  ? 

Em.  There  are  not  many  like  her. 

Ant.  If  thou  be'fl  fure  'tis  fhe,  I'll  venture  in, 
Without  her  brothers  prefence  t'introduce  me. 

Em.  She's  coming  this  way,  fir. 

Enter  Camilla,  reading. 

Cam.  Y'have  reafon,  Dido,  and  'tis  well  remarked,— • 
[Sbejhuts  her  book  ;  after  a  little  paufe. 
The  woman  who  fuffers  herfelf  to  love, 
Ought  likewife  to  prepare  herfelf  to  fuffer  ; 
There  was  great  power  in  your  charms,  ^Eneas, 
T'enthrall  a  lady's  heart  at  firft  approach, 
And  make  fuch  early  and  fuch  deep  impreflions, 
That  nothing,  but  her  death,  could  e'er  deface. 
Alas,  poor  Dido  ! — 

Ant*  O  heavens !  what's  that  I  fee  ? — or  do  I  dream  ? 
[Antonio  fieing  ber,  farts,  then  fl&nds    as  if 
amaz'd. 
Sure  I  am  afleep,  and  'tis  a  vifion 
Of  her  who's  always  prefent  to  my  thoughts ; 
Who,  fearing  my  revolt,  does  now  appear 
To  prove  and  to  confirm  my  conftancy . 
When  firft  I  faw  that  miracle,  fhe  feem'd 
j&n  apparition,  here  it  mull  be  one. 

Em.  What  fit  of  f.enzy's  this? — fir,  'tis  Porcia, 
ft  lovely,  living  woman,  and  your  bride. 

Ant.  The  bleffing  is  too  mighty  for  my  faith. 

Em.    Faith  !     ne'er  trouble  your  faith    in  this  oo 
cafion ; 
approach  her  boldly,  fir,  and  truft  yourfenfe. 

Ant.    As   when    we    dream    of   fome    tranfporting 
pleafure, 
And  finding  that  we  dream,  we  fear  to  wake, 
Left  fenfe  ihould  rob  us  of  our  fancy's  treafure, 
And  our  delightful  vifion  from  us  take; 
Blefs'd  apparition,  fo  it  fares  with  me. 

That 
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That  very  angel,  now,  once  more  appears, 

To  whofe  divinity,  long  fince,  I  rais'd 

An  altar  in  my  heart ;  where  I  have  offer'd 

The  conftant  facrifice  of  iighs  and  vows. 

My  eyes  are  open,    yet  I  dare  not  trull  'em  ! 

Blifs  above  faith  mull  pafs  for  an  illufion  -, 

If  fuch  it  be,  O  let  me  fieep  for  ever, 

Happily  deceived  :  But,  celeilial  maid, 

If  this  thy  glorious  prefer* ce  real  be, 

O  let  one  word  of  pity  raife  my  foul 

From  vificnary  blifs,  and  make  me  die 

With  real  joy  inftead  of  extafy. 

Speak,  fpeak,  my  delliny,  for  the  fame  breath 

May  warm  my  heart,  or  cool  it  into  death. 

Em.  'Slife  •  he's  in  one  of  his  old  fits  again  — - 
Why,  what d'  you  mean,  fir?   'tis  Portia  herfelf. 

Cam.  I  am  that  maid,  who  to  your  virtue  owes 
Her  honour  then,  and  her  difquiet  fince  ; 
Yet  in  my  pain,  I  cannot  but  be  pleas'd 
To  find  a  paflion  cenfur'd  in  our  fex, 
Juflify'd  by  fo  great  an  obligation. 
'Tis  true,  I  blufh,  yet  I  mull  own  the  fire, 
To  which  both  love  and  gratitude  confpire. 

Ant.  Incomparable  creature  !  can  it  be, 
That  having  fufFer'd  all  which  mighty  love 
Did  e'er  inflict,  I  now  ihould  be  repaid 
With  as  full  joys  as  love  could  ever  give  ? 
Fortune,  to  make  my  happinefs  compleat, 
Has  join'd  her  power,  and  made  me  find  a  bride 
In  a  loft  miftrefs,  but  with  this  allay, 
Of  leaving  me  no  means  my  faith  to  prove, 
Since  chance  anticipates  the  pains  of  love. 

Cam.  The  fervant's  error  has  milled  the  matter, 
He  takes  me  too  for  Porcia  ;  blelfed  miflake  f 
Aifift  me  now,  artful  diflimulation.  [Jjtdt, 

But  how  can  that  confift  with  fo  much  paflion  ? 
'Tis  pofiible  the  fenfe  of  my  diirreiVd 
Condition  might  difpofe  a  noble  heart 
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To  take  imprefiions  then,  which  afterwards 

Time,  and  your  fecond  thoughts  may  have  defaced  $ 

But  can  a  conflant  paiCon  be  produced 

From  thofe  ideas  pity  introduced  ? 

Xet  your  tongue  fpeak  your  heart  ;  for  Ihould  y'abufe 

me, 
I  frail  in  time  difcover  the  deceit  : 
You  may  paint  £re,  Antonio,  but  not  heat. 

Ant.  Madam — 

Cam.  Hold  ;  be  not  too  fcrupulous,  Antonio  ; 
Let  me  believe  it,  though  it  be  not  true; 
for  the  chief  happinefs  poor  maids  receive, 
Is  when  themfelves  they  happily  deceive. 

Ant.  If,  fmce  thofe  conquering  eyes  I  firfl  beheld, 
You  have  not  reign'd  unrival'd  in  my  heart, 
May  you  defpife  me  now  you  are  my  own, 
Whicn  is  to  me   all  curfes  iumm'd  in  one. 
But  may  your  fervant,  madam,  take  the  boldnef* 
To  aik,  if  you  have  ever  thought  of  him  ? 

Cam.  A  love  fo  founded  in  a  grateful  heart, 
Has  need  of  no  remembrance,  Antonio  ; 
You  know  yourfelf  too  well ;  thofe  of  your  trade 
Have  {kill  to  hold,  as  well  as  to  invade. 

Ant.  Fortune  has  lifted  me  to  fuch  a  height 
Of  happinefs,  that  it  may  turn  my  brain, 
When  I  look  down  upon  the  world. 
What  have  I  now  to  wilh  but  moderation, 
To  temper  and  to  fix  my  joys  ? 

Cam.  J  yield  as  little  t"  you,  noble  Antonio, 
In  happinefs,  as  afFedlion  ;  but  ftill 
Porcia  mull  do  as  may  become  your  bride, 
And  filler  to  Don  Flenrique  ;  in  whofe  abience 
A  longer  conference  mull  be  exaiVd  ; 
Therefore  I  take  the  freedom  to  withdraw. 
Should  I  have  flaid  until  Don  Henrique  came, 
His  prefence  would  have  marr'd  my  whole  defign. 

r  [Afide. 

{Exit  Camilla. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Where  beauty,  virtue,  and  difcretion  join, 
*Tis  heaven>  methinks,  to  find  that  treafure  mine. 

Enter  Henrique. 

Hen.  Sure,  Don  Antonio  having  long  ere  this 
Found  out  th'infamous  flight  of  my  vile  filler, 
Will  be  retir'd  to  meditate  revenge 
Upon  us  both — Ah,  curfe  !  he  is  there  ftill ; 

[He  fees  him], 
I'll  flip  away — But  it  is  now  too  late, 
He  has  perceiv'd  me. 

Ant.  How,  Don  Henrique  I  avoid  your  friend,   that's 
come 
So  long   a  journey  t'embrace  you,  and  call 
Himfelf  at  the  feet  of  your  fair  fifter  ? 

Hen.  Noble  Antonio,  you  may  well  imagine 
The  trouble  I  am  in,  that  you  mould  find 
My  houfe  in  fuch  diforder,  fo  unfit 
To  receive  th'  honour  of  fo  brave  a  gueft. 

Ant.  'Tis  true,  Don  Henrique,  I  am  much  furpriz'd 
With  what  1  find  ;  I  little  did  expect 
Your  filler,  Forcia,  mould  have  been — 

Hen.  Oh  heavens !  I'm  loft,  he  has  difcover'd  all. 

IJfiJel 
'Tis  not,  Antonio,  in  a  brother's  power 
To  make  a  fifter  of  a  better  pafte, 
Than  heav'n  has  made  her. 

Ant.  In  your  cafe  'fpecially  ;  for  without  doubt, 
Heaven  never  made  a  more  accomplifh'd  creature. 

Hen.  What  means  the  man  ?  [AJirfe, 

Ant.  I  come  juft  now  from  entertaining  her, 
Whofe  wit  and  beauty  fo  excel  all  thofe 
Of  her  fair  fex,  whom  I  have  ever  known, 
That  my  defcription  of  her  would  appear 
Rather  detraction  than  a  juft  report 
Of  her  perfections. 

Hen.  Certainly  he  mocks  me  ;  he  never  could 
Have  chofen  a  worfe  fufferer  of  fcorn  ; 

N  s  Eut 
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But  I  will  yet  contain  myfelf  a  while, 

To  fee  how  far  he'll  drive  it.  Jfide.'] — Say  you,  fir, 

That  you  have  feen  and  entertained  my  fitter  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  Don  Henrique  ;  and  with  fuch  full  coa- 
tentment, 
So  rais'd  above  expreffion,  that  I  think 
The  pains  and  care  of  all  my  former  life 
Rewarded  with  excefs,  in  the  delight 
Of  thofe  few  minutes  of  her  converfation  j 
'  Tis  true,  that  fatisfa&ion  was  abridg'd 
By  her  well-weigh'd  feverity  ;  to  give  me 
A  greater  pleafure  in  the  contemplation 
Of  her  difcreet  observance  of  the  rules 
Of  decency  ;  not  fuirering  me,  though  now 
Her  hufband,.  any  longer  to  enjoy 
So  great  a  happinefs,  you  not  being  by. 

H<n.  I  am  confounded  ;  but  I  mull  diflemble 
My  aflonifhment,  till  I  can  unfold 
The  myflery,y^&.] — She  might  have  fpar'd  that  caution^ 
But  I  fuppole  you'll  eafily  forgive 
An  error  on  the  better  fide. 

A?it.  Sir,  I  have  feen  fo  much  of  her  perfe&ion 
In  that  fhort  vifit,  I  fhall  fooner  doubt 
Our  definitions  in  morality, 
Than  once  fuppofe  her  capable  of  error. 

Hen.  This  expofition  makes  it  more  obfcure  : 
I  mull  get  him  away.  AJicte.']  Sir,  is't  not  time 
To  wait  on  you  to  your  chamber  ?  It's  late, 
And  I  believe  you  have  need  of  reft. 

Ant.  I  mould  accept  your  offer,  fir,  with  thanks, 
If  I  were  not  oblig'd,  as  late  as  'tis, 
To  fee  a  friend  before  I  go  to  bed. 

Hen.  I'll  bear  you  company,  if  you'll  give  me  leave. 

Ant.  I  humbly  thank  you,  fir,  but  can't  confent 
To  give  you  fo  much  trouble  j  I'll  return 
Within  an  hour  at  farthefl. 

Hen.  Whene'er  you  pleafe ;  y'are  wholly  mailer  here.. 

Ant.  I  never  faw  a  man  fo  difcompos'd, 

What- 


The  Adventures  of  Five  Hours.       299 

Whate'er  the  matter  is. —  [Afide. 

Ernefto,  I  mull  make  a  ftep  to  fee 

A  friend  near  hand  ;  bid  Sancho  follow  me, 

And  itay  you  in  my  chamber  till  I  come. 

\_Exeut2t  Antonio  and  Ernefto, 
He?:.  Your  fervant,  fir.     [Henrique  waits  on  him  to  the 
This  fudden  fally  hence  {door, 

At  this  time  of  the  night,  newly  arriv'd 
From  a  long  journey,  and  not  to  fufFer  me 
To  wait  upon  him,    does  embroil  me  more. 
But  now  I  will  not  long  be  in  fufpence  ; 
III  to  my  filler's  chamber. 

Enter  Carlos,  as  Henrique  is  going  into  Portia's  chamber. 

Car,  Ho  !    Don  Henrique,  come  away,    all's  pre- 
paid, 
Our  kinfrnan  the  Corrigidor  is  ready 
With  a  ftrong  band  of  ferjeants,  and  flays  for  you. 

Hen.  Speak  foftly,  Don  Antonio  is  arriv'd, 
And  fome  of  his  may  over-hear  us. 

Car.  That's  very  unlucky ;  but  does  he  know 
Your  fitter's  miffing  ? 

Hen.  I  think,  not  yet. 

Car.  Come  let's  away  ;  we  have  no  time  to  lofe. 

Hen.  Pray  flay  a  while  ;  I  labour  with  a  doabt 
Will  burfi  me,  if  not  clear'd  before  I  go. 

Car.  What  coufin  !  will  you  lofe  an  opportunity 
Never  to  be  recovered  ?  Are  you  mad  ? 
Will  you  permit  the  villains  to  efcape, 
And  laugh  at  us  for  ever  ?  Come  away. 

[He  pulls  him. 

Hen.  Well,  I  n>u#  go  ;  aid  let  him  make  it  out  ; 
The  worft  eftate  Qf    x  man  life  is  doubt. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT    IV. 

Scene    Don  O&avio's  Houfe. 

Enter  Octavio  angrily  pifiing  T>iegoyand  F  or  cia  following. 

Octavio. 

VILLAIN,  thou  hall  undone  us  ;  curfed  villain, 
Where  was  thy  foul  ?  had  fear  quite  baniuYd  it, 
And  left  thee  not  one  grain  of  common  fenfe  ? 

Per.  Was  there  ever  fo  fatal  an  accident  I 

Oct.  Why,  traitor,  didft  thou  not  let  me  know  it, 
As  foon  as  we  were  come  into  the  houfe  ? 

Dieg.  What  would  y'have  done,  if  ycu  had  known; 
it  then  ? 

Oct.  I  would  have  fally'd  out,  and  kill'd  die  rogue, 
In  whofe  power  thou  hail  put  it  to  deilroy  us. 
Can  it  be  doubted,  but  that  long  ere  this 
He  has  acquainted  Henrique  where  we  are  ? 
From  whofe  black  rage  we  muft  immediately 
Expect  t'encounter  all  the  worft  extremes 
Of  malice,  feconded  by  feeming  juftice  ; 
For  the  unfortunate  are  Hill  i'  th'  wrong. 
Curfe  on  all  cowards  !  better  far  be  ferv'd 
£y  fools  and  knaves  :  they  make  lefs  dangerous  faults,' 

Dieg.  Am  I  in  fault,  becaufe  I'm  not  a  cat  ? 
j-iow  could  I  tell  i'  th'  dark,  whether  that  rafcal 
Were  a  knight  errant,  or  a  recreant  knight  ? 
I  thought  him  one  of  us,  and  true  to  leve  ; 
Were  it  not  for  fuch  accidents  as  thefe 
That  mock  iT-    i'g    oucait,  lure  the  deftinies- 
Had  ne'er  been  plac'd  amongft  the  deities. 

Oct.  Peace,  cowardly  Have  ;  having   thus  plaid   the 
rogue, 
Are  you  grown  fententious  ?  Did  I  not  fear 
To  ftainmy  fword  with  fuch  bafe  blood,  I'd  let 

Thy 
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Thy  foul  out  with  it  at  a  thoufand  wounds. 

Dieg.  Why  then  a  thoufand  thanks  to  my  bafe  bloody 
for  faving  my  good  flefh.  [Afide* 

Oct.  Pardon,  my  deareil  miflrefs,  this  excefs 
Of  paflion  in  your  prefence. 

For.  What  fhall  we  do,  O&avio  ?  if  we  &xy  here, 
We  are  undone  for  ever  :  my  brother 
Will  be  inftantly  upon  us.     Alas  ! 
My  own  life  I  value  not,  O&avio, 
When  yours,  my  better  life,  fuch  hazard  runs  i 
But  O  my  honour  I  O  my  innocence  ! 
Exposed  to  fcandal  ;  there's  my  deeper!:  fenfe. 

Oct.  Though  the  complexion  of  your  brother's  malk£ 
Refemble  hell,  it  is  not  black  enough 
To  call  a  ilain  upon  your  virgin  innocence. 
Sure  two  fuch  different  branches  ne'er  did  fpring 
From  the  fame  flock  ;  to  me  't  feems  very  flrange, 
Our  middle  natures,  form'd  of  fleih  and  blood, 
Should  have  fuch  depths  of  ill,  fuch  heights  of  good^ 
An  angel  filler,  and  a  devil  brother. 

For.  He's  my  brother,  and  I  know  no  defence 
For  injur'd  innocence,  but  innocence. 
Fly,  fly,  Oclavio,  leave  me  to  my  fate. 

Oct.  Your  kindnefs,  generous  maid,  confutes  itfelf  j 
To  fave  my  life,  you  counfel  me  to  fly, 
Which  is  at  once  to  bid  me  live  and  die. 

For.  What  then,  for  heaven's  fake,  d'you  refolve  to 

do? 
Ocl.  I  rnufl  refolve,  and  fuddenly,  but  what, 
I  fwear  I  know  not,  there  have  been  fuch  turns 
In  my  misfortunes,  they  have  made  me  giddy. 
For.  You  mull  determine,  time  wafles,  O&avio. 
Ocl.  Madam,  if  I  mould  lead  you  through  the  ftreetsj 
And  chance  to  meet  th'ofhcers  of  juftice, 
I  not  daring  to  avow  my  perfon, 
For  that  unlucky  accident  you  know  of, 
You  might,  I  fear,  by  that  means,  be  in  danger  } 
We  mull  not  venture't — Run,  rafcal^  and  fetch 
A  chair  immediately. 
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Die.  A  pretty  errand  at  this  time  o'th'  night ! 
Thefe  chairmen  are  exceedingly  well-natur'd, 
TIT  are  likely  to  obey  a  fervant's  orders 
After  nine  o'  clock .  [  Exit  Diego . 

Oci.  Ye  pow'rs  above,  why  do  ye  lay  fo  great 
A  weight  on  human-nature,  and  bellow 
Such  an  unequal  force  to  bear  our  loads  ? 
After  a  longpurfuit,  through  all  thofe  ftorms 
Which  hell-bred  'malice,  or  the  power  of  fate 
Could  ever  raife,  t'opprefs  a  noble  love  ; 
To  be  at  length  pofiefs'd  of  a  rich  mine, 
Where  nature  feem'd  to  have  lodged  all  her  treafure, 
And  in  an  inftant  have  it  ravilh'd  from  me, 
Is  too  rude  a  trial  for  my  patience 
To  fuflain  ;  I  cannot  bear  it. 

For.  My  fenfe  of  this  misfortune  equals  yours, 
But  yet  I  muft  conjure  you  to  fubmit 
To  the  decrees  of  thofe  who  rule  above; 
Such  refignation  may  incline  their  juilice 
Th'  impending  mifchief  to  divert ;  befides 
In  human  things,  there's  fuch  viciflitude, 
Where  hope  mould  end,  we  hardly  can  conclude. 

Ocl.  Weak  hope  the  parent  is  of  anxious  care, 
And  more  tormenting  far,  than  fix'd  defpair : 
This,  makes  us  turn  to  new  expedients  ; 
That,  languifh  'twixt  dcfire  and  diffidence. 

For.  Fortune  will   blufh  for  fhame,  when  me    lhall 
find 
Her  beft-ainrd  darts  can  never  touch  your  mind. 

Off.  Ah,  Porcia!  though  my  mind  be  far  above 
The  reach  of  fate,  'tis  level  unto  love ; 
Urge  it  no  more;  I'll  die  a  thoufand  deaths 
E'er  I'll  confcnt  to  part  with  you. 

{Strikes  bis    breaft. 

For.   I    ffcall   be   always  yours,    for    thougli  we're 
forc'd 
To  feparate,  yet  we  are  not  divorc'd. 

Oct.  Whilft  our  fouls  a£t  by  organs  of  the  fenfe, 
*Twixt  death  and  parting  there's  no  difference. 

For. 
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Tor.  Confult  your  reafon,  then  you  will  comply  ; 
Making  a  virtue  of  neceffity. 

Oft.  Ah,  lovely  maid  I  'twas  not  allowed  to  Jove, 
To  hold  at  once  his  reafon  and  his  love. 

Enter  Diego 

Die.  The  chair  is  come,  fir,  juft  as  I  expected. 

Oa.  Where  is  it  ? 

Die.  Even  where  it  was  ;  they  are  deeply  engag'd 
A  las  Pintas,  and  will  not  leave  their  game, 
They  fwear,  for  all  the  Dons  in  Seville. 

Oci.  A  curfe  upon  thefe  rogues  !    I'll    make    'em 
come, 
Or  make  their  hearts  ake.  \OEta<vio  runs  out* 

Die.  Madam,  though  I  was  never  yet  unkind 
To  my  own  perfon,  I  am  fo  much  troubled 
At  the  difquiet  my  miftake  has  brought  you, 
That  could  I  do't  conveniently,  i'faith, 
I  would  even  cudgel  myfelf. 

Por.  Away,  buffoon,  is  this  a  time  for  fooling  > 

Enter  Antonio  and  Sane  ho. 

Ant.  Where  is  my  noble  friend,  O&avio  ? 

Die.  Did  you  not  meet  him  at  the  door,  fir  ? 

Ant.  No. 

Die.  He  went  out,  fir,    juft  as  you  came  in. 

Ant.  Madam,  I  might  have  gone  to  bed,  but  not 

[Addrejfes  her  J  elf  to  Pora'a, 
To  reft,  without  returning  to  enquire 
Of  yours,  and  of  my  noble  friend's  condition  ; 
And  once  more  to  offer  you  my  fervice, 

Por.  I  take  the  boldnefs,  in  Octavio's  abfence, 
To  return  his,  with  my  moft  humble  thanks, 
For  your  late  generous  amftance  of  us, 
And  for  this  new  addition  to  our  debt, 

Ant.  Tho'  I  have  not  th'   honour    to  be  known 
t'you, 
The  fervice  of  your  fex  in  their  diftreftes 
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Is  the  firfl  vow  of  thofe  of  our  profeffion  *, 
And  my  conftant  friendihip  for  O&avio 
Is  of  fo  old  a  date,  that  all  occaiions, 
By  which  I  may  exprefs  the  fervour  of  it, 
Are  moll  welcome  to  me. 

Ente r  Flora  in  great  hajle. 

Flor.  O  madam — I'm  out  of  breath  with  running. 

Por.  What  accident,  Flora,  brings  you  hither  ? 

Flor.  A  fad  one,  madam,  and  requiring  hafte, 
To  give  you  timely  notice  on't — Don  Carlos, 
Afiifted  by  the  light  o'th'  rifing  moon, 
And  by  a  miilake  of  fome  of  your  train, 
Has  trac'd  you  to  this  houfe,  and  in  my  hearing 
Inform'd  your  brother  of  the  place,  and  manner 
Of  your  retreat ;  who  is  now  coming  hither 
Accompany'd  with  the  Corrigidor, 
To  feize  on  whomsoever  mail  be  found 
Within  thefe  walls,  upon  pretence  of  murder. 

Por.  Oh  cruel  accident ! 

Flor.  Madam,  make  hafte,  get  out  of  the  back  door, 
Or  you  will  certainly  be  met  with. 

Per.  How  vile  a  creature  am  I  now  become  ! 
For  though  in  my  own  innocence  fecure, 
To  the  cenforious  world,  who  like  falfe  glafles 
Mingling  their  own  irregular  figures, 
Mifrefle5  the  object,    I  mall  appear 
Some  fmful  woman,  fold  to  infamy. 

Ant.  Your  own  clear  mind's  the  glafs,  which  to  your* 
felf 
Reflects  yourfelf ;  and  truft  me,  madam, 
Ware  only  happy  then,  when  all  our  joys 
Flow  from  ourielves,  not  from  the  peoples  voice. 

Flor.  Madam,  they'll  inftantly  be  here. 

Por.  Oh  that  Oclavio  mould  juft  now  be  abfent  J 
But  to  expect  till  he  return  were  madnefs. 

Ant*  Y'have  reafon,  madam,  and  if  you  dare  truft 
Your  perfon  to  the  conduct  of  a  ftranger, 

Upon 
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Upon  my  honour,  lady,  I'll  fecure  you, 
Or  perifh  in  th'  attempt. 

Per.  Generous  fir,  how  mail  a  wretched  maid, 
Abandon'd  by  her  fate  to  the  purfuit 
Of  an  inhuman  brother,  e'er  be  able 
Either  to  merit,  or  requite  your  favours  ? 

Ant.  I  am  th'  oblig'd,  if  rightly  underftood, 
Being  o'erpaid  by  th'  joy  of  doing  good. 

Por.  Sir,  I  refign  myfelf  to  your  protection, 
With  equal  gratitude  and  confidence. 

Ant.  Come,  madam,  we  muft  lofe  no  time- 
Diego,  find  out  your  matter  prefently, 
And  tell  him,  that  the  danger  not  allowing 
Our  Hay  till  his  return,  I  mall  convey 
His  miftrefs  fafely  to  a  nunnery. 

Por.  And,  Flora,  ftay  you  here  to  bring  me  word, 
W  hat  he  refolves  to  do  in  this  our  defperate 
Condition.  [Exit  Diege. 

Flor.  Madam,  I  mall. 
Ant.  But  flay— I  fwear  I'd  like  to  have  committed 

[Going  out,  returns 
A  foul  miftake  ;  the  monastery  gates 
Will  not  be  open'd  at  this  time  o'th  night, 
Without  a  ftri£t  enquiry  into  the  caufe  ; 
Befides,  'tis  poifible,  that  once  lodg'd  there, 
She  may  be  out  of  my  friend's  power,  or  mine, 
Ever  to  get  her  thence,  if  it  be  known. 

It  muft  not  be 1  have  thought  better  on't  : 

[He  paufes  and  thinks* 
I  will  convey  you  to  my  brother-in-law's, 
A  perfon  of  fuch  quality  and  honour, 
As  may  protect  and  ferve  you  with  his  credit : 
And  there  my  wife  may  have  the  happinefs 
T'  accompany  \ou,    and  pay  the  offices 
Due  to  your  virtue  and  diftrefs'd  condition  : 
And  going  to  a  houfe  that's  fo  much  mine, 
Make  account,  madam,  'tis  to  your  own  home. 
Sancho,  Hay  you  here,  to  attend  Odlavio, 

[Turning  to  Sancho* 


,go6      The  Adventures  of  Five  Hours. 

And  guide  her  the  next  way  to  my  apartment ; 
Here  is  the  key ;  I  mall  have  little  ufe  on't, 
Having  Ernefto  waiting  for  me  there. 
One  word  more,  Sancho,  let  O&avio  know 
'Tis  my  advice,  that  he  come  in  a  chair  ; 
He,  by  that  means  may  poffibly  efcape 
Examination,  if  he  mould  be  met  with. 

For.  Flora,  I  pray  do  you  continue  here, 
And  if  by  any  accident  O&avio 
Should  be  hinder'd  from  coming  after  us, 
Cbferve  his  motions  well,  and  where  he  fixes  ; 
Then  return  home,  and  I  fhall  find  fome  way 
Of  fending  to  you,  to  inform  myfelf. 

Flor.   I  mail  not  fail  t'obferve  your  orders,  madani. 
Ant.  Madam,  I  am  ready  to  attend  you. 
For.  Ah,  cruel  brother  !  ah,  my  dear  Oclavio  ! 
How  am  I  tortur'd  betwixt  love  and  hate  ! 

Ant.  W'had  better  fuffer  than  deferve  our  fate. 

[Ex.  Ant.  and  /V\ 
Sancb.  'Tis  no  fmall  compliment  my  matter  make* 
Your  lady,  and  her  gallant,  at  this  time 
O'th'  night  to  quit  his  brother-in-law's,  and  leave 
So  fair  a  bride  as  Porcia  all  alone. 

Flor.  What,  is  his  miflrefs's  name  Porcia  too  ? 
Sanch.  Yes ;  and  if  fhe  has  as  fair  a  hand-maid 
As  yourfelf,  I  fhall  foon  forget  my  damfels 
In  the  Low-Countries. 

Flor.  If  your  Low- Country  damfels  referable  us, 
You  would  not  be  put  to't  to  forget  firil. 
But  1  believe  that  you  are  fafe  enough  ; 
I  have  not  heard  fuch  praifes  of  their  wit, 
But  that  we  may  fuppofe  they  have  good  memories* 

Efitcr   Diego. 

Die.  Is  not  my  mailer  yet  returned  ? 
Flor.  No. 

Die.  Well  ;  now  have  we  an  honourable  caufe 
To  wear  the  Beadle's  livery  ;  faith,  Flora, 

If 
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If  your  tender  fex  had  not  been  privileg'd 
From  this  harm  difcipline,  how  prettily 
Would  the  Beadle's  crimfon  lace  (how  upon 
Your  white  back  ! 

F/or.  'Twon't  do  fo  well  as  on  a  darker  ground  j 
'Twill  fuit  much  better  with  your  tawny  hide. 
■  Sanch.  I  pray,  camerade,  is  it  the  mode  in  Seville 
To  be  whipped  for  company  ? 

Die.  Oh,  fir,  a  well-bred  foldier  will  ne'er  refute 
Such  a  civility  to  an  old  friend  ; 
This  is  a  new  way  of  being  a  fecond, 
To  fhew  your  paflive  courage. 

Sanch.  We  foldiers  do  not  ufe  to  fhew  our  backs  I 

Die.  Not  to  your  enemies  ;  but,  fir,  the  Beadle 
Will  prove  your  friend,  for  your  blood  being  heated 
With  riding  poll,  the  breathing  of  a  vein 
Is  very  requifite. 

Sanch.    Would  t'  heaven  that  I  were    i'the  samp 
again  ; 
There  we  are  never  ftripp'd  till  we  are  dead. 

Enter  Oclanjio,  and  the  Chairmen  appear  at  the  door* 

Oct.  Be  fure  you  ftir  not  thence  till  I  return. 

[To  the  Chair  nun. 
Sirrah,  where's  Porcia  ? 

Die.  She's  fled  away  i'th'  dark,  with  a  young  man 
Of  your  acquaintance. 

Ocl.  Rafcal,  leave  your  fooling. 

Die.  There's  none  i'th'   cafe,  fir,  'tis  the  wifeil  thing 
She  ever  did ;  had  fhe  ftaid  your  return, 
She  would  have  fallen  into  thofe  very  clutches, 
In  which  you  will  immediately  be  grip'd, 
Unlefs  you  make  more  hafte  ;  Flora  is  come 
With  all  the  fpeed  fhe  could,  to  let  you  know 
Th'are  coming  with  the  juflice,  to  lay  hold 
Of  all  within  this  houfe  ;  pray  be  quick,  fir, 
And  fave  yourfelf.     She's  fafe  in  a  nunnery  j 
Conducted  thither  by  Antonio, 

0,7. 
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OR.  Peace,    fcreech-owl  ;  fire  confume  that  tongue 
of  thine. 
What  fay' ft  thou,  villain  !  in  a  nunnery  ? 
Porcia  in  a  nunnery  ?    O  heavens !  nothing 
But  this  was  wanting  to  make  me  defperate  ; 
What  hope's  there  left  ever  to  get  her  thence, 
After  fuch  accidents  as  thefe  made  publick  ? 
Ah,  Flora,  is  it  true  that  my  dear  Porcia 
Js  gone  into  a  nunnery  ? 

Flor.  Once,  fir,  'twas  fo  refolv'd,  and  Diego  fent 
To  give  you  notice  on't  ;  but  afterwards, 
He  being  gone,  they  chang'd  their  refolutions  : 
There's  one  can  tell  you  more —  [Pointing  to  San. 

San.  My  matter  bade  me  flay,  to  let  you  know 
He  has  convey'd  her  to  his  own  apartment, 
In  his  brother-in-law's  houfe,  a  perfon 
So  eminent  in  quality  and  credit, 
That  the  imagining  him  in  her  and  your 
Protection,  fir,  may  much  avail  ye  both  3 
Befides,  ihe'll  have  the  fatisfaction  there 
Of  being  treated  by  my  mailer's  bride. 
There  he'll  expect  you,  and  advifes  yon 
To  come  in  a  chair,  to  avoid  queflioning 
In  cafe  of  any  encounter. 

Oa.  I'll  take  his  counfel,  he's  a  generous  friend. 
Come,  Chairmen,  away :  pray,  friend,  do  you  guide  us. 

[To  San. 

Die,  Up  with  your  burden,  beafls,  and  fall  forthwith 
To  your  half- trot.  [Exeunt. 

[The  chair  is  carried  over  the  Jl  age  ;  Diego,  San- 
cbo,    and  Flora  follow. 

[A  noife  within,  Follow,  follow,  follow, 

Enter   Carles,  the   Corrigidor,   and    Serjeants,    purfuing 
Sancho,  Flora,  and  Diego. 

Die.  This  is  one  of  Don  Cupid's  pretty  jells ;      - 

Ware  ftruck  upon  a  ftielf  before  we  could 

Put  out  to  fea. 

Car. 
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Car.  You  find,  fir,  my  conjecture's  not  ill -grounded. 

[To  the  Corrigidor* 
CorrigSWhzt  are  you,  firrah  ? 
Die.  A  living  creature,  very  like  a  man, 
Only  I  want  a  heart. 

Corrig.  Y'are  pleafant,  fir,  pray  heaven   your  mirtk 
continue. 
Who  is  that  woman  with  the  veil  ? 

Die.  Let  her  anfwer  for  herfelf,  uV  has  a  tongue  ; 
Set  it  but  once  a  going,  and  fhe'll  tell 
All  that  (he  knows,  and  more. 

Corrig.  Make  her  uncover  her  face, 

[One  of  the  Serjeants  goes  to  lift  up  her  weil* 
Car.  Hold  friend — Coufin,  if  it  mould  be  Porcia, 

[Turning  to  the  Corrigl 
It  were  not  fit  to  expofe  her  here. 

Corrig.  vTis  \rery  well  confider'd,*  go  you  to  her, 
And  fpeak  to   her  in  private. 

[Carlos  goes  towards  Floral 
Flor.  'Tis  I,  fir,  Flora,  who  being  commanded 

By  my  lady 

Car.  Speak  foftly  pr'ythee,   Flora,  'tis  enough  ; 
I  underfland  the  reft,  and  pity  her ; 
Bid  her  fit  (till  i'th'  chair,  I'll  do  my  beft 
To  fave  her  from  difhonour. 

Flor.  He  thinks  'tis  Porcia  there;  a  good  miftake; 
It  may  fecure  Oclavio  from  the  hands 
Of  this  rude  rabble.  [AJidt% 

They  take  you  for  my  miftrefs,  fir,  fit  ftill, 

[To  O Slavic*  in  the  chair # 
I'll  follow  the  chair,  and  watch  all  occafions 
To  further  your  efcape. 

Car.  We  have  found  our  wand'ring  nymph,  fir. 
Corrig.  Was  it  Porcia  ? 

Car.  No,  fir,  'twas  her  waiting-woman,  Flora, 
Following  the  chair,  wherein  they  were  conveying 
Her  lady  to  fome  other  place. 

Corrig.  We  arrived  luckily  ;  had  we  but  ftaid 
A  moment  longer,  they  had  all  been  fled. 

$er-. 
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Ser.  Will  you  have  us  fee,  fir,  who's  i'th'  chair  ? 
Corrig.  Forbear,  fellow ! 
Her  own  folly  is  punifhment  enough  [To  Carlos. 

T'  a  woman  of  her  quality,  without 
Our  adding  that  of  publick  fhame. 

Car.  'Twas  happily  thought  on,  when  you  oblig'd 
Don  Henrique  to  expedl  us  at  your  houfe  ; 
For  had  he  come,  and  found  his  filler  here, 
'T  had  been  impoflibleto  have  reflrain'd 
His  pafiion  from  fome  great  extravagance. 

Corrig.  I  cou'd  not  think  it  fit  to  let  him  come  ; 
For  one  offuch  afpirit  would  ne'er  brook 
The  fight  of  thofe  had  done  him  thefe  affronts. 
And's  better  that  a  bufmefs  of  this  nature, 
Imperially  'twixt  perfons  of  fuch  quality, 
Should  be  compos'd,  if  it  were  pofTible, 
By  th'  mediation  of  fome  chofen  friends, 
Than  brought  t'  a  publick  trial  of  the  law  ; 
Or,  which  is  worfe,  fome  barbarous  revenge. 

Car.  This  fellow  (if  I  am  not  miftaken) 

[Looking    upon    Diegz. 
Is  Don  O&avio's  man. 

Corrig.  Who  do  you  belong  to,  friend  ? 

Die.  To  no  body,  fir. 

Corrig.  Do  not  you  ferve  ? 

t>ie.  Yes,  fir,  but  my  mailer  is  not  himfelf. 

Corrig.  Take  his  fword  from  him,  Serjeant. 

[The  Serjeant  goes  to  take  away  his  fword. 

Die.  Diego  difarm'd,  by  any  other  hand 
Than  by  his  own  ?  know  friend,  it  is  a  weapon 
Of  fuch  dire  execution,  that  I  dare  not 
Give  it  up,  but  to  the  hands  of  juflice. 

[The  Corrigidcr  receives  thefivord,  and  gives  it  to 
the  hands  of  his  Serjeants. 
Pray  call  for't,  fir,  as  foon  as  you  come  home, 
And  hang't  up  in  your  hall,  then  under-write, 
This  is  bold  Diego's  fword ;  O  may  it  be 
Ever  from  rufl,  as  'tis  from  flaughter  free. 

Corrig.  Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  pleafant  humour. 

Dieg. 
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Die.  Faith,  fir,  I  never  pain  myfeJf  for  love, 
Or  fame,  or  riches  ;  nor  do  I  pretend 
To  that  great  fubtilty  of  fenfe,  to  feel 
Eefore  I'm  hurt,  and  for  the  moil  part 
I  keep  myfelf  out  of  harm's  way. 

Car.  The  definition  of  a  philofopher. 

Corrig.  Come,    leave  your  fooling,    firrah,    where's 
your  mafter  ? 

Die,  The  only  way  to  leave  my  fooling,  fir, 
Is  to  leave  my  mafter  ;  for  without  doubt 
Whoever  has  but  the  leaft  grain  of  wit, 
Would  never  ferve  a  lover  militant ; 
He  had  better  wait  upon  a  mountebank, 
And  be  run  through  the  body  twice  a  week, 
To  recommend  his  balfam. 

Corrig.  This  fellow  is  an  original. 

Die.  But  of  fo  ill  a  hand,  I  am  not  worth 
The  hanging  up,   fir,  in  my  mailer's  room, 
Amongft  the  woril  of  your  collection. 

Enter  Serjeants    with    two    Footmen,    and   two   Maid- 
Servants. 

Serj.  An't  pleafe  your  worihip,  we  have  fearch'd  the 
houfe, 
From  the  cellars  to  the  garrets,  and  thefe 
Are  all  the  living  cattle  we  can  find. 

Corrig.    Friends,    take  a  fpecial  care   of  that  fame 
varlet, 
And  the  waiting-woman  ;  we'll  find  a  way 
To  make  them  tell  the  truth,  I  warrant  you. 

Flor.  O  Diego  !  muft  we  be  prifoners  together  ? 

Die.  Why,  that's  not  fo  bad  as  the  bands  of  wedlock, 
Flora. 

Corrig.  Come,  let's  away  ;    but  whether  to  convey 
her — 1 — 
To  her  own  houfe,  certainly  were  not  fit, 
Becaufe  of  her  incenfed  brother. 

Car, 
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Car.  If  you  approve  on't,  coufin,  I'll  carry  her 
To  mine  ;  for  fmce  we  feek  (if  pomble) 
To  compofe  the  buiinefs,  fhe  will  be  there 
With  much  more  decency  and  fatisfaclion  ; 
Being  in  a  kiniman's  houfe,  and  where  lhe'il  have 
My  fitter  to  accompany  her. 

Corrig.  This  bufmefs  cannot  be  in  better  hands 
Than  yours  ;  and  there  Til  leave  it,  and  bid  you 
Good-night. 

Car.    Your  fervant,    coufin,    I    wifh  you   well  at 
home. 
You  may  be  pleas'd  to^ake  your  Serjeants  with  you  ; 

[As  the  Corr^gi dor  goes  out. 
There  are  without  two  fervants  of  Don  Henrique's, 
They'll  be  enough  to  guard  our  prifoners, 
And  with  lefs  notice. 

Corrig.  Come,  Serjeants,  follow  me. 
Car.  Well,  ye  may  go  about  your  bufinefs,  friends. 

[To  the  Footmen  and  Maids \ 
I  am  glad  we  did  not  find  Odlavio  here  ; 
For  though  I  might  juftly  pretend  ignorance, 
I  would  not  have  him  fuifer,  though  by  chance. 

[Ex.  Servants. 
San.  Well,  I  am  now  fufficiently  inftru&ed, 
And  fmce  there  is  no  notice  ta'en  01  me, 
J '11  fairly  deal  away,  and  give  my  mailer 
An  account  of  this  misfortune.  [Exit  Sancho. 

Car.  Take  up  the  chair  and  follow  me. 

[7  hey  take  up  the  eh  air. 
Die.  A  lovely  dame  they  bear  ;  'tis  true,  fne's  fome- 
thing 
'Hairy  about  the  chin,  but  that,  they  fay,'s 
A  fign  of  flrength ;  it  tickles  me  to  think 
How  like  an  als  he'll  look,  when  op'ning  the  fhell, 
His  worfhip  finds  within  fo  rough  a  kernel, 

Exeunt. 


Sc£K$ 


The  Adventures  of  Five  Hours.       3 1 3 

Scene    changes    to    Don    Antonio's    apart- 
ment in  Don  Henrique's  houfe. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Porcia. 

Ant.  Madam,  banifh  your  fear,  you  are  now  fafe 
Within  thefe  walls  ;  be  pleas'd  to  remain  here, 
Till  I  mall  bring  fome  lights,  and  acquaint  Porcia 
With  th1  honour  fhe'll  receive  in  entertaining 
So  fair  a  gueft. 

For.  Who  is't,  you  fay,  you  will  advertife,  fir  ? 

Ant.  My  wife  Porcia  ;  have  but  a  little  patience, 
And  fhe'll  attend  you,  madam.  {Exit  Antonio. 

For.  Is  her  name  Porcia  too  ?  Pray  heaven  fend  her 
A  better  fate  than  her  diitreffed  names -fake. 
But  whither  am  I  brought  ?    What  houfe  is  this  ? 
What  with  my  fears,  and  darknefs  of  the  night, 
I  have  loft  all  my  meafures,  I  can't  guefs 
What  quarter  of  the  town  it  is  w'are  in  ; 
For  to  avoid  the  meeting  with  my  brother, 
And  his  revengeful  train,  we  have  been  forc'd 
To  make  fo  many  turnings,  I  am  giddy. 
But,  thanks  to  providence,  I  have  this  comfort, 
That,  now,  I'm  in  a  place  out  of  his  reach. 

Enter   Antonio  with  two  lights,    and  fets   them  on   the 

table. 

Ant.  Madam,  my  wife  will  fuddenly  attend  you  ; 
Pardon,  I  pray,  my  abfence  for  a  moment. 

{Exit  Antonio. 

For.  Nov/  I  begin  to  hope  my  fighs  and  tears 
Have  in  fome  meafure  with  juft  heaven  prevaii'd 
At  length  to  free  me — But  what  do  I  fee  ! 

{Locking  about  her  fie  Jiarts, 
Am  I  awake,  or  is  it  an  iilujion  ? 
Blefs  me,  is  not  this  my  brother's  houfe  ?  this 
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The  quarter  joining  to  my  own  apartment? 

There  is  no  room  for  doubt,  and  my  misfortunes 

Are  always  certain,  and  without  redrefs. 

Unerring  powers,  arbkrers  of  fate, 

Teach  me  my  crimes,  and  how  to  expiate 

Your  wrath  :  Alas,  I  know  not  what  I  have  done, 

To  merit  this  continued  perfecution  ! 

But  how  came  I  here  ?  brought  by  Octavio's  friend, 

One,  on  whofe  virtue  I  did  fo  rely, 

That  I  my  brother's  malice  durft  defy. 

Can  he  betray  me  ?  fure  I'm  in  a  dream. 

But  if  Octavio — O  vile  fufpicion  ! 

Oclavio  fulfe  ?  No,  truth  and  he  are  one. 

'Tis  poflible  his  friend  may  guilty  be  ; 

But  to  what  end  fo  bafe  a  treachery  ? 

And  if  perfidious,  how  could  he  be  his  friend  ? 

I  am  confounded  with  the  various  forms 

Of  my  misfortunes,  heightned  Hill  the  more, 

.The  lefs  1  can  their  hidden  caufe  explore. 

This  only's  evident,  that  I  muft  fly 

Immediately  this  fatal  place.    But  why 

Struggle  I  thus  with  fate  ?  fince  go  or  flay, 

Deaui  feems  alike  to  wait  me  every  way, 

[She  weeps. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Camilla. 

Cam.  I  wonder  much  what  lady  this  can  be 
Antonio  mentions.  [AfJe, 

Ant.  Pardon,  I  befeech  you,  madam,  the  liberty 
Which  I  fo  early  take  ;   but  I  prefume 
Such  is  your  generous  tendernefs  to  thofe 
Whofe  fpitcful  fortunes,  not  their  fault,  has  brought 
Into  diftrefs,  that  you  will  think  yourfelf 
Oblig'd  to  him,  who  gives  you  the  occafion 
T'exercife  thofe  virtues  which  only  vifit 
Others,  but  refide  with  you.— -This  fair  lady— » 
But  me  will  beft  relate  her  own  fad  ftory, 
Whilit  I  feek  out  Don  Henrique,  and  engage  him 

T'employ 
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Temploy  his  power  and  int'reft  for  her  fervice. 

[Exit  Antonio, 
[Upon   Camilla's    approach    Porcia    take:     the 
handkerchief  from  her  eyes. 

Cam.  Ha!  what's  that  I  fee  r  Stay,  flay,  Antonio. 

[She  runs  after  Antonio. 
It  is  not  fit  Don  Henrique — but  he's  gone, 
And  we  are  loft  for  ever. 

For,  O  heavens  !  is  this  Antonio,  the  fame  mart 
To  whom  I  am  betrothed  ?  then  my  deftru-fcion 
Is   inevitable. 

Cam.  Are  you  an  apparition  ?  or  are  you 
Porcia  herfelf  r  fpeak,    that  when  y'have  iaid  it  thrice> 
I  may  not  yet  believe  you. 

For,  You   well  may   doubt  even   what  you  fee,  Ca- 
milla, 
Since  my  difaftefs  are  fo  new  and  ftrange, 
They  fever  truth  from  credibility. 

Cam.  How  is  it  poffible  you  mould  be  here  3 

For.  I  know  not  how  ;  only  of  this  I'm  lure. 
I  have  not  long  to  expect  the  difma!  end 
Of  my  fad  tragedy  ;  iince  'tis  evident, 
The  perfon  that  hath  led  me  to  this  place, 
This  fatal  place,  is  the  abus'd  Antonio  ; 
Who  has  confpir'd  with  my  unnatural  brother 
To  take  away  ray  wretched  life,  and  chofe 
This  fcene  as  fittefi  for  their  cruelty. 
And  thus,  ftrange  fate  !  (through  ignorance  betray'd] 
I  have  fought  protection  from  the  fame  party 
Whom  I  have  injured  $  and  have  made  my  limcand 
Th'  only  confident  of  his  own  affront  ; 
Who  to   accomplifn  his  too  juft  revenge, 
As  well  upon  my  family  as  perfon, 
Gives  me  up  to  be  murder' d  by  my  brother. 
So,  whilft  I'm  branded  as  a  faithlefs  bride, 
He'll  be  detefted  as  a  parricide. 

Cam.  Prodigious  accident  !  but  wer't  thou  blind 
Not  to  know  thine  own  houfe,  unhappy  Porcia  ? 

"O  2  Por, 
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For.  Alas,  how  could  I,    in  To  dark  anight, 
In  fuch  confufion,  and  io  full  of  fear  ?  - 
Befides,  he  brought  me  in  by  the  back-way, 
Through  his  own  quarter,  where  was  neither  light, 
Nor  any  creature  of  the  family. 

Cam.  Although  I  cannot  comprehend  the  fteps 
Of  this  your  ftrange  adventure,  yet,  dear  coufm, 
Your  cafe,  as  I  conceive,  is  not  fo  defperate. 
lor.  We  eafily  perfuade  our  felves  to  hope 
The  things  we  wifh. 
But,  coufm,  my  condition 
Will  not  admit  felf-flattery,  and  what 
Can  you  propofe  to  temper  my  defpair  ? 

Cam.  Don't  you  remember,  how  this  afternoon 
Antonio's  man  finding  me  in  your  quarter 
Without  a  vail,  you  having  put  on  mine, 
That  he  applied  himfelf  to  me,  and  J, 
By  your  command,  affum'd  your  perfon  ? 
jrcr.  Yes,  very  well. 

Cam.  The  mailer  fmce  has  by  the  man's  miftake 
Been  happily  led  into  the  fame  error : 
J  have  not  difabus'd  him  yet,  in  hopes 
It  might  produce  advantage  to  us  both. 

For.  Oh  !  he  has  fpoken  with  my  brother  fince, 
Who  fure  has  undeceiv'd  him  long  ere  this. 
No,  without  doubt,  they  having  found  themfelves 
Affronted  both,  have  both  confpir'd  my  death. 

Cam.  How,  coufin,  can  that  be,  if  Don  Antonio 
Has  engag'd  himfelf  in  your  protection, 
And  is  Octavio's  friend  ? 

For.  Coufin,  if  you  impartially  reflect 
On  the  affront  which  I  have  done  Antonio, 
You  will  not  wonder  much,  if  he  recede 
From  the  fcarce-trodden  path  of  rigid  honour, 
To  meet  with  his  revenge  ;  and  to  that  end 
Proceeds  thus  cauteloufry  5  ffcill  pretending 
He  knows  not  me  ;  that  he  may  not  difavow 
Both  to  O&avio  and  to  all  the  world 
Th'  infamy  of  betraying  a  poor  maid 

To 
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To  lofs  of  life  and  honour. 

Cam.  Misfortunes  make  you  rave  ;  this  vile  fufpicion 
Is  inconiiuent  with  Antonio's  fame  ; 
You  may  as  well  believe,  that  nature  will 
Reverie  the  order  of  the  whole  creation, 
As  chat  Antonio,  a  man  whofe  foul 
Is   of  fo  lirong  and  perfect  a  complexion, 
Should  ere  defcend  to  fuch  a  flaviih  fin. 

[Spoken  with  heat. 
And  if  we  had  the  leifure,  I  could  give  you 
Such  reafons  to  convince  you  of  your  error, 
That  you  would  both  acknowledge  and  repent  it. 
Por.  Aks !  I  had  forgot  her  near  concernments 
For  Antonio.  AJide^\     Pardon  and  pity  me,  Camilla  ; 
My  mind  is  fo  diilracted  by  afflictions, 
1  know  not  what  I  fhou'd,  or  fhou'd  not  fear. 

Cam.  I  pity  thee  with  all  my  heart ;  but,   coufin, 
If  Antonio,  not  knowing  you,  nor  your 
Relations,  mould  chance  to  find  your  brother, 
And  tell  him  unawares  all  that  has  pafs'd, 
And  that  has  brought  the  diflrefs'd  party  hither  ; 
He'll  prefently  imagine  it  is  you  ; 
And  then,  I  fear,   'twill  be  impofiible 
(Though  he  mould  interpofe  with  all  his  power) 
To  flop  the   torrent,  or  divert  his  rage 
From  breaking  in,  and  executing  on  us 
That  horrid  parricide,  which,  though  too  late, 
It  may  be  he  himfelf  would  execrate. 

Por.  There's  too  much  ground  for  what  you  fear, 
Camilla ; 
But  if  I  could  fecure  myfelf  this  night, 
'Tis  very  poflible,  that  to-morrow 
We  might  engage  Antonio  and  your  brother 
To  find  out  forne  expedient  to  relieve  me. 

Cam.  Were  you  only  in  pain  for  your  fecurity 
This  night,  I  know  an  eafy  remedy 
For  that. 

Por.  Which  way,  mydeareft? 

O   3  r     Cam. 
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Cam.  Why,  what  does  hinder  us  from  making  ufe> 
On  this  occafion,  of  the  fecret  door, 
By  which,  you  know,  you  have  fo  often  pafs'd 
Into  your  houfe,  upon  more  pleafing  errands  ? 
By  this  we  fhall  obtain  thefe  benefits, 
Safety  from  your  brother's  prefent   fury, 
And  time  to  try  if  Carlos  and  Antonio 
May  be  engag'd  to  mediate  in  this  bufinefs. 
And  I  have  caufe  to  think  you  will  not  find 
Antonio  fo  implacable  as  you 
Imagine. 

For.  I  coneeive  you,  coufin  :  fool  that  I  was. 
To  think  a  heart  once  conquer'd  by  your  eyes, 
Should  e"er  become  another  virgin's  prize  ! 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  So  late  f  a  guefl  in's  houfe  !  that's  come  fo  far  f 
On  fuch  a  bufmefs  !  and  not  yet  come  home  ! 
There's  fomething  in't  I  cannot  comprehend.      \AfJe. 
Madam,  I  ha'n't  as  yet  found  out  your  brother, 
ut  fure  it  will  not  be  long  ere  he  return  ;    . 
Then  Pll  acquaint  him  with  the  accident 
las  made  his  houfe  this  lady's  fancluary. 

For.  Here  is  a  glimpfe  of  comfort,  for  I  fee 
.  le  takes  my  coufin  for  Don  Henrique's  filter.     [A/iae* 
J  blefs'd  miilake,  fo  luckily  continu'd  f 

Cam.  I  am,  by  his  permiflion,  miflrefs  here, 
And  fince  that  I  am  pleas'd,   fir,  'tis  enough, 
k-Vithout  our  troubling  him  with  the  account 
f  her  fad  ftory. 

Ant.  True,  madam,  as  to  her  reception  here  ; 
I  Jut  yet  'twere  very  fit  he  knew  it  too, 
That  we  might  ferve  ourfelves  of  his  advice 
And  credit,  for  this  lady's  fervice. 


Enter  Henrique. 
Hen.  Though  I  did  promife  the  Corrigidor 


Not 
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Not  to  flir  from  his  houfe  till  his  return, 

Yet  I  could  not  obtain  it  of  myfelf.  [Afide, 

I'm  fo  impatient  to  unfold  the  riddle 

Ot  Don  Antonio's  feeing  of  my  firter, 

And  entertaining  her  in  her  own  lodgings  y 

I  mall  not  now  be  long  i'th'dark. — O  heavens  !  [He fees 

'Tis  fhe  herfelf,  and  Camilla  with  her  :  [her. 

Were  all  my  fervants  mad  ;  or  all  agreed 

T'abufe  me  in  affirming  ihe  was  fled  ? 

But  Don  Carlos,  was  he  mad  too,  to  fwear 

That  he  had  tracfd  her  to  another  houfe  r 

Certainly  I  or  they  mull  be  poifefs'd  ; 

Or  fome  enchantment  reigns  within  thefe  walls. 

Ant.  O  here  comes  Don  Henrique,  now  I'll  acquaint 
him 
With  your  fad  ftory,  madam. 

Cam.  I   fear  we  are  undone. 

Ant.  Don  Henrique — 

For.   I'm  dead   if  he  proceed,   but  how  to   hinder 
him — 

Ant..  Here's  a  lady  with  your  fifter  Porcia  « 

Hen.  Yes,  fir,  I  fee  who  'tis. 

Ant.  Since  you  know  her,,  fir,  you  will  the  eafier 
Excufe  my  boldnefs 

Hen.  Boldnefs  !  in  what  fir  ? 

Ant.  To  have  been  th'  oceafion  of  your  finding  her 
Here,  with  your  filter,,  at  this  time  o'th' night. 

Hen.  Lord,  fir,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Ant.  There  was  in  truth  fuch  a  neceffity  in  it, 
That  'twill,  I  hope,  excufe  my  humble  fuit  to  you 
In  her's  and  my  behalf. 

Par.  Now  all  comes  out. 

Hen.  I  underiland  you,  fir,,  fhe  does  defire 
To  pafs  this  night  with  Porcia  to  amft  her 
In  tli'  ordering  of  her  nuptial  ceremonies  : 
Let  her  flay  a  god's  name. 

For.  If  he  does  not  diifemble,  my  condition 
Is  not  fo  defperate  as  I  imagined,  [AJtde.. 

O  4*  Ant. 
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Ant.    I  hope  you'll  pardon  this  great  liberty  ; 
So  early  a   confidence  will  need  it,  fir. 

Hen.  'Tis  more  than  enough,  that  you  defire  it  ; 
Th'  occafion  too  does  juftify  her  flay. 

jfmt.  ' Tis  moll  true,  fir,  th'occaficn  did  inforce  me 
Thus  boldly  to  prefume  upon  your  friendlhip, 

Hen.  Ha'done  for  heavens  fake  ;  is  it  a  novelty, 
Think  you,  for  Porcia  and  her  coufm-german 
To  pafs  a  night  together  ? 

Ant.  Is  me  fo  near  a  kinfwoman  of  his? 
Strange  inadvertence  in  her,  not  to  tell  me 
Her  relation  to  him,  when  I  nam'd  him  firft. 
I'd  made  fine  work  on't,   had  I  told  him  all. 

Hen.  She  knows  I  owe  her  many  a  good  turn 
Upon  Octavio's  fcore,  and  hope  ere  long 
To  be  able  to  repay  her  to  the  full.  • 

{Looking  on  the  ladies,  and  fpeken  #f*de,  that 
Antonio  might  not  hear  him. 

Per.  Can  he  declare  his  mind  in  plainer  terms  ? 

Cam.  I  cannot  tell  which  of  us  two  he  means, 
Thefe  words  may  be  applied  to  either  of  us, 
Hut  I  begin  to  fear  that  he  knows  all. 

Hen.  Since  'tis  fo  late,  pray  give  the  ladies  leave 
To  retire  to  their  chambers  ;  go  in,  filler. 

Ant.  My  brother's  words  and  his  behaviour 
Imply  fome  myilery  ;   but  I  mult  be  filent 
Till  I  difcover  more.  [/fide. 

For.  Let  us  be  gone,  w'are  loll  if  we  Hay  here; 
I'm  confident  he  counterfeits  this  calm 
To  cover  his  revenge,  until  Antonio 
And  the  jell  of  the  houfe  are  gone  to  bed. 

Cam.  But  we  fhall  ne'er  be  able  to  get  out, 
WhilfUhey  continue  in  the  outward  rooms. 

Por.  Yes,  by  the  garden  door,  but  I'm  afraid 
•Tis  fhut. 

Cam.  No,  now  I  think  on't,   Flora- went  that  way, 
And  left  it  open. 

Por. 
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/V.  Come,  let's  be  gone;  I  hope  heaven  will  ordain 
Eafe  by  that  door,  which  firil  let  in  my  pain. 

[£.*£«»/  Porcia  and  Camilla , 

Ant.  I'll  only  make  a  Hep,  fir,  to  my  chamber, 
And  then  return  to  you  immediately. 

Hen,  Pray,  fir,  give  me  leave  to  wait  on  you. 

Ant.  I  humbly  thank  you,  fir,  I  know  the  way, 
And  mall  not  flay  above  a  moment  from  you. 

Hen.  What  you  pleafe,    fir,  you  command  here. 

Ant.  Pll  now  go  fee  whether  my  fervant  Sancho 
Has  brought  Octavio  to  my  lodgings, 
As  I  directed  him.  {Exit  Antonio, 

Hen.  Heavens  !   was  there  ever  fo  ftrange  a  my  fiery  ! 
Don  Carlos  he  aihrm'd  that  thofe  we  fought  with 
Had  convey'd  Porcia  away  ;  and  when  I  come 
To  feek  her  in  the  houfe,  I  find  her  miffing  ; 
To  fecond  this,  her  waiting-woman,  Flora, 
Tells  me  that  fhe  went  down,  about  that  time, 
Into  the  garden  ;  Antonio  not  long  after, 
Affirms  that  he  both  faw  and  entertain'd  her 
In   her  own  apartment,  where  I  now  find  her, 
And  Camilla  with  her  :  What  can  this  be  ? 
Thefe  fare  are   riddles  to   pofe  an  Oedipus  ; 
But  if,  by  my  own  fenfe,  I  am  affur'd 
My  honour's  fafe,   which   was  fo  much  in  doubt  ; 
What  matter  is  it  how  'tis  brought  about? 


<y»& 
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A    C     T       V. 

Scene  Don  Carlos's  houfe. 

Enter  Diego,  Flora,    and  Pedro  accompanying  tie  chair, 
groping  as  V  tb*  dark. 

Pedro. 

DAme  Flora,  and  Signior  Diego,  go  in  there. 
And  you,    my  friends,  fet  down  the  chair,    and. 
let 
The  lady  out  :  go,  there's  money  for  you. 
I'll  go  letch   a  candle. 

[Diego  and  Flora  go  in,  and  the  chair  being 
fet  in  the  door,  Ocla<vio  goes  out  into  the 
room  ;  Pedro  claps- to  the  door,  and  goes 
a~uoay. 

Enter  Ofia<vio,  Diego,  Flora,  at  another  door. 

Oil.  What !  put  in  all  alone  here  i'th'  dark, 

[Groping  as  in  the  dark. 
And  the  door  fhut  upon  me  !  Diego,  Flora* 

Pi  eg.  Here  am  I,  fir,  and  mi  fire  fs  Flora  too, 
Unlefs  my  fenfe  of  feeling  fails  me. 

Oct.  I  can't  conjecture  where   we  are  ;  I  durft  not 
So  much  as  peep  out  of  the  chair,  fince  Flora 
Gave  me  the  warning  ;  but  where'er  I  am, 
'Tis  better  far  than  in  the  ferjeants  hands. 

Flor.  Though  now  i'  th'  dark,  I  know  well  where 
we  are  ; 
I  have  too  often  walk'd  the  flreets,  Oclavio, 
From  your  houfe  hither,  upon  Cupid's  errands, 
Not  to  know  the  back-door  of  Carlos  his 
Apartment,  'tis  there  I  am  fure  w'are  noWr. 

08< 
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Oa.  Curfe  on  thee,  Flora !   had1  ft  thou  loft  thy  wits, 
N  ot  to  let  me  know  it  fooner  ? 

Dieg.  A  gypfy  told  me  by  my  palm,  long  fince, 
A  fowre-fac'd  damfel  (hould  be  my  undoing. 

Flor.  Sufpend  a  while  your  apprehenfions,  fir  * 
You  may  efcape  before  the  candles  come  ; 
The  door  was  wont  to- open  on  this  fide  ; 
If  not,  I  have  another  way  in  ft  ore. 

[Oflavio  goes  to  the  door. 
Oa.  Flora,  I  cannot  make  the  lock  go  back. 

[Pedro  unlocks  it  on  the  other  fide,  and  coming 
in  with  a  candle,  meets  with  Oaavio,.  and 
Jiarting  hack  and '  ftumb ling,  lets  the  candle 
fall,  then  running  out  again,  double -locks 
the  door, 

Dieg,  Nay  then,  'faith  W'are  faft  ;  I  heard  him  give 
Tne  key  a  double  turn.  [Diego  takes  up  the  candle* 

Here's  a  fair  trial  for  your  maiden  breath  ; 
Flora,  blow' t  in  again,  let's  owe  your  mouth 
More  light,  than  yet  your  eyes  could  e'er  impart. * 

Flor,  Light's  caft  away  on  fuch  an  owl  as  you  ; 
But  yet  I'll  try.  [Flora  blows  the  candle  in. 

Dieg.  Thanks,  gentle  Flora,  to  your  virgin-puff  ; 
'Tis  a  ftrong  breath,  that  can  o'ercome  a  muff.    [Jjide. 
But  I  had  rather't  had  been  let  alone  : 
If  I  muft  needs  be  kill'd,  unlefs  it  were 
Behind  my  back,  I'd  have  it  i'  the  dark  ; 
For  I  hate  to  be  kill'd  in  my  own  prefence. 

Oa.  What  muft  we  do,  Flora  ?  all  my  hope's  in  you, 

Flor.  W'have  yet  fome  room  for  hope  ;  there's  a 
back-ftairs 
Beyond  that  inner  chamber,  which  goes  down 
Into  the  garden  ;  if  the  door  be  open, 
As  certainly  it  is,  the  way  is  eafy. 

Oa.  Come,   let's  lofe  no  time  y  pr'ythee  guide  us, 
Flora*  [Exeunt, 

O  6  Sqjbne 
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Scene  changes  to  Don  Henrique's  houfe. 

Enter  Don  Henrique. 

Hen.  As  well  pleas' d  as  I  am,  to  find  my  honour 
Lefs  deiperate  than  I  thought,  I  cannot  reft 
Till  I    have  drawn  from  Porcia  a  confeffion 
Of  the  whole  truth,  before  ihe  goes  to  bed  -y 
She's  in  her   chamber  now,  unlefs  by  new 
Enchantments  carried  thence. 

As  he  is  going  towards  Portia?*  chamber ; 
Enter  Carlos  in  hafte 
Cor.   I  can't  imagine  what  fhouid  make  Don  Hen- 
rique 
Quit  the  Ccrrigidor's  till  we  return'd  : 
One  of  his  fervants  tells  me  he's  come  home. 
O  here   he  is — Now  fliall  I  raife  a  ftorm, 
Which  (if  we  do  not  take  a  fpecial  care) 
Will  icarce  b'allay'd  without  a  mower  of  blood  ; 
Yet  I  muft  ventur't,  fince  it  fo  imports 
Our  friendihip  and  the  honour  of  our  houfe. 

{Jfide. 
Happinefs  is  fuch  a  ftranger  to  mankind, 

\_AddreJJing  to  Henrique. 
That  like  to  forc'd  motion  it  is  ever  flrongeft 
At  the  firft  fetting  out,  then  languifhing 
With  time,  grows  weary  of  our  company  ; 
But  to  misfortunes  we  fo  fubjec~l  are, 
That  like  to  natural  motion  they  acquire 
More  force  in  their  progreflion. 

Hen.  What  means  this  philofophical  preamble  ? 
Car.    You'll  know  too  foon,  I  fear. 
Hen.  Don  Carlos,  I  am  now  fo  well  recover 'd 
From  all  m'inquietudes,  that  for  the  future 
I  dare  defy  the  malice  of  my  ftars, 
To  caufe  a  new  relapfe  into  diftemper. 

Car. 
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Car.    Coufin,    I'm   much   furpriz'd  with    this  great 
change ; 
But  fince  y'are  fuch  a  mailer  of  your  paffions, 
I'll  fpare  my  ethicks,  and  proceed  to  give  you 
In  fhort  the  narrative  of  our  fuccefs. 
Our  worthy  kinfman  the  Corrigidor, 
Forward  to  ferve  you  in  th'  affair  I  mention'd, 
Was  pleas'd  to  go  along  with  me  in  perfon, 
With  a  flrong  band  of  ferjeants,  to  the  place 
Where  I,  attended  by  your  fervants,  led  him. 
Coufin,  'twas  there  ; — (It  wounds  my  heart  to  fpeak  it ; 
And  I  conjure  you  fummon  all  your  patience — ) 

'Twas  there  I  found 

Hen.  Whom,  coufin,  did  you  find  ?  for  fince  I'm  fure 
You  found  not  Portia  there,  my  concernments 
In  your  difcoveries  are  not  very  likely 
To  difcompofe  me. 

Car.  I  would  to  heaven  we  had  not  found  her  there. 
Hen.  What's  that  you  fay,  Don  Carlos  ?    My  filler 

there  ! 
Car.   Yes,  fir,  your  filler. 

Hen.  My  fitter?  that's  good  i 'faith  ;  ha,   ha,  ha. 
Car.  Why  do  you  laugh  ?   Is  the  dishonour  of 
Our  family  become  a  laughing  matter  ? 
This  is  a  worfe  extream,  metninks  than  t'other. 

Hen.  How  can  I  chufe  but  laugh,  to  fee  you  dream  ? 
Awake,  for  heavens  fake  ;  and  recall  your  fenfes. 
Portia  there,  faid  you  ? 

Car.    Yes,  fir,  Portia  I  fay ;  your  filler  Porcia  -f 
And  which  is  more,  'twas  in  Oclavio's  houfe. 
Hen.  Why  fure  y'are  not  in  earneil,  coufin. 
Car.   As  fure  as  y'are  alive  I  found  her  there. 
Hen.  Then  you  tranfport  me,  fir,  beyond  all  patience : 
Why,  coufin,  if  fhe  has  been  flill  at  heme, 
Antonio  feen,  and  entertain'd  her  here, 
Accompany'd  by  Camilla  ;  if  even  now 
I  left  them  there  within  ;  is't  poflible 
You  fnould  have  found  her  in  Octavio's  houfe  ? 
To  be  here,  and  there  too  at  the  fame  time, 

None 
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None  fure  but  Janus  with  his  double  face 
Can  e'er  unfold  this  myflery. 

Car.  Let  me  advife  you,  abufe  not  yourfelf  ^ 
I  tell  you  pofitively  I  found  her  there  : 
And  by  the  fame  token,  her  waiting  woman- 
Flora  was  there  attending  her. 

Hen.  Flora  ?  dear  couiin,  do  not  Hill  perfift 
.Thus  to  affirm  impombilities. 

Car.  Sure  you  are  making  fome  experiment 
Upon  my  temper,  and  would  fain  provoke 
My  patience  to  fome  fuch  high  diforder,, 
That  I  fhould  ne'er  hereafter  have  the  face, 
When  you  are  in  your  fits,  to  play  the  ftoick. 

Hen.  Coufm,  I  fwear  to  you  upon  my  honour,, 
'Tis  not  above  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
Since  I  did  fpeak  with  Porcia  and  your  filler, 
In  that  very  apartment,  and  am  now 
Returning  to  them  in  my  fitter's  chamber. 

Car   And,  fir,  I  fwear  to  you  upon  my  honour,, 
'Tis  not  above  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
Sine    I  left  Porcia  carrying  in  a  chair 
From  Don  Odlavio's  houfe,  and  your  man  Pedro 
Leading  the  chair-men  to  mine,  and  follow'd 
By  Flora,  whilft  I  came  to  find  you  out, 
To  acquaint  you  with  this  unpleafing  news  ; 
But  fit  for  you  to  know  as  foon  as  might  be. 

Hen.  This  queftion,   coufin,  may  be  foon  decided  ; 
Pray  come  along,  her  chamber's  not  far  off. 

Car.  And  my  houfe  but  the  next  door,  let's  go  thi- 
ther. 

Hen.  You'll  quickly  find  your  error,  coufin. 

Car.  And  you'll  as  foon  be  undeceiv'd — but  flay, 
Here  corns  your  fervant,  whom  I  left  to  guard  her  ; 
He'll  inftantly  convince  you  of  the  truth. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Ted.  O  fir! 

Hen,  Wiiat  brings  you  hither,  Pedro  ? 

Fed. 
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Fed.  Give  me  my  albricias  ;   fir,  I  bring  you 
The  rareft  news,  your  enemy  Octavio — 
I'm  quite  out  of  breath 

Hen.  What  does  the  varlet  mean  ? 

Fed.  Sir,  I  fuppofe  Don  Carlos  has  inforrn'd  you, 
That  he  left  me  to  fee  your  filler  Porcia, 
With  Flora  and  Diego,  Odtavio's  man, 
Safely  convey'd  t'his  houfe. 

Car.  See  now,  Don  Henrique,  who  was  i'the  right. 

Fed.  I  did  as  he  commanded  me,  and  put  them 
All  three  into  Don  Carlos's  anti-chamber, 
Porcia  in  the  fame  chair,  which  brought  her  thither  1 
And  for  more  fafety  double- lock'd  the  door, 
Whilil  I  went  down  in  hafle  to  fetch  fome  candles* 

Hen,  As  fure  as  death  this  madnefs  is  infectious  ^ 
My  man  is  now  in  one  of  Carlos's  fits. 

Fed,  Returning  with  fome  lights  a  moment  after, 
I  no  fooner  opened  the  door,  but  heavens  ! 
Who  mould  I  fee,  there,  Handing  juft  before  me, 
In  the  felf-fame  place  where  I  left  Porcia, 
Eut  O&avio,  your  enemy  O&avio. 

Hen,  Here  is  fome  witch-craft,  fure;  what  can  this 
mean  ? 

Fed.  Amaz'd  at  this  light,  I  let  the  candle  fall ; 
And  clap'd  the  door  to,  then  double-lock'd  it, 
And  brought  away  the  key. 

Car.  But  how  could  he  get  in,  if  you  be  fure 
You  lock'd  the  door,  when  you  went  out  for  lights  ? 

Fed.  I  know  not  whether  he  was  there  before, 
Or  got  in  after  ;  but  of  this  I'm  fure 
That  there  I  have  him  now,  and  fafe  enough. 

H3n.  Let'f  not,  Don  Carlos,  now  perplex  ourfelves 
With  needlefs  circumftances,    when,  and  now  j 
Thole  que  lies  are  too  phlegmatic  for  me  ; 
If  the  beaft  be  i'th'  toil,  it  is  enough  \ 
Let  us  gofeize  him  ;  for  he  malt  die, 

£nter 
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E titer  Antonio. 

Ant,  Pray,  brother,  what  unhappy  man  is  he, 
Whom  you  fo  pofitively  doom  to  death  ? 
I  have  a  fword  to  ferve  you,  in  all  occafions 
Worthy  of  you  and  me. 

Hen.  His  intervening,  Carlos,  is  unlucky  ; 
How  fhall  we  behave  ourfelves  towards  him 
In  this  bufinefs,  fo  unfit  for  his  knowledge  ? 

Car.  Coufin,  you  fhould  confider  with  yourfelf, 

[Carlos  draws  Henrique  afide. 
What  anfwer  to   return  him  ;  he's  not  a  man 
To  be  put  off  with  any  flight  pretences  ; 
Nor  yet  to  be  engaged  in  fuch  an  action, 
As  bears  th'  appearance  rather  of  brutality 
Than  true  honour  ;  you  know,  Antonio  needs 
No  frefh  occafions  to  fupport  his  name  : 
Who  dangers  feek,  are  indigent  of  fame. 

Hen.  I  beg  your  patience,  fir,  but  for  one  word 
With  this  gentleman,  my  friend. 

[Henrique  addrejfes  himfelf  to  Atitonic. 

Ant.  I'll  attend  your  leifure. 
I  find  my  coming  has  diforder'd  'em,  [Ajide. 

There's  fomething  they  would  fain  conceal  from  me  ; 
All  here  is  difcompos'd,  what  e'er's  the  matter. 

Hen.  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  know  what  to  do. 

Car.  Since  the  event's  fo  dangerous  and  doubtful, 
Tis  belt,   in  my  opinion,  fir,  to  temporize. 

Hen.  How  eafily  men  get  the  name  of  wife  ! 
To  fear  t'engage,  is  call'd  to  temporize  : 
Sure  fear  and  courage  cannot  be  the  fame, 
Yet  th'are  confounded  by  a  fpecious  name  5 
And  I  mult  tamely  fuffer,  becaufe  fools 
Are  rul'd  by  nice  diilin&ions  of  the  fchools. 
How  I  hate  fuch  cold  complexions !  [H>  J} amps, 

Car.  Why  fo  tranfported  ?  as  if  vehemence 
Were  for  your  paffion  an  approv'd  defence. 

Hm.  Who  condemns  pafnons,  nature  he  arraigns, 

Car, 
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Car.  Th'are  ufeful  fuccors,  when  they  ferve  in  chains  5 
But  he  who  throws  the  bridle  on  their  necks, 
From  a  good  caufe,  will  produce  ill  effects. 

Hen.  Be  th'effetts  what  they  will,  I  am  refolv'd. 
I  doubt  not  of  your  kind  concurrence,  fir, 

\_Addr  effing  to  Antonio, 
In  all  the  near  concernments  of  a  perfon 
Ally'd  to  you,  as  lam;  but,  noble  brother, 
It  were  againft  the  laws  of  hofpitality 
And  civil  breeding,  to  engage  a  gueft 
(Newly  arrived  after  fo  long  a  journey) 
In  an  occafion  where  there  may  be  danger, 

Ant.  If  fuch  be  the  occafion,  I  mufi  then 
Acquaint  you  freely,  that  I  wear  a  fword, 
Which  mull  not  be  excluded  from  your  fervice  ; 
I'm  fure  you  are  too  noble  to  employ  yours 
In  any  caufe  not  juftify'd  by  honour. 

Hen.  Though  with  regret,  I  fee,  fir,  I  rnuft  yield 
To  your  excefs  of  generofity  ; 
This  only  I  mall  fay,  to  fatisfy 
Your  jufb  reflexions;  that  my  refentments 
Are  grounded  on  affronts  of  fuch  a  nature, 
That  as  nothing  but  the  offender's  life 
Can  e'er  repair  'em  ;  fo  as  to  the  forms 
Of  taking  my  revenge,  they  can't  admit 
Of  the  leaft  fcruple. 

Ant.  Honour's  my  flandard,  and  'tis  true,  that  I 
Had  rather  fall,  than  blufh  for  victory  ; 
But  you  are  fuch  a  judge  of  honour's  laws, 
That  'twere  injurious  to  fufpeft  your  caufe. 
Allow  me,  ilr,  th'honour  to  lead  the  way. 

\Exeunt  Antonio  and  Henrique. 

Car.  If  Porcia  be  there  too  (as  I  believe) 
'Twill  prove,  I  fear,  a  fatal  tragedy  ; 
But  fhould  (he  not  be  there,    yet  'tis  too  much 
For  fuch  a  heart  as  mine  through  ignorance 
To  have  betray'd  a  gentleman,    though  faulty, 
Into  fuch  cruel  hands  -,  I  muft  go  with  them  ; 

But 
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But  fo  refolv'd,  as  in  this  blcody  ftrife, 

I'll  falve  my  honour,  or  I'll  lofe  my  life.         [Exit  CerL 

Scene  changes  to  Don  Carlos's  Houfe. 

Enter  Oftavio,  D i ego t  and  Flora  with  a  candle. 

Tlor.  O  th"  unluckinefs  !  I  vow  t'  you,  fir, 
I  have  fcarce  known  that  door  e'er  lock'd  before. 

Oct.  There's  no  remedy,  Flora,  I  am  now 
At  the  mercy  of  my  enemies. 

Dieg.  Having  broken  into  another's  ground, 
'Tis  juit,  i'faith,  you  mould  be  put  i'th'  pound. 

Oct.  The  tide  of  my  ill  fate  is  fwoln  fo  high, 
'Twill  not  admit  encreafe  of  miferv  ; 
Since  amongit.  all  the  curfes,  there  is  none 
So  wounds  the  fpirit,  as  privation. 
For  'tis  not  where  we  lie,  but  whence  we  fell ; 
The  lofs  of  heav'n's  the  greateirpain  in  hell. 
When  I  had  fail'd  the  doubtful  courfe  of  love, 
Had  fafely  gain'd  my  port,  and  far  above 
My  hopes,  the  precious  treafure  had  fecur'd, 
For  which  fo  many  ftorms  I  had  endur'd  ; 
To  be  fo  foon  from  this  great  bleffmg  torn, 
That's  hard  to  fay,  if  'twere  firft  dead  or  born, 
May  doubtlefs  feem  fuch  a  tranfcendent  curfe, 
That  even  the  Fates  themfelves  could  do  no  worfe  ; 
Yet  this  I  bore  with  an  erected  face, 
Since  fortune,  not  my  fault,  caus'd  my  difgrace  i 
But  now  my  eyes  unto  the  earth  are  bent,. 
Confciousof  meriting  this  punifhment  ; 
For  trufting  a  fond  maid's  officious  care, 
My  life  and  honour's  taken  in  this  fnare  : 
And  thus  I  perilh  on  this  unfeen  fhelf, 
Purfu'd  by  fate,  and  falfe  unto  my  felf. 
Flora,  when  I  am  dead,  I  pray  prefent 

[He  pulls  out  his  tablets v 
Thefe  tablets  to  your  lady,  there  fhe'li  find 

My 
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My  lail  reqaeft,  with  reafons  which  I  give, 
Tnat  for  my  fake  fhe  would  vouchfafe  to  live. 
Give  me  the  candle,  Flora. 

\Ocla  njio  fets  the  candle  on  a  table,  and  Jits  d^cn 
to  <write  in  his  tablets. 

Die.  A  double  curfe  upon  all  love  in  earneft, 
All  conitant  love  ;  'tis  ftill  accompany'd 
With  ftrange  difafters  ;  or  elfc  ends  in  that 
Which  is  the  wont  of  all  difafters,  marriage. 

Flor.  Sure  you  could  wiih  that  every  body  living 
Had  fuch  a  foul  of  quickfilver,  as  yours, 
That  can  fix  no  where, 

Die*  Why  'twould  not  be    the  worfe  for  you,  dear 
Flora, 
You  then  might  hope  in  time  to  have  your  turnr 
As  well  as  thofe  who  have  much  better  faces. 

Flor.  You,  I  prefume,  fir,  would  be  one  o'th'  latefl 
Which  I  mould  hear  of ;  yet  'tis  pouYble 
That  one  might  fee  you  before  you  mould  be 
Welcome. 

Die.  She  has  wit  and  good  humour,  excellent 
Ingredients  to  pafs  away  the  time  ; 
And  I  have  kindnefs  for  her  peribn  too  ; 
But  that  will  end  with  marriage,  and  poffibly 
Her  good  humour  ;  .for  I  have  feldom  known 
The  huibaud  and  the  wife  make  any  mufick, 
Though  when  afunder  they  can  play  their  parts  ; 
Well,  friend  Diego,  I  advife  you  to  look 
Before  you  leap,  for  if  you  ihould  be  coupled 
To  a  yoak,  inftead  of  a  yoak-fellow, 
'lis  likely  you  may  wear  it  to  your  grave. 
Yet,  honed  Diego,  now  I  think  on't  better, 
Y'our  dancing  and  your  vaulting  days  are  done  ; 
Faith,  all  your  pleafures  are  three  itories  high, 
They  are  come  up  to  your  mouth  ;  you  are  now 
For  eafe  and  eating,  the  only  joys  of  life  ; 
And  there's  no  cook,  nor  dry-nurfe  like  a  wife. 

Ofl.  Here,  take  my  tablets,  Flora  ;  fure  they'll  fpare 
Thy  life  for  thy  fex's  fake.   But  for  poor  Diego — 

Dieg. 
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Dieg.  Why,  fir,  they'll  never  ofFer  to  kill  me, 
There's  nothing  in  the  world  I  hate  like  death. 

Oci.  Since  death's  the  pafTage  to  eternity, 
To  be  for  ever  happy, we  muft  die. 

Die.  'Tis  very  true  -,  but  mofl  that  die  would  live, 
If  to  themfelves  they  could  new  leafes  give. 

Ocl.  We  muft  poftefs  our  fouls  with  fuch  indifference, 
As  not  to  wiih  nor  fear  to  part  from  hence. 

Die.  The  firfl  I  may  pretend  to,  for  I  Avear 
I  do  not  wiih  to  part  ;  'tis  true  I  fear. 

Ocl.  Fear  !  why,  death's  only  cruel  when  me  flies, 
And  will  not  deign  to  clofe  the  weeping  eyes. 

Die.  That  is  a  cruelty  I  can  forgive, 
For  I  confefs,  I'm  not  afraid  to  live. 

OB.  We  mail  Ml  live,  though  'tis  by  others  breath, 
By  our  good  fame,  which  is  fecur'd  by  death. 

Die.  But  we  {hall  catch  fuch  colds,  fir,  under  ground, 
That  we  fhall  never  hear  fame's  trumpet  found, 

03.   'Tis  but  returning,  when  from  hence  we  go, 
As  rivers  to  their  mother-ocean  flow, 

Die.  We  know  our  names  and  channels  whilft  w'arc 
here, 
Ware  fvvallowM  in  that  dark  abyfs  when  there. 

Ocl.  Ingulph'd  in  endlefs  joys  and  perfect  reft, 
Unchangeable,  i'th'  centre  of  the  blefs'd. 

Die,  Hark,  I  hear  a  noife — 

[The  ??oife  of  the  opening  of  a  door. 
[Diego  runs  to  the  doory  looks  into  the  next  room, 
then  comes  running  to  Ocla<vio. 

Die.  O  fir,  w'are  loft,  I  fee  two  female  giants 
Coming  moil  terribly  upon  us. 

Ocl.  Away,  you  fearful  fool 

Enter  Camilla  and  Porcia,  the  one  with  a  key,  the  other 
ivith  a  candle. 
Por.  I'm  confident  no  body  faw  us  pafs 
From  th'  other  houfe. 

Cam.  However,  let  us  go  through  my  brother's  quarter, 
And  open  the  back-door  into  the  ftreet  ; 

'T:'s 
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*Tis  good  in  all  events^Miave  a  retreat 
More  ways  than  oire. 

[A  door  claps  behind^  a?id  both  look  back. 
Fore.  O  heavens,  our  paffage  is  cutoff! 
The  wind  has  fhut  the  door  through  which  we  came. 

Cam.  The  accident's  unlucky,  'tis  a  ipring-lock, 
That  opens  only  on  the  other  fide. 

for.  Let's  on  the  fader,  and  makefure  of  th'  other— 

[Seeing  Ociavio  Jhe  ft  arts. 
Oclavio  here ! — 

[Oclavio  hearing  them,    ft  arts  up. 
Oct.  Porcia  in  this  place !  may  I  truft  my  fenfes, 
Or  does  my  fancy  form  thefe  chimera's  ? 

Die.  Either  we  fleep,  and  dream  extravagantly, 
Or  elfe  the  Fairies  govern  in  this  houfe. 

[Flora  runs   to  Porcia. 
Flor.  Ah,  dearefl  miftrefs !  you  fhall  never  make  me 
Quit  you  fo  again. 

Fore.  But  can  that  be  O&avio  ? 
Oft.  I  was  Octavio,  but  I  am  at  prefent 
So  much  aftonifh'd,  I  am  not  myfelf. 

Cam.  What  can  the  meaning  of  this  vifion  be  ? 

[Oclavio  approaches  Porcia, 
Oft.  My  deareft  Porcia,  how  is1t  poffible 
To  find  you  in  this  place,  my  friend  Antonio 
Having  fo  gener'oufiy  undertaken 
Your  protection  ? 

For.  Did  he  not  yours  {o  too  ?  and  yet  I  find 
Octavio  here,  where  he  is  more  exposed 
Than  I,  to  certain  ruin  ;  I  am  loth 
To  fey  'tis  he  who  has  betray' d  Us  both. 
Oft.  Antonio  falfe  ?  it  is  impoflible. 
Die.  *Tis  but  too  evident, 

08.  Peace,  (lave  \  he  is  my  noble  friend,   of  noble 
blood, 
Whofe  fame's  above  the  level  of  thofe  tongues 
That  bark  by  cuftom  at  the  brighteft  virtues, 
As  dogs  do  at  the  moon. 

Pore, 
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Pore.  How  hard  it  is  for  virtue  to  fufpec~l  ! 
Ah,  O&avio  !  we  have  been  both  dece^v'd  ; 
This  vile  Antonio  is  the  very  man, 
To  whom  my  brother,  without  my  confent 
Or  knowledge,  has  contracted  me  in  Flanders. 

Oel.  Antonio  the  man  to  whom  you  are  contracted  ? 
Porcia  the  bride  whom  he  is  come  to  marry  ? 

Pore.  The  very  fame. 

Ocl.  Why  did  you  not  acquaint  me  with  it  fooner  ? 

Pore.  Alas,  I  have  not  feen  you  mice  I  knew  it ; 
But  thofe  few  hours  fuch  wonders  have  produe'd, 
As  exceed  all  belief;  and  afk  more  time 
Than  your  unfafe  condition,  in  this  place, 
Will  allow  me,  to  make  you  comprehend  it. 

Cam.  Coufm,  I  cannot  blame  your  apprehenfions, 
Nor  your  fufpicion  of  Antonio's  friendfhip: 
But  I  am  fo  pciTefs'd  with  the  opinion 
Of  his  virtue,  I  mail  as  foon  believe 
ImpolTibilities,  as  his  apoflacy 
From  honour. 

03.  What's  her  concernment  in  Antonio,  Porcia  ? 

Pore.  O  that's  the  itrangeft  part  of  our  fad  flory, 
And  which  requires  moft  time  to  let  you  know  it. 

[A  blaze  of  light  appears  at  the  ivinrfoiv,  and 
a  noife  ^without. 

Pore.  See,  Flora,  at  the  window,  what's  that  light 
And  noife  we  hear.  [Flora  goes  to  the  windovn 

Fler.  O  madam,  we  are  all  undone;  I  fee 
Henrique,  Carlos,  and  their  fervants,  with  torches, 
All  coming  hither ;  and  which  is  wonderful, 
Antonio  leading  them  with  his  fword  drawn. 

Cam.  Thou  dream'ft,  diftracted  wench;  Antonio  falfe! 
It  is  impoflible — 

[Cam.  runs  to  the  window  j  and  turning  back  fays: 
All  me  has  faid,  is  in  appearance  true  ; 
There's  fome  hidden  myftery  which  thus 
Abufes  us ;  for  I  fhall  ne'er  believe 
Antonio  can  tranfgrefs  the  rules  of  friendfhip. 

Ofl.  Friendlhip'safpecious  name,  made  to  deceive 

Thofe 
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Thofe  whole  good  nature  tempts vthem  to  believe ; 
The  traffick  of  good  offices  'mongft  friends, 
Moves  from  ourfelves,  and  in  ourfelves  it  ends. 
When  competition  brings  us  to  the  teft, 
Then  we  find  friendfhip  is  felf-intereft. 

Pore.  Ye  pow'rs  above  !  what  pleafure  can  ye  take 
To  perfecute  fubmitting  innocence  ? 

Ocl.  Retire,  dear  Porcia,  to  that  inner  room  ; 
For  mould  thy  cruel  brother  find  thee  here, 
He's  fo  revolted  from  humanity, 
He'll  mingle  thine  with  my  impurer  blood. 

Pore.  That  were  a  kind  of  contract ;  let  him  come,; 
We'll  meet  at  once  marriage  and  martyrdom. 

Ocl.     Soul  of  my  life,  retire. 

Pore.  I  will  not  leave  you. 

Oe7.  Thou  preferv'ft  me  by  faving  of  thyfelf  ; 
For  they  can  murder  only  half  of  me, 
Whilfl  that  my  better  part  furvives  in  thee. 

Pore.  I  will  die  too,  Oelavio,  to  maintain, 
That  different  caufes  form  the  fame  effects ; 
'Tis  courage  in  you  men,  love  in  our  fex. 

Ocl.  Though  fouls  no  fexes  have,  when  w'are  above, 
If  we  can  know  each  other,  we  may  love. 

Pore.  I'll  meet  you  there  above,  here  take  my  word. 
[Oelavio  takes  her  band  and  kijjes  it. 
This  Porcia  knows  the  way  of  joining  fouls, 
As  well  as  th'  other  when  Ihe  fwallow'd  coals. 

[They  retire  to  the  other  room,  Porcia  leaning 
on  Camilla,  and  Oclavio  waits  on  tJnm  to 
the  door. 

Die.  Nay  if  y'are  good  at  that,  the  devil  take 
The  hindmofl ;  'tis  for  your  fake,  fair  Flora, 

[Taking  Flora  by  the  hand. 
I  fhun  thefe  honourable  occafions. 
Having  no  weapon,  fir,  'tis  fit  that  I 
Marcn  off  with  the  baggage.  [Turning  to  Oclavio. 

[Exeunt  Ditgo  and  Flora. 

Ocl.  I'm  now  upon  the  frontiers  of  this  life, 
There's  but  one  (lep  to  immortality  ; 

And 
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And  fince  my  cruel  fortune  has  allow'd  me 
No  other  witnefs  of  my  tragick  end, 
But  a  falfe  friend  and  barbarous  enemy,     . 
I'll  leave  my  genius  to  inform  the  world, 
My  life  and  death  was  uniform  ;  as  I 
Liv'd  firm  to  love  and  honour,  fo  I  die. 

[Draws  hi*  favor  d. 
Look  down,  ye  fpirits  above  ;  for  if  there  be 
A  fight  on  earth  worthy  of  you  to  fee, 
'Tis  a  brave  man  purfu'd  by  unjuft  hate, 
Bravely  contending  with  his  adverfe  fate. 

[Waving  his  favor  d. 
Stay  till  this  heaven-born  foul  puts  off  her  earth, 
And  {he'll  attend  ye  to  her  place  of  birth. 

Enter  Antonio,  Henrique,  Carlos,  and  Pedro,  their  favor ds 
draivn,  Antonio  before  the  reft. 

Ant.  Where  is  the  man  whofe  infolence  and  folly 
Has  fo  mi  fled  him  to  affront  my  friend  ? 

08.  Here  is  the  man  thou  feek'ft,  and  he,  whom  thou 
So  bafely  haft  betray'd. 

Ant.  Oh  heavens  !  what  is' t  I  fee  ?  itisOctavio, 
My  friend. 

Oc7.  Not  thy  friend,  Antonio,  but  'tis  O&avio, 
Who  by  thy  perfidy  has  been  betray'd 
To  this  forlorn  condition  ;  but,  vile  man, 
Thou  now  fhalt  pay  thy  treachery  with  thy  life. 

[Ocla<vio  makes  at  Antonio. 

Ant.  Hold,  Oftavio,   though  thy  injurious  error 
May  tranfport  thee,  it  mail  not  me,  beyond 
The  bounds  of  honour  ;  heaven  knows  I  thought 
Of  nothing  lefs  that  what  I  find,  O&avio 
In  this  place. 

Hen,  What  paufe  is  this,  Antonio  ?  All  your  fervour 
In  the  concernments  of  a  brother-in-law, 
Reduced  to  a  tame  parly  with  our  enemy  ? 
Do  all  the  promifes  you  have  made  to  me, 
T'affift  my  juft  revenge,  conclude  in  this  ? 
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OcJ.  Do  all  the  promifes  you  have  made  to  me 
T'affill  my  virtuous  love,  conclude  in  this  r 

Hen.  Where   is  your  wonted  bravery  ?    where  your 
kindnefs 
To  fuch  a  near  ally  ? 

Ocl.  Where  is  your  former  honour  ?  where  your  firm- 
nefs 
To  fuch  an   ancient  friend  ? 

Ant.  What  courfe  fhall  my  diflra&ed  honour  freer, 
Betwixt  thefe  equal   oppofite  engagements  ?         [Afide. 

Hen.  What,  demur  ilill  ?  nay  then  I'll  right  my  (elf. 
[Henrique  makes  at  Ocla<vio,   Antonio  turns  on 
Ocla(-jio"s  fide. 

Ant.  Who  attacks  Oclavio  mufl  pafs  through  me. 

Car.  I  muft  lay  hold  on  this  occafion.  [Ajide* 

Good  coufin,    I  conjure  you  to  rellrain 
Your  pafhon  for  a  while  ;  there  lies  conceal'd 
Some  myftery  in  this,  which  once  unfolded, 
May  reconcile  this  difference. 

Henr.  Sweetly  proposed,  fir,  an  accommodation  \ 
Think'ft  thou  my  anger's  like  a  fire  of  ftraw, 
Only  to  blaze,  and  then  expire  in  fmoak  ? 
Think'ft  thou  I  can  forget  my  name  and  nation, 
And  barter  for  revenge  when  honour  bleeds  \ 
His  life  mufl  pay  this  infolence,  or  mine. 

[He  makes  at  Oclavio  again,  Antonio  i'aterpofes. 

Ant.  Mine  mult  protect  his,  or  elfe  perifh  with  him. 

Henr.  Since  neither  faith  nor  friendihip  can  prevail* 
*Tis  time  to  try  what  proof  you  are,  Antonio, 
Againft  your  own  near  interefl :  Know  that  the  man, 
Whom  you  protect   againft  my  juft  revenge, 
Has  feconded  his  infolence  to  me 
By  foul  attempts  upon  my  filler's  honour  ; 
Your  Portia's,  fir  ;  if  this  will  not  enflame  you— 

[Antonio    turns  from  Oaavia,    and  beholds  him 
ivith  a  fern  countenance. 

Ocl.  How  !  I  attempt  your  filler's  honour,  Henrique  f 
[Antonio  turns y  and  looks  Jlernly  upon  Henr, 
The  parent  of  your  black  defigns,  the  devil, 

Vol.  XII.  P  Did 
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Did  ne'er  invent  a  more  malicious  falihood  ; 
'Tifi  true,  chat  I  have  ferv'd  the  virtuous  Porcia, 
With  fuch  devotion,  and  fuch  fpotlefs  low, 
That,  though  unworthy,  yet  ihe  has  been  pleas'd 
To  recompeiue  my  pailion,  with  ef:eem  ; 

[Ant.   funis  and  looks  ft ernly  upon  Off* 
By  which  (he  has  fo  chain' d  me  to  her  fervice, 
That  here  I  vow  either  to  live  her  prize, 
Or  elfe  in  death  to  fall  love's  facrifice. 

A  fit.  O  heavens  !  what's   that  I  hear  ?  thou  blefTed 
angel, 
'Guardian  of  my  honour,  I  now  implore 
Thy  powerful  amftance  to  preferve 
That  reputation,  which  I  hitherto 
By  virtuous  actions  have  maintain 'd  unblemiih'd. 
In  vain,  Don  Henrique,  you  defign  to  change 

\He  pauUs  a  little  omdrubs  bis  forehead* 
My  retaliations  ;  it  mufl  ne'er  be  faid, 
That  pallion  could  return  Antonio 
From  the  Uriel:  rules  of  honour  ;  fir,  I  tell  you 
Nothing  can  make  me  violate  my  firlt 
Engagement. 

Hen.  Nay  then,  thou  (halt  die  too,  perfidious  man  ; 
Ho  !  Geraldo,  Pedro,  Leonido. 

iter    Geretida,  Pedro,  and   Leonido,  nuith  their  f words 
drawn  ;  they  join  with  Henrique  ;  Carlos  inter po/cs. 
.Car.  For  heaven's  fake,  coufin,  draw  not  on  yourfelf 
The  horrid  infamy  of  aiTaffinating 
Perfons  of  noble  blood,  by  fervile  hands. 

Hen,  Do  you  defend  them  too  ?  kill  'em  I  fay. 
Jnt.  Retire,  O&avio,  I'll  fuftain  their  mock. 
-Oa.  Octavio  retire ! 

Ant.  Trull  me,  you  muft,  they  will  furround  us  elfe ; 
Through  that  narrow  paiTage  they'I  affail  us 
With  lefs  advantage. 

[They  retire  fighting  off  the  ft  age  ;  Henrique  and  - 
his  menpurfuing  them,  and  Carlos  endeavouring 
to  flop  Don  Henrique. 
Hen.  What,  d*ye  give  back,  ye  men  of  mighty  fame  ? 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Don  Henrique,  you  {hall  quickly  find,  'tis  honour, 
Not  fear,  makes  me  retire.  {Exeunt-. 

Enter  prefently   Antonio  and  08a<vio    at   another  docr> 
which  Antonio  bolts. 

Ant.  Now  we  ihall  have  a  breathing-while  at  lead, 
Octavio,  and  time  to  lock  about  us  ; 
Pray  fee  yon  other  door  be  fail. 

{Octavio  ftep  to  the    door  where  they  went  out9 
and  Henrique  bounces  at  the  door  they  came  in  at. 

Hen.  Geraido,  fetch  an  iron  bar  to  force 
The  door.  {Within,  aloud, 

{Antonio  goes    to  both  the  doors,    to  fee   if  they 
be  fa  ft. 

Ant.  So,  'tis  now  as  I  could  wifli  it. 

Oct.  What  do  you  mean,  generous  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  To  kill  thee  now  myfelf  ;  having  perform'd 
What  my  engagement  did  exact  from  me 
In  your  defence  'gainft  others  ;  my  love  now 
Requires  its  dues,  as  honour  has  had  his  ; 
There's  no  protection  for  you  from  my  fword, 
But  in  your  own,  or  in  your  frank  renouncing 
All  claim  to  Porcia  ;  (he  is  fo  much  mine, 
That  none  muft  breathe,  and  have  the  vanity 
Of  a  pretenfion  to  her,  whilft  I  live, 

Oct.   I  never  will  renounce  my  claims  to  Porcia  ; 
Eut  ft  ill  affert  them  by  all  nool:-  ways  : 
Yet,  fir,  this  hand  ihall  never  ufe  a  fword 
(Without  the  laft  compulfion)  'gainft  that  man 
Who  has  fo  much  obliged  me  ;  no,  Ante: 
You  are  fecurely  guarded  by  the  Favours 
Which  you  fo  frankly  have  conferr'd  upon  me. 

Ant.  Pray,  fir,  let  not  yor       etende 
Enervate  your  defence  ;  'tis  not  my  cuftom 
To  ferve  my  friends  with  profpe&S  of  return. 

Od.  And,  fir,  'tis  not  my  cuftom  to  r 
An  obligation,  but  with  a  purp' 
And  within  the  power  of  my  return. 

P  z 
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Friendfhip,  Antonio,  is  reciprocal, 
He  that  will  only  give,  and  not  receive, 
Enflaves  the  perfon  whom  he  would  relieve. 

Ant.  Your  rule  is  right,  but  you  apply  it  wrong  ; 
It  was  O&avio,  my  camerade  in  arms, 
And  ancient  friend,  whom  I  defign'd  to  ferve ; 
Not  that  difloyal  man,  who  has  invaded 
My  honour  and  my  love  : — 'Tis  the  intent 
Which  forms  the  obligation,  notth'  event. 

Ocl.  I  call  thofe  powers,   which  both   difcern  and 
punifh, 
To  witnefs  for  me,  that  I  never  knew 
You  e'er  pretended  to  Don  Henrique's  fifter, 
Before  I  came  within  thefe  fatal  walls  : 
This  I  declare,  only  to  clear  myfelf 
From  th'  imputation  of  difloyalty, 
And  to  prevent  the  progrefs  of  your  error. 

Ant.  How  can  I  think  you  mould  fpeak  truth  to  me, 
Who  am  a  witnefs  y'  have  been  falfe  to  her, 
To  whom  you  now  profefs  fo  high  devotion  ? 

Ocl.   I  falfe  to  Porcia  !  take  heed,  Antonio, 
So  foul  an  injury  provokes  too  much  ; 
But,   fir,  I  mull  confefs  I  owe  you  more, 
Than  the  forgivenefs  of  one  grofs  miftake. 

Ant.  Rare  impudence !  I  muft  not  truft  my  fenfes. 

Ocl.  If  we  cannot  adjuft  this  competition, 
Let's  charge  our  envious  fortunes,  not  our  paflions, 
With  this  fatal  breach  of  friendfhip. 

Ant.  Leave  your  difcourfes,  and  defend  yourfelf  j 
Either  immediately  renounce  all  claims 
To  Porcia,    or  this  mull  fpeak   the  reft. 

[Shaking   his  /word. 

Ocl.  Nay  then,  I  mufi  reply.  [They  fght. 

[A  noife,  as  if  the  door  were  broken  of  en. 

Enter  Henrique,    Carlos,    Leonido,    and    G era /do,    with 
their  /words  drawn. 
Hen.  What's  this  !  Antonio  lighting  with  Oclavio  ? 
This  bravery  is  excefiive,  gallant  friend, 

Not 
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Not  to  allow  a  fhare  in  your  revenge, 

To  him  who's  moll  concerned  ;   he  mull  not  fall 

Without  fome  marks  of  mine. 

[Henrique  makes  at  Ostavio,  and  Antonio  turns  to 
Octaves  fide* 
A?it.  Nay,  then  my  honour  you  invade  anew, 
And  by  afTaulting  him,  revive  in  me 
My  pre -engagements  to  protect  and  ferve  him 
Againft  all  others. 

Hear.  Why,    were  not  you,  Antonio,  fighting  with 
him  ? 
Were  you  not  doing  all  you  could  to  kill  him  ? 

Ant.  Henrique,  'tis  true;  but  rinding  in  my  breaft 
An  equal  ftrife  'twixt  honour  and  revenge, 
I  do,  in  juft  compliance  with  them  both, 
Preferve  him  from  your  fword,  to  fall  by  mine. 

Car.  Brave  man,   how  nkely  he  does  honour  weigh  ! 
Juftice  herfelf  holds  not  the  fcales  more  even  . 

Hen.  My  honour  fufFers  more,  as  yet,  than  your:., 
And  I  muft  have  a  fhare  in  the  revenge. 

Ant.  My  honour,  fir,  is  fo  fublim'd  by  love, 
'Twill  not  admit  comparifon,  or  rival. 

Hen.  Either  he  muft  renounce  ail  claims  to  Porcia, 
Or  die  immediately. 

Ant.  Y'are  i'the  right,  that  he  mufl  do,  or  die: 
But  by  no  other  hand  than  mine. 

Off.  Ceafe  your  contention,  and  turn  all  your  fwords 
Againft  this  breaft  ;  whilft  Porcia  and  I  have  breath, 
She  muft  be  mine,  there's  no  divorce  but  death. 

Hen.  I'll  hear  no  more,  protect  him  if  thou  canft ; 
Kill  the  flave,  kill  him,  I   fay. 

[Henrique  makes  at   him,  and  Carlos  endeavours 
to  interpofe. 
Car.  For  heaven's  fake  hold  a  moment ;  certainly 
There's  fome  miftake  lies  hidden  here,  which  clear'd 
Might  hinder  thefe  extreams. 

[Henrique   and  his  fer<vants  prefs   Antonio   and 
OSlavio. 

P    3  {Flora 
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{Flora  peeps  oat,  and  feeing  them  fight  cries  out 
Camilla  !  Porcia  !  Camilla  and  Porcia  look- 
ing cut,  both  jhriek,  and  then  run  out  ujqu 
the  ft  age. 

Enter  Porcia  and  Camilla  from  the  inner -r  can. 

Per.  Don  Henrique  ! 

Can;.  Antonio  !  Carlos  [ 
'    Por.  O&avio  ! 

Cam.  and  Por.  together.  Hear  us   but  fpeak,  hear  us 
but  fpeak. 

Hen.  By  heavens  'tis  Porcia  !  why  how  came 'me  here  ? 

Car.  Why,  did  not  I  tell  you  {he  was  brought  hither 
By  my  directions  ?  you  would  not  believe  me. 

Hen.  But  how  then  could  Oclavio  come  hither  ? 

Car,  Nay,  that  heaven  knows,  you  heard  as  Well  as  I 
Your  man's  relation. 

Hen.  Ah,  thou  vile  woman,  that  I  could  deitroy 
Thy  memory  with  thy  life  ! 

[He  offers  to  run  at  Porcia,  Antonio  intcrpofes, 

Avt.  Hold,  fir,  that  mull  net  be. 

II  n.  What,  may  not  I  do  juftice  upon  her 
Neither  ? 

Ant.  No,  fir  ;  although  I  have  not  yet  the  honour 
To  know  who  this  lady  is,  I  have  this  night 
Engag'd  myfelf  both  to  fecure  and  ferve  her. 

Car.  He  knows  not  Porcia  ;  who  was  i'thc  right, 
Don  Henrique,  you  or  I  : 

Hen.  He  not  know  Porcia  !  why,  'tis  not  an  hour 
Since  1  faw  him  entertaining  her  at  home ; 
Sure  w'arc  inch  anted,  and  all  we  fee's  illufion. 

Cam.  Allow  me,  Henrique,  to  unfpel  thefe  charms  ; 
Who  is't,   Oclavio,  you  pretend  to  ?  fpeak. 

Oel.  You  might  have   fpar'd  that  queflion,  madam, 
none 
Knows  fo  well  as  you,  'tis  Porcia  I  adore. 

Ant.  Porcia's  my  wife  ;  difioyal  man,  thou  dy'ft. 

[Offers  to  ?nake  at  Oclavio. 

Cam. 
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Cam.   Hold,  fir,  which  is  the  Porcia  you  lav  claim  to  ? 
jf*#.  Can  you  doubt  of  that  ;  why,   fure  you   know 
too   well 
The  conqueft  that  you  made  fome  days  ago,. 
Of  my  poor  heart,  in  Flanders. 

Car.  Conqueft  !    poor   heart  I   Flanders  !  what   car/ 

this  mean? 
Hen.  New  riddles  every  moment  do  arife, 
And  myfteries  are  born  of  myfteries. 

Car.  Sure,  'tis  the  paftime  of  the  deftinies 
To  mock  us,  for  pretending  to  be  wife. 

C&m.  Thanks   be  to  heaven,  our  work  draws   near 
an   end, 
Coufin,  it  belongs  to  you  to  flniih  it. 

For.  To  free  you  from  that  labyrinth,  Antonio, 
In  which  a  flight  miftake,  not  rectify'd, 
Involv'd  us  all  ;  know,  the  fuppos'd  rorcia,. 
Whom  you  have  lov'd,  is  the  true  Camilla.  ' : 

Cam.    And  you,    Don   Henrique,  know,  that  Don 
Odtavio 
Has  always  been  your  filer's  faithful   lover,. 
And  only  feign' d  a  gallantry  to  me, 
To  hide  his  real  paflion  for  my  couiin 
From  your  difcemmg^eyes,. 
Ant.  Generous  Octavio  ! 
Ocl.  Brave  Antonio  !  how  happy  are  we  both, 

[They  embrace. 
Both   in   our  loves   and  friendfhips  ! 

Ant.  Ah,  how  the  memory  of  our  croffes  paft, 
Heightens  our  joys,  when  we  fucceed  at  lait ! 

Ocl.  Our  pleafures  in  this  world  are  always  mix'd, 
*Tis  in. the  next  where  all  our  joys  are  fix'd. 

[Camilla    takes  Antonio   by  the   hand,  and  leads 
him  to  Don  Carlos. 
Cam.  This,  my  dear  brother,  is  that  brave  commander, 
To  whom  you  owe  your  life  and  liberty  ; 
And  I  much  more,  the  fafety  of  my  honour. 

Car.  Is  this  that  gallant  leader,  who  redeemed  us 
With  fo  much  valour  from  the  enemy  ?. 

P  4  Cam. 
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Cam.  The  very  fame. 

Car.  Why  did  you  not  acquaint  me  with  it  fooner  } 
'Twas  ill  done,  Camilla. 

Cam.  Alas,  my  deareft  brother,  gratitude 

[Drawing  Carlos  afidi. 
Confpiring  with  the  graces  of  his  perfon,  . 
So  foon  pofiefs'd  him  of  my  heart,  that  I 
Afham'd  of  fuch  a  vilionary  love, 
Durft  never  truft  my  tongue  with  my  own  thoughts. 
Car.  'Tis  enough ;  here,  fir,  take  from  me  her  hand, 

[Addrejfing  to  Antonio. 
Whofe  heart  your  merit  has  long  fince  made  yours. 

[Antonio  takes  Camilla*s  hand  and  kiffes  it. 
Ant.  Sir,  with  your  leave,  and  hers,  I  feal  the  vows 
Of  my  eternal  faith  unto  you  both. 

Car.  But  let's  take  heed,  Antonio,  left  whilft  we 
Are  joying  in  our  mutual  happinefs, 
Don  Henrique's  fcarcely  yet  compos'd  diflemper 
Revive  not,  and  diforder  us  afrefh  ; 
I  like  not  his  grim  potture. 
Aht.  'lis  well  thought  on,  let's  approach  him. 

[Odavio  holding  Porcia  by  the  hand,  advances  tc- 
nxards   Don   Henrique. 
OcJ.  Here,  with  refpecl,  we  wait  your  confirmation 
Of  that,  which  feems  to  be  decreed  above, 
Tiiough  travers'd  by  unlucky  accidents. 
This  lady,  your  incomparable  fitter, 
Can  witnefs,  that  I  never  did  invade 
Your  pamon  for  Camilla ;  and  Pedro's  death 
Happen'd  by  your  miftaken  jealoufy  ; 
The  caufes  of  your  hate  being  once  remov'd, 
'Tis  juft,  Don  Henrique,  the  effects  mould  ceafe. 
Hen.  I  fhall  confult  my  honour — 
Car.  You  cannot  take  a  better  counfellor 
In  this  cafe,  than  your  own  fitter's  honour  ; 
What  to  fecure  them  both,  could  have  been  wiih'd 
Beyond  what  fate  has  of  itfelf  produc'd  ? 

Hen.  How  hard  it  is  to  act  upon  conftraint ! 
That  which  I  could  have  wilh'd,  I  now  would  fly  j 

Since 
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Since  'tis  obtruded  by  neceffity. — 

'Tis  fit  that  I  confent,  but  yet. I  muft 

Still  feem  difpleas'd,  that  m'  anger  may  feem  juft.  [Afide. 

Ant.  Noble  Don  Henrique,  you  may  reckon  me 
To  be  as  truly  yours,  by  this  alliance, 
As  if  a  brother's  name  fubfifted  ftill. 

Hen.  Well,  I  muft  yield  I  fee,  or  worfe  will  follow. 

{Affile* 
He  is  a  fool,  who  thinks  by  force  or  fkill 
To  turn  the  current  of  a  woman's  will : 
Since  fair  Camilla  is  Antonio's   lot, 
3    Porcia  yield  to  Don  Antonio's  friend. 
Our  ilrength  and  wifdom  muft  fubmit  to  fate  : 
Strip'd  of  my  love,  I  will  put  oft  my  hate. 
Here,  take  her  hand,  and  may  me  make  you,  fir, 

[Hen.  takes  For.  by  the  hand,  and  gives  her  toOcf. 
Happier  than  fhe  has  done  me. 

Dieoo  and  Flora   advance. 

F/or.  Had  e'er  diforders  fuch  a  rare  come-off  ? 
Methinks  'twould  make  a  fine  plot  for  a  play. 

Die.  Faith,  Flora,  I  mould  have  the  worft  of  that ; 
For  by  the  laws  of  comedy,  'twould  be 
My  lot  to  marry  you. 

Ocl.  Weil  thought  on,  Diego,  tho'  'tis  fpoke  in  jeft ; 
We  cannot  do  a  better  thing  in  earneft 
Than  to  join  thefe,    v/ho  feem  to  have  been  made 
For  one  another  ;  what  fay 'ft  thou  to  it,  Flora  ? 

F/or.  Troth  I  have  had  fo  many  frights  this  night, 
That  I  am  e'en  afraid  to  lie  alone. 

[Diego  takes  her  by  the  hand. 

Die.  Give  me  thy  hand,  fweet  Flora,  'tis  a  bargain  ; 
Tpromife  thee,  dear  fpoufe,  I'll  do  miy  beft 
To  make  thee  firft  repent  this  earneft  jeft. 

F/or.  You  may  miltake  ;  we  have  a  certain  way, 
By  going  halves,  to  match  your  fouleft  play. 

Car.  Since  this  laft  happy  fcene  is  in  my  houfe, 
Youll  make  collation  with  me  e'er  you  part. 
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Ant.  et  Oft.  Agreed,  agreed,  agreed. 

Ant.  Thus  end   the  itrange  Adventures  of  Five  Hours, 
As  fometimes  bluflVing  ftorms,  in  gentle  fhowers. 

[Addr  effing  to  the  fit. 

0&.  Thus,  noble  gallants,  after  bluff  ring  lives, 
You'll  end,   as  we  have  done,  in  taking  wives. 

Die.  Hold,  firs,  there's  not  an  end  as  yet,  for  then 
Comes  your  own  brats,  and  thofe  of  other  men. 

Hen.  Befides  the  cares  of  th'  honour  of  your  race, 
Which,  as  you  know,  is  my  accurfed  cafe. 

[  A hidr effing  to  the  boxes. 

Ca?n.  You  ladies,  whilft  unmarried,  tread  on  fnares ; 
Marry'd,  y9  are  cumber'd  with  domeftick  cares. 

For.  Jf  handfome,  y'  are  by  fools  and  fame  attack'd  ; 
\\  ugly,  then,   by  your  own  envy  rack'd. 

Fhr.  We,  by  unthrifty  parents  forc'd  to  ferve  ; 
When  fed  are  (laves,   and  when  w'are  free  we  ftarve. 

Car.  Which  put  together,  we  mutt  needs  confefs, 
This  world  is  not  the  fcene  of  happinefs. 


EPILOGUE. 

By  Mr.  S  M  I  T  H. 

f~\  V  R  poet,  gentlemen,  thought  to  fteal  away, 

^^   Hoping  thofe  wretched  rhimes,  it1*?  end  o^th"*  play ', 

Might  Jerque  for  epilogue  ;  for  truly  he 

Takes  epilogues  for  arrant  bribery ; 

H''  obfer-vcs your  poet,  in  our  modern  plays, 

Humbly  Jheweth, — and  then  as  humbly  prays  : 

So  that  it  cant  be  faid,  what  they  have  wit 

Was  without  fear,  though  often  without  wit. 

He  trufls  (as  ye  fay  papifts  do)  to  merit ; 

Leaves  you  (like  quakers )  to  be  mov  d  by  th*  fpirit, 

But  fince  that  epilogues  are  fo  much  i?i  vogue  > 

Take  this  as  prologue  to  the  epilogue* 

By 
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O  0  M  E,  as  foon  as  th?  enter,  we  wijh  ''em  gone  ;; 

Taking  their  vifit  as  a  viftation. 
Tet  when  they  go,  there  are  certain  grimaces 
(Which,  in  plain  Englijh,  is  but  making  faces): 
That  five,  for  manners  fake,  to  all  allow. 
The  poefs  parting  ;  don't  rife,  hut  [mile  and  bow  ; 
And^s  back  being  turnd,  ye  may  take  the  liberty 
To  turn  him,  and  all  hP  as  writ,  to  raillery . 
Now  as    I  Jhall  be  fav'd,  were  I  as  you, 
Td  make  no  bones  on 7— why,  "'tis  but  his  due. 
A  fop  !  in  this  brave,  licentious  age, 
To  bring  his  mufty  morals  on  the  jl age? 
Rhime  us  to  reafon  ?  and  our  lives  redre/s 
In  metre,    as  Druids  did  the  Savages  ?  * 

Affront  the  free-born  vices  of  the  nation  ? 
And  bring  dull  virtue  into  reputation  ? 
Virtue !  would  any  man  of  common  fenfe 
Pretend  to't  ?  why  virtue  novo  is  impudence ; 
And  fuch  another  modeft  play  vjould  blaft 
Our  new  ft  age,  and  put  your  palates  out  of  tafte* 
We  told  him,  fir,  "'tis  whifper^d  in  the  pit, 
This  may  be  common  fenfe,  but  "'tis  not  vjit ; 
That  has  a  flaming  fpirit,  and  ftirs  the  blood ; 
That's  bawdery,  faid he,  if  rightly  under -Jiood ; 
Which  our  late  poets  make  their  chief  eft  tafks, 
As  if  they  vjrit  only  to  th"*  vizard-majks. 
Nor  that  poetick  rage,  which  heclors  heaven, 
Your  writer's  file,  likens  temperas  grown  more  even  | 
And  he^s  afraid  to  frock  their  tender  ears, 
Whofe  god,  fay  they  J s  the  ft cl ion  of  their  fears  *, 
Your  moral s  to   no  purpofe.     He  replfd, 
Some  men  talked  idly  juft  before  they  dfd, 
And  yet  *we  heard  them  with  refpecl : — *T<was  all be  faid. 
Well,  *we  may  count  him  now)  as  good  as  dead  : 
And  fince  ghofrs  have  left  walking,  if  you  pkafe3 
We'll  let  cur  virtuous  poet  reft  in  peace. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


Mr.  Smith i 
Mr.  IVtlliams, 


Mr.  Bowman, 
Mr.  Jevorn, 
Mr.  Z^, 
Mr.  Bright^ 
Captain, 
A  Boy, 
Mumford, 

Mrs.  Barry, 
Mrs.  Butler, 
Mrs.  Price, 
Any-body, 
Mrs.  ^.  Z^, 
Mrs.  Norice, 


Sir  Lyon  ell,   Father    to    Marinda 

and  Diana. 
Wellman,  in  love  with  Marinda. 
Friendly,  his  friend,  in  love  with 

Cor  in  a. 
Sir  y^tf  Empty y  lover  of  Diana, 
Mr.  Shatter,  lover  of  Diana. 
Trickwell,  a  cheating  gamefter* 
Mr.  Da/hit,  a  vintner. 
Gu/ten,  a  goldfmith. 
Jervice,  his  man. 
oW/2,  Da/hit's  man. 
^tf^,  the  barber's  man* 

Carina,  the  whore. 

Marinda,  miftrefe  to  Wellman*.. 

Diana,  loves  Friendly. 

Ample,    their  woman, 

Mrs.  Da/hit,  wife  to  DafhiU 

Mrs.  Dunwell,  a  bawd. 


Conjlabky  Boys,  Fiddlers,  Watchmen. 
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A  C  T     I. 

Scene   i.  A  ftreet. 

Enter  Sam   <with  a    torch,  Dajhit  raving,  followed 
by     Mrs.   Dajhit, 

Mr.  Dajhit. 
U  N,    you   rogue,  run,  raife  the  ftreet, 
you  fon  of  a  carelefs  whore — cry  Hop 
thief,  flop  thief— 

Sam.  Which  way,  fir  ? 
Mr.   Dajh.  A  pox  of  ways—Sirrah, 
cry  flop  thief,    I  fay. 

Sam.  So  we  may  flop  honeft  men,  fir. 

Mr.  Dajh. 
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London,  ye  rogue  ;  there's  nothing  but  knaves,  cheats, 
cuckolds  and  traytors,  thieves  and  pick-pockets,  tho' 
I  be  one  of  the  livery.  A  pox  of  honefty,  my  plate's 
gone,  the  reckoning  unpaid,  I'm  cheated  and  undone  f 
therefore  run,  ye  dog,  run. 

Mrs,  Dajb,  Good  fweet  hufband,  have  patience. 

Mr.  Dajb.  Patience !  yes,  fo  you  advis'd  me  when 
I  found  the  alderman  and  your  ladyfhip  in  a  civil  pofture 
on  the  red  couch,  in  the  Swan.  Patience,  quotha!  pox 
of  your  remedies.     Get  ye  in,  here's  company. 


Enter  Footman  with   a  fiambeauy  folloiv^d  by   Friendly 
and  Wellman, 

Well,  Whe  ?  how  now,  mr.  Dafhit  !  what  enrag'd 
in  rancour,  and  the  beauty  of  London-bars,  your 
lady  too,  in  tears  !  what's  amifs  ?  unfold  this  dif- 
mal   ftory. 

Mr.  Dajb,  Only  cheated,  robb'd,  abus'd,  and  undone, 
fir;  that's  all,  that's  all.  [Weeps, 

Well,  As  how,  man  ?  come,  advance  thy  comely 
countenance,  and  do  not  let  thy  forrowful  fnout  be- 
dew thy  reverend  jerkin.  The  reafon,  my  hardly - 
honeft  Dafhit  ? 

Mrs.  Dajb.  Oh  fir,  mr.  Trick  well,  that  knave,  is 
this  night  run  away  with  our  great  gall  on- tankard,  fix 
filver  boats,  a  great  fait,  beiides  fpoons  and  forks. 

Mr,  Dajb.  Oh,  for  fome  wife  man  that  would  but 
find  them  out  prefently  ! 

Well.  Yes,  if  a  wife  man  could  be  found  out 
prefently. 

Friend.  How  was  this  plate  loft  ?  how  efcap'd  he  un- 
feen  with  it  ? 

Mr.   Dajb.  Why,  an't  like  ye,  fir,  thus :  as  I    un- 
derftand,  that  man,  (man,  quoth  I  r  no,  rather  monfter,)* 
that    t'other-end-of-the-town   villain,     nay,    I   believe 
that  jefuit  in   difguife,  fent  from  beyond  fea  to    ruin 
honeft  citizens ;  I  fay,  this  heathen,  Trickwell,  comes 

me 
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me-  into  my  houfe  this  evening,  with  a  great  two- 
handed  gentlewoman,  or  fome  prieft  in  petticoats  ; 
they  call  for  a  room,  pretend  to  fend  a  porter  for 
fome  ladies  of  delight,  befpeak  a  fupper,  but  no 
ladies  came. 

Mrs.  Da(h.  My  cocky  forgets  to  tell  your  worfhips, 
that  our  houfe  being  full,  we  had  no  room  empty  but 
the  great  parlour  below-ftairs. 

Mr.  Hold  your  peace,  hold  your  peace,  I  fay.    Am 
I   a  common-coancil-man,    like  to  be,  of  the  city  of 
London,    and  cannot  telL  my   tale  myfelf  ?   get  ye  in*, 
I   fay,  and  look  to  what's  left. 

Well.  Well,  fir,  on  with  your  relation. 

Mr.  Dafip.  Weil  fir,  a  noble  fupper  they  had  of  the 
heft  in  feafon  ;  I  came  in,  and  cry'd,  your  fervant,  gen- 
tlemen ;  afk'd  'em  how  they  lik'd  their  wine,  and  de- 
parted civilly  :  then  enter'd  a  blind  harper,  cries,  do  you 
lack  any  muhek,  fir  ?  he  cries,  play :  the  harper  un- 
cafes,  the  drawer  is  nodded  out,  who  obeys,  believing 
he  would  be  private  wi:h  the  gentlewoman;  and  'tis 
Sam's  part,  you  know,  fir,  to  wink  at  things. 

Well.  Right  and  civil. 

Mrs.  Dajb.  Aye,  aye,  but  he  mail  anfwer  for  that 
winking  at  thelaft  day,  I'll  warrant  him. 

Mr.  Dajh.  Weil,  fir,  having  eat  the  fupper,  and 
Trickwell  perceiving  none  in  the  room  but  the  blind 
harper,  whofe  eyes  heaven  had  fhut  up  from  beholding 
wickednefs,  opens  the  cafement  to  the  ftreet,  very  pa- 
tiently packs  and  pockets  up  my  plate,  un-naturally 
•thrufts  the  woman  out  of  the  window,  and  lvmfell 
moil  prepofteroufly,  with  his  heels  forwards,  follows. 
The  harper  plays  on,  bids  the  empty  dimes  much  good 
may  do  'em,  and  plays  on  ftill.  The  drawer  returns, 
cries,  what  do  you  lack,  gentlemen  r  but  out,  alas,  tho 
birds  were  flown,  fir,  flown.     Laments  are  rais'd. — 

Well.  Which  did  not  pierce  the  heavens. 

Mr.  Do.fi.  Sam  cries  out ;  my  wife  in  the  bar 
hears  the   noife,    and  flie  bawl-d  out ;-  I  heard   her, | 

and 
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and   thunder*  d  ;    the  boys   flew  like  lightning,  and  all 
was  in  confuiion. 

Well.  Well,  this   muft  be  for  fome  great  fins   com- 
mitted :  the  fins  of  the  bar  and  cellar,  unmerciful  bills* 
and  fophifticated  wine,  my  honeft  damn'd  vintner  : 
Repent,  oh  repent  and  mend,  and  be  found. 

Mr.  Da/b.  Well,  I   will  hang  that  rogue  Trickwell, 
;  and  there's  an  end  on't :  I'll  do't  ;  and  fo  good  night  to 
you,  gallants. 

\Exit  Dojkif  and  his  wife,  as  into  their  houfe. 

Well.  Well,  dear  Jack,  good  night:  I  have  a  vifit 
to  make  before  I  fleep,  and  will  take  my  leave  o'  thee. 
A  found  wench,  foft  fleep,  and  pleafant  dreams  bkis 
thee,  my  dear  Friendly. 

Friend.  Not  fo,  I'll  fee  thee  fafe  at  home  j  I  dare 
not  leave  you  to  yourfelf  fo  late  ;  you  are  warm  with 
youth  and  wine,  which  may  direct  you  to  the  un- 
doing of  that  body  of  yours,  which  ihortly  muft 
be  blefs'd  with  chafte  embraces.  Thefe  common  wo- 
men will  ruin  thee,  Frank  ;  faith  leave  'em  in  good 
time  :  come,  you  mall  not  to  a  bawdy-houfe,  I 
hate    'em, 

Well.  I  pray  for  their  continuance  and  encreafe,  e'er 
fince  I  thought  of  marriage. 

Friend.  tr'ythee  why  r 

Well.  A  married  man  ought  to  love  a  bawdy-houfe, 
as  Englifhmen  love  Flanders  ;  wifti  war  fhould  be 
mamtain'd  there,  left  it  fhould  be  brought  home  to  their 
own  doors. 

F.  tend.  Thou  art  a  worthy  lad,  and  brave ;  but  this 
damn'd  lull  has  been  thy  conilant  daily  vice,  the  only 
one  thou'rt  given  to. 

Well.  Pr'ythee  call  it  a  nightly  one  :  but  not  to  trine 
with  thee,  faith,  I  am  going  the  way  of  all  flefh. 

Friend.   To  a  whore  ? 

Well.  One  thou  callefl  fo,  a  very  publican  and 
firmer.  I 

Friend.  And  canfl  thou,  having  fuch  an  object  before 
thy  eyes  as  the  fair,  the  chafle   Marinda,  whom  thou'rt 

to> 
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to  marry,  give  thyfelf  up  to  the  loofe,  the  common 
arms  of  one  who  loves  thee  not  but  for  her  intereil  ? 
Damn  her,  thou  fhalt  not  go.  I  hate,  I  naufeate  a 
common  proflitute,  who  trades  with  all  for  gain ;  one 
that  fells  human  flefh,  a  mangonifl. 

Well.  Poor  devils,  what  would  you  have  'em  do  ? 
wou'dft  thou  have  'em  get  their  living  by  the  curfe  of 
man,  the  fweat  of  their  brows  ?  egad,  they  dearly  earn 
what  we  give  'em.  Is  charity  grown  a  fin,  or  reliev- 
ing the  poor  and  impotent,  an  offence  r  and  faith, 
Frank,  where  can  we  beftow  our  money  better  ?  in  land 
the  title  may  be  crack'd,  in  houfes  they  may  be  burnt, 
in  fine  cloaths  they  will  wear  out,  in  wine,  ala.s,  our 
throats  are  but  ihort,  and  our  heads  weak  ;  but  woman, 
oh,  dear  lovely  woman's  the  lading  true  pleafure.  Lay 
it  out  upon  woman,  I  fay,  and  a  thoufand  to  one,  fome- 
of  them  will  bellow  that  on  you  that  will  flick  by  you 
as  long  as  you  live  :  they;  are  no  ungrateful  perfons,. 
they'll  give  love  for  love  ;  do  you  proteil,  they'll  fwear ; 
do  you  vow,  they'll  lye  ;  do  you  figh,  they'll  weep  ;  do 
you  give   them    Englifh  coin,  they'll   repay  you   with 

the  French And  they  only  fell   their  bodies  :  do  not 

fome  of  our  fex  fell  their  fouls  ?  nay  fince  all  things 
have  been  fold,  honour,  jullice,  faith,  even  religion, 
pray  where' s  the  dishonour  of  felling  the  pleafures  of  a 
woman's  bed  ?  who  is't  would  live  and  toil,  but  for  a 
woman  ?  who  fights,  lies  cold  and  hard  in  an  open  field, 
but  to  gain  wreaths  to  lay  at  a  woman's  feet  ? 
And  'tis  a  truth  can  be  deny'd  of  no  man  : 
All  things  were  made  for  man,  and  man  for  woman. 
— — Give  me  my  fee. 

Friend.  Well,  fir,  I  fee  you  are  refolv'd,  and  I 
can  only  boafl  I  love  Diana  better  than  you  do  her 
filler,    Marinda. 

Well.  Come,  wilt  thou  go  with  me  ? 

Friend.   Whither? 

Well.  To  this  houfe  of  falvation. 

Friend.  Salvation  ! 

We& 
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Wtll.  Yes,  'twill  make  thee  repent.  Pr'ythee  go  to 
the  family  of  love,  I'll  (hew  thee  my  creature,  my  na- 
tural, my  miilrefs,  my  pretty  blue-ey'd  wanton,  my 
honeft,  fond,  felf-hearted  flatterer  ;  my  fair-fac'd, 
fweet-lip'd  rogue  ;  that  has  beauty  enough  for  her  vir- 
tue, virtue  enough  for  a  woman,  and  woman  enough  for 
any  reafonableman,  in  my  knowledge. 

Friend.  What,  to  a  bawdy-houfe,  to  vifit  an  impu- 
dent proftitute  ?  pox  on't,  'twill  make  me  hate  the  fex. 
The  word  object  the  world  can  fhow  me,  is  an  immodefl 
vulgar  woman. 

Well.    No     matter,    thou    malt  go  ;    go,   as    thou 
loveft  me. 

Friend,  Well,  fir,  I'll  go   to  bring  you  fafely  back. 

[Exeunt. 

S  c  e  n  e    changes  to  a   houfe. 

Enter  Mrs.  Dumv.efft  and  Tricknvell  drunk. 

Trick.  Nay,  Moll,  unreafonable  Mary  !  whe,  the 
whole  prize  was  not  above  forty  pounds  ;  and  haft  thou 
the  confcience  to  fnack  ten,  only  for  a  good  word  fpeak- 
ing,  a  little  holding  the  door,  and  bawding  ?  The  de* 
vice  was  my  own  too,  the  hazard  mine,  and  the  hang- 
ing may  be  mine,  whilft  thou  fecurely  filched  under 
my  conduct.  Come,  the  neft  of  cups  is  fair,  you  bitch, 
be  contented  ;  you  were  drunk  too  into  the  bargain, 
Moll.  Come,  bear  a  confcience,  Moll,  and  heaven 
will  blefs  our  endeavours :  befides,  Moll,  thou  haft  an 
honeft  calling  of  bawding,  which  brings  thee  in  a  pret- 
ty livelihood,  Moll  ;  when,  god  knows,  I  truft  to  no- 
thing but  my  own  induftrious  flight  of  hand.  Come, 
give  me  back  the    fait.  [Snatches  the  feller  fait. 

Dun.  By  yea  and  by  ray,  Trickwell,  I  am  afraid 
thou  wilt  play  the  knave,  and  reftore  'em. 

Trick.  No,  by  the  lord,  aunt,  reftitution  is  catho- 
lick  ;    and    you    know     oracles    are    ceas'd.     Tempuj 

prater- 
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frateritum. Doll  hear,  my   necdTary  evil  ? — Thou 

nngodly  fire  that  burnt  Diana's  temple,  doll  hear  ?  make 
Co rina  civil,  or  by  the  lord,  bawd — 

Dun.  Foregad  you  are  the  fouleft  mouth' d  fon  of  a 
whore,  the  profaned  railing  rafcal,  call  a  woman  the 
moll  ungodly  names !  I  muil  confefs  we  all  eat  of  the 
forbidden  fruit  ;  and  for  my  own  part,  though  I  am,  as 
they  fay,  a  bawd  that  covers  a  multitude  of  iins,yet  I  trull 
I  am  none  of  the  wicked,  that  go  to  iteeple-houfes 
with  profane  organs  in 'em,  ye  fcurvy,  faucy  Jack. 

Trick.  Who,  I  rail  at  thee,  my  induflrious  Moll,  my 
fubtie  procurer  ?  I  rail  at  thee,  my  neceiTary  damnation  ? 
I'll  make  an  Oration  in  praife  of  thy  modefly,  thou  flow- 
er of  thy  function. 

Dun.  And  I  think  I  have  deferv'd  it  at  your  hands, 
mr.  Trickwell;  for  J  have  afliiled  you  early  and  late,  up- 
rifing,  and  down -lying. 

Trick.,  Thou  hail  ;  therefore  Men :  A  bawd,  for  her 
profemon,  is  the  moil  honourable  of  all  the  twelve 
companies  ;  for  as  that  trade  is  moil  worihipful  that  fells 
the  befl  commodities,  what  mull  the  bawd  be  then,,  my 
little  Moll  ?  for  where  others  fell  fdk  cloaths,  gold  and 
filver,  pearls  and  diamonds,  thou  felleft  divine  virtue, 
virginity,  modesty,  maidtn-heads,  youth,  and  beauty  : 
and  who  arehercuflomers?  not  cits,  grooms,  mechanicks, 
and  dilbanded  foldiers ;  but  gentlemen  of  the  bell  rank, 
knights,  lords,  dukes  and  fquires.  Thus  fhe  lives, 
keeps  the  befl  company,  eats  and  drinks  of  the  beM 
and  domineers  when  fhe's  drunk,  reigns  queen,  Moll, 
over  her  adoring  fubjecls. — But  hold,  here's  Well- 
man  and  Friendly  !  what  a  pox  does  his  gravity  in 
a  bawdy- ho ufe  ? 

Enter    Wellman  and  Friendly. 

Well.  Come  along,  yonder' s  the  preface  to  my  mi- 
Hrefs,  her  matron,  or  bawd,  cr  what  you  pieafe* — Mrs. 
Dun  well,  your  fervant. 

Dun.- 
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■Dun.  Your  fervant,  fweet  fir:  ah,  you're  a  pretty  man, 
to  neglect   a  creature  that  loves   you  thus  ;    m   troth 

you  are But  well,    Til  fetch  her  to  you,  fir — 

[Exit  Dun. 

Well.  Do  {0,    fweet  mrs.    Dun  well What,    mr. 

Trickwell,  does  your   knavefnip  dare   walk  the  ilreet  r 
look  to"'t,  mr.  Dalriit  lies  in  waic  for  you. 

Trick.  The  more  fool  he;  I  can  lie  formyfelf:  a 
pox  of  the  rich  rafcal,  'tis  no  deceit  in  me  to  cheat 
him  ;  he  has  cozen'd  me  of  an  eftate  of  fome  two 
hundred  a  year,  with  his  damn'd  reckonings,  and  then 
who  but  honourable  mr.  Trickwell,  the  noble  'Squire, 
and  foforth,  till  he  had  got  all  my  land  in  mortgage  ; 
then  took  the  forfeiture,  and  tunvd  me  out  of  doors. 
1*11  plague  him  for't.  But  I  interrupt  your  diverfion, 
and  will  ki£s  your  hands,  my  noble  patrons. 

{Exit  Tricks-ell,  with  the  plate. 

Enter  Duns  ell  and  Cori?w,  Jhe  kicking  her. 

Well.   See,  fir,  this  is  the  ugly  thing  you  fo  defpife. 

Friend.   This  ! 

Well.  This  very  thing  :  'tis  but  a  dowdy — but  fhe 
fenes — 

Friend.  A  whore  this  ?  virtue  defend  me,  what  a  love- 
ly woman  'tis  ! 

Well.  Salute  her,  man,  falate  her. 

Friend.  Salute  her  !  yes,  and  leave  my  heart  upon 
her  lips. 

Well.  Go,  falute  my  friend  ;  this  is  my  friend,  Corina. 

Cor.  I  care  not  for  you  nor  your  friends  ;  I'm  fure 
you  ufe  me  fcurvily,  becaufe  you  know  I  love  you : 
but  I  mall  learn  thofe  arts  you  men  are  practis'd 
in  ;  and  fcorn,  and  hate,  and  hide  it,  "when  it  ierves 
my  turn,  as  you  can  do — I  mall — but  yet  I'm  true,  true 
as  my  virtue  wrhen  you  firll  fedue'd  it,  falfe  as  you  are— 
and  yet  I  love  you  ftrangely — 

Well.  Salute  my  friend,  I  fay — go,  you  fond  fool, 
clafp  his  neck  round,  and  prefs  his  cheeks  to  yours ; 

kifs 
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kifs  him  as  you  do  me,  as  foft  and  meltingly  :  go,  you 
coy  tit,  I  fay  you  mall.  [Kijfes  him. 

Friend.  She  'as  nYd  me  with  that  touch  : — There's 
witchcraft  in't. 

Well.  Come,  kifs  her  again  ;  by  heaven  thou  (halt, 
I'll  not  be  jealous  on't:  kifs  her  more  ardently — So, 
thou  wilt  learn  in  time.  Go  fetch  your  lute,  and  lee 
him  hear  ye  fmg  to't. 

Cor,  I'm  all  obedience,  fir,  when  you  command  ; 
but  I  have  fomething  heavy  at  my  heart  that  makes  me 
wifh  you  would  excufe  me  now. 

Well.  Go  to,  I  fay — what  can  fit  heavy  there  >  I 
love  thee,  love  thee  infinitely,  in  faith  I  do,  Corina, 
Here,  here's  gold  for  thee  ;  the  fummer's  coming  on, 
and  thou  perhaps  wants  toys,  as  gowns  and  points, 
and  petticoats.  I'll  have  thee  mow,  Corina,  with 
the  beft,  fpiendid  and  gay,  my  girl,  as  is  thy  beauty. 

Cor.  I'll  take  this  gold,  but  'tis  not  that  I  want: 
methinks  of  late  there  is  a  ftrange  decay  of  paiTion  in 
you ;  you're  not  fo  dearly  fond  as  you  were  wont,  fup- 
plying  ftill  your  want  of  love  with  gold  ;  your  miith  is 
fore'd,  your  vifits  cold  and  ihort,  as  winter-days;  and 
when  you  fpeak  of  love,  you  do't  with  caution.  There's 
fome  referve  hid  in  that  generous  breaft,  which  I 
wou'd  be  acquainted  with,  yet  tremble  left  you  mould 
betray' t  too  foon. 

Well.  Corina,  you  miftake  my  heart,  'tis  thine,  en- 
tirely thine ;  but  when  a  lover's  fure,  as  J  am  of  thy 
heart,  thofe  little  affrduities  are  neglected,  which  only 
hoping  lovers  ufe  to  pay.  I  am  happy  now,  and  have  no 
need  of  vows  but  thofe  of  conftancy.     Go  to  your  lute^ 

Cryr.  And  have  ye  non?  you  do  defign  to  marry  ? 

Well.  Fie,  you're  a  fool  to  think  I  be  fo  weak  ; 
marry  !  I  fcorn  that  flavery,  whilft  I  poffefs  all  the  de- 
lights of  it  with  thee,  without  its  plagues  and  care — - 
Go  to  your  lute.  [Exit  Cor,"] — Well,  frank,  and  how 
dofl  thou  like  my  miftrefs  ?  is  fhe  not  charming  ?  do 
you  blame  me  now  ?  in  troth  I  lov'd  her  dearly  once, 
tiff  my  foul  fhew'd  me  the  imperfections  of  my  body, 
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arc!  plac'd  my  love  on  a  more  worthy  object,  my  fair 
Marinda ;  which,  if  this  baggage  knew,  there  were  no 
being  for  me,  (he  would  fo  rave  :  Bat,  faith,  I  think 
I'm  not  fo  criminal  as  you  imagined,  hah  ? 

Friend.  Yet  (he's  a  whore  ! 

Well.  A  whore  !  oh  call  her  a  mifs5  a  lady  of  trie 
town,  a  beauty  of  delight,  or  any  thing.  Whore  !  'tis 
a  naufeous  name,  and  out  of  faihion,  now,  to  call 
things  by  their  right  names.  Is  a  citizen  a  cuckold  ?  no, 
he^s  one  of  the  livery  :  is  a  great  man  a  fool  ?  no,  he's 
weak,  or  led  away  :  is  a  perfon  of  quality  pocky r  no, 
but  is  not  well,  has  got  a  forfeit,  or  fo.  Come,  fhe  is  a 
n'liilrefs — but  heark,  fhe  fmgs  ! 

{A  fong   within  to  a  lute,  after  which,  enters 
Carina. 

Friend.  She'*  all  a  perfect  heaven  !  oh,  I  adore  her  ! 

Cor,  To  obey  your  commands,  I  fung,  my  love,  but 
I  had  rather  you  had  pardon'd  me. 

Well.  You  are  a  Ample  chit ;  go-,  get  you  gone,  and 
let  me  go ;   'tis  late,  and  I  am  fleepy. 

Cor.  This  language  was  not  wont  to  come  from  thee ; 
take  heed,  and  do  not  cheat  my  eafy  faith  :  for  if  yon 
do,  perhaps  'twill  make  me  mad  ;  and  in  my  wildnefs 
fome  ftrange  things  may  do,  may  ruin  both  our  lives. 
Take  heed,  for  now  I  love  ye  much  above  'em  both. 
Come,  you  fhall  flay  with  me  to-night. 

Well.  By  no  means,  my  dear,  this  gentleman  has 
vow'd  to  fee  me  chaftly  laid. 

Cor.  And  fo  ye  fhall :  the  play  of  infants  mall  not  be 
more  chafte.  I  have  no  wilh  to  make  him  break  hi* 
vow,  and  he  mail  have  a  bed. 

Well.  Peace  I  that  offer  will  offend  him  ;  he's  a 
modeft  man,  one  of  a  profeiVd  abftinence.  Good 
night. 

Cor.   And  muft  you  go  ? 

Well.  I  muft. 

Cor.  And  will  you  come  to-morrow  ? — bitf/oh,  I  did 
not  ufe  to  afk  fuch  queftions.     Will  yoa  be  fore  ? 
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Well.  I  will  ;  when  did  I  fail  ?  good  night.  Boy, 
your  flambeau.     Good  night,  Corina. 

\He  goes  out.   Friendly  ft  ays  * 

Cor.  Why  flay  you,  fir  ?  you  fee  your  friend  is  gone. 

Friend.  Madam,  if  he  knows  not  how  to  'prize 
heaven,  I  do  *  and  cannot  leave  the  pleafure  fo  foon, 
at  lead  if  you  will  give  me  leave  to  gaze,  I  dare  not 
fay  poffefs,  that  were  a  bl effing  fit  only  fo?  the  gods ; 
nor  knows  man  how  to  claim  it — — That  you  mould 
throw  away  fuch  wonderous  beauty  on  the  remifs,  cold, 
znd  infeniible ! 

Cor.  Who  is  it,  fir,  that's  fo  infenfible  ? 

Friend.  Death,  whither  does  my  paflion  hurry  me  ?  I 
ihall  betray  a  friendfhip  of  many  years,  for  a  flame  which 
a  new  lull  has  kindled  in  a  moment.  [JJide* 

Cer.  Heavens  !  are  you  filent,  fir  ?  what  made  ye  talk 
of  one  remifs  and  cold  ?  who  mean  ye,  Wellman  ?  oh, 
if  you  did— 

Friend.  I  meant  mankind;  for  none  can  merit  you — - 
Is  fne  unchafte  ?  can  fuch  an  one  be  damn'd  ?  oh  love 
and  beauty,  you  two  eldefl  feeds  of  the  vaft  chaos, 
what  ftrong  right  ye  have;  even  in  things  divine,  our 
very  fouls  !  [dfide. 

Cor.  Why  do  you  ftifle  what  was  fo  well  begun  ? 
unfold  ;  I  know  you  have  fome  meaning,  fir,  in  what 
you  have  to.  fay  :  concerns  it  Wellman  ? 

Friend.  No.     Anfwer  me  one  thing,  madam. 

Cor.  I  will  -*  for  you  have  fomething  to  relate,  which 
I  mull  hear.     Demand  ;  I  Men. 

Friend.  The  queftion  is  but  rude. 

Cor.  I  care  not— Wrhat  means  he  ?  [Jj7de. 

Friend,  Are  you — you  pardon  me  ? 

Cor.  I  do.  There's  fomething  in  his  heart  that  I 
mull  flatter  thence.     Be  confident. 

Friend.  And  are  you  then — a — whore  ?  you  faid  you 
wou'd  forgive.  [Bozl-s. 

'  Cor.  I  did  :  and  though  that  queflion's  rude,  yet  'caufe 
I  know  thou  haft  fome  reafon  for't,  Til  anfwer  thee  di- 
rectly, that  I  am. 

Friend. 
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friend.  Are  proftitutes  fuch  things,  fo  delicate  ?  can 
cuftom  fpoil  what  nature  made  fo  good  r  I  never  faw  a 
fweet  face  vicious  :  it  might  be  proud,  inconftant, 
wanton,   vain — 

Cor.  Oh  leave,  fir,  to  philofophize  on  beauty,  and 
.tell  me  why  you  do  fo. 

Friend.  Heavens  I  why  couldit  not   thou  be  conilant  ? 

■Cor.  Conilant  !  to  what?  to  whom  ? 

Friend.  To  Wellman  :  he  has  all  the  charms  of  na- 
ture ;  and  to  be  falfe  to  him,  was  fuch  a  fin — 

Cor.  Oh  heavens  !  what  bafe  flatterer  has  traduc'd  me? 
-tell  me  ;  who  dares  report  I  am  not  true,  not  true  to 
Wellman  ?  I  have  been  falfe  to  virtue,  falfe  to  honour, 
falfe  to  my  name  and  friends  ;  but  was  to  Wellman  what 
heaven  is  to  the  juft  and  penitent,  all  foft,  all  mercy,  all 
complying  fweetnefs. 

Friend.  By  heaven,  I  do  believe  it ;  and  ne'er  heard 
a  breath  that  could  profanely  fay  thou  wert  not  :  But, 
oh,  1  thought  with  reafon,  if  'twere  fo,  I  could  not 
fiightly  part  with  fuch  a  jewel,  or,  Indian-like,  barter 
this  real  gold  for  mining  gingling  bawbles.  Marinda  ! 
.heaven,  thou'rt  an  angel  to  her. 

Cor.  Enough:  I  know  my  doom  ;  that  word's  enough  ; 
and  I'm  betray'd  to  ruin  !  [AJide.']  I  will,  my  heart, 
thou  (halt  diilfimble  this — Go,  bafe,  falfe  man,  that 
with  the  name  of  friend  has  play'd  the  tray  tor  to  the 
belt  of  men.  I  know  thou  injur'ii  Wellman;  or  if 
true,  'twas  not  thy  part  to  tell  it:  hadft,  thou  licenfe 
for  fuch  a  -cruel  tale,  thou  fhou'dil  have  fpar'd  it 
to  her  that  lov'd  thy  friend.  Be  gone,  I  hate  thee, 
and  whatfoe'er  thou  mean'il  by  fuch  a  lye,  I  fcorn 
thee  for't,  and  think  thee  much  unfit  for  any  gallant 

friendfhip 1    know   'tis   truth,    and  wich  the 

fatal  knowledge  inflrucl  my  heart  to  break.         [ffife, 

[Goes   out. 

Friendly  mufing  akney   enter    Wellman  peeping. 
Well.  Tho'   I  do  not  care  for  this  woman  now,  yet 
fome  dregs  of  the  old  haunr.  of  jealoufy  remain  about 
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me  ftill ;  and  I  muft  fee  what  ufe  my  friend  and  quon* 
dam  miftrefs  makes  of  this  kind  opportunity — Hah,  a- 
lone,  and  mufing  !  [Liftens* 

Friend.  'Twas  not  well  done,  indeed,  to  tell  her; 
but  love  was  raging  in  me,  and  I  believ'd  I  fhould  infi- 
nuate  with  that  fecret. 

Weil.  By  heaven,  he's  caught  f  Eternal  laughter  feize 
me. 

Friend.  'Twas  love,  the  very  firfl  effetts  of  love 
were  treacherous  and  ill :  heaven  guard  me  from  the 
•reft.     Yet  I  muft  on  : 

Let  wintered  age   dully  pretend  to  prove 
That  love  is  lull  ,*  I  know  no  life  but  love. 

Well.  Is  it  fo,  fweetheart  ?  how  is't  ?  v\  h  it,  is  the 
worft  fight  the  world  can  produce,  a  common  woman 
now  ? 

Friend.  Hah,  will  you  go  home,  fir  ?  'tis  high 
bed-time. 

Well.  With  all  my  heart,  fir  ;  only  do  not  chide  me. 
I  muft  confefs —  m 

Friend.  A  wanton  lover  you  have  been.       [Shaming. 

Well.  When  love  was  raging  in  me.     [Shaming  again. 

Friend.     Oh  leave  your  rallying  :  will  you  be  gone? 

Well.  Let  wintered  age  dully  pretend  to  prove 
That  love  is  lull  ;  I  know  no  life  but  love. 
Go  thy  ways  for  an  apoftate  ;  I  believe  my  laft  garment 
muft  be  let  out  in  the  feams  for  you  :  Is't  not   fo  ?  but 
come,  I  muft  go  ferinade  Marinda  ;  but  take  this  cer- 
tain rule  along  with  thee  : 

Of  all  the  fools  that  ignorance  e'er  nurs'd, 

He  that  'gainft  nature  would  be  wife,  is  worft. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT     II. 

Scene  i,     A  ftreet . 


Writer   Wellman  y     Friendly,    and    Footmen    with  lights  > 
and  men  with  mujick,  as  under  Marinda's  window. 

Wellman. 

WELL,  gentlemen,  here's  the  window  of  my 
dear  Marmda  :  'tis  here,  my  friends,  refides  that 
lovely  maid,  whofe  beauty  chafes  away  thofe  lefler  fires 
that  did  infeft  my  heart.  Come,  gently  touch  your 
firings,  and  call  her  forth  to  blefs  me  e'er  I  go  to  reil  : 
I'm  not  half  fau&ify'd  without  a  fight. 

[They play  a  little,  then  a  fcng. 

Enter  Marmda  alo<ve,  in  night-drefsy  and  Diana. 

Mar.  Who's  there,  my  dear-lov'd  Wellman  ?  this 
was  kind. 

Well.  My  generous  Marinda !  when  did  I  e'er  ap- 
proach thee  but  with  kindnefs,  the  fondeft,  tenderer! 
part  of  kindnefs  too  ?  and  when  I  ceafe  to  do  fo,  heaven 
neglect  me. 

Mar.  And  me,  when  I  but  fear  the  contrary.  Wou'd 
I  could  let  thee  in ;  but,  oh,  I  dare  not  :  my  father 
nicely  careful,  tho'  thou'rt  mine,  mine  by  a  folemn 
contract,  yet  forbids  me  to  entertain  thee  with  that  free- 
dom yet. 

Well.  But,  my  Marmda,  'tis  a  heavenly  night,  fuch 
as  was  made  for  lovers,  (till  and  calm  ;  and  I  have 
fuch  foft  things  to  whiiper  to  thee,  as  pains  me  to  con- 
ceal. I  long  to  touch  thy  hand,  to  catch  thy  fighs,  and 
feau  my  head  upon  thy  rifing  bofoni.  A  fFeedom  now 
methinks  vou  might  allow  me:  'tis  verv  hard, 
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Mir.  Tis  f o  ;  but  yet  a  little  fuffering,  and  we  may 
meet  with  lawful  freedom  :  till  when,  continue  to  be 
true  and  kind. 

Well.  By  heaven,  by  all  the  Mars  that  fhine  above, 
and  by  thy  brighter  eyes,  I  will  be  ever  true. 

Mar,  I  muft  give  faith  to  what  you  fay  \  and  pr'y- 
thee  fmce,  eafy  maid,  I  do  believe  fo  foon,  in  pity  do- 
not  cheat  me.  Here,  wear  this  little  ring  ;  a  dying 
brother  gave  it,  and  bade  me  never  part  with  it,  but 
to  him  that  love  had  made  my  huiband  :  wear  it  thou  > 
for  thou'rt  my  foul's  bell  choice. 

[Takes  it   in  his  hand,  andkijfes  it. 

Well.  Which  when  I  part  from,  hope,  the  beft  com- 
fort of  my  life,   forfake  me. 

Dian.  Heavens !  what  a  long  tedious  tale  of  faith 
and  troth's  here  !  Could  I  once  fee  the  man  I  lik'd, 
I'd  have  done  a  thoufand  fine  and  more  material  things 
by  this  time. 

Well.  Madam,  here  is  a  man,  whom  if  you  could 
but  pity — 

Dian.  What,  my  grave  lover,  mr.  Friendly,  who 
hates  a  wencher  !  no,  by  my  troth,  I'm  for  no  fuch 
dull  ingredients  in  a  lover  :  I  love  a  man  that  knows 
the  way  to  a  woman's  bed  without  inftru&ions.  Befides, 
what  mould  we  two  do  together,  get  fools  ?  no,  I  hate 
thee.  ^ 

Well.  You  may  be  miftaken  in  your  man. 

Dian.  I  wifh  I  were  :  Let  him  but  bring  it  under  the 
hand  of  any  woman  who  has  been  kind  to  him,  and-I'll 
believe  him  fit  to  be  belov'd  by  me  ;  till  then,  I  am  ob- 
durate. 

Friend.  Well,  madam,  I'll  endeavour  to  obey  you. 

Dian.  Let  it  be  quickly  then,  I  hate  delays,  you 
know  I'm  ftor'd  with  lovers,  fir  John  Empty  will  be 
before  hand  with  you  elfe  ;  you  know  he's  a  fpruce 
fpark,  and  cannot  long  lay  fiege  before  a  heart,  but  he 
will  force  an  entrance :  he's  of  my  humour  too,  gay, 
loves  fiddles,  wine  and  women  ;  a  fool  and  rich ;  oh 
heavenly  qualities  !     Be  wife,  fir,    and  cpnfider  them, 

and 


Or,  A  Match  in  New gate,      367 

and  learn  to  whore  betimes  ;  you  know  not  what  you 
may  come  to.  Farewel,  the  day  begins  to  break,  and 
the  old  man  will  wake.  Good  morrow,  modeft  mr. 
Friendly,  \E xeunt  from  the  ^u:indo~JL\ 

Well.  Good  morrow,  mad-cap — Come,  mall's  go  to 
bed? 

Friend.  No,   F  cannot  Ileep  ;   I'll  walk  a  little, 

Well,  And  meditate  ?   Farewel,   fir,  I'm  for  reft, 

{Exeunt  all  but  Friendly-. 

Friend.  This  woman  yefterday  was  charming  to  me, 
and  now  all  that  me  faid,  feem'd  dull  and  tedious, 
Wnat  a  ftrange  change  is  here  !  The  light  comes  on  ; 
hark  how  the  free  born  birds  chant  forth  their  untaught 
palhons,  and  in  thole  pretty  notes  exprefs  their  love. 
They  have  no  bawds,  no  mercenary  beds,  no  politic 
reflraints,  no  artful  heats,  no  faint  duTemblings ;  cuftom 
makes  them  not  to  biufh,  nor  ihame  airlifts  their  name. 
Oh  happy  birds,  in  whom  an  inborn  heat  is  held  no  fin  ! 
How  vaftiy  you  tranfcend  poor  wretched  man,  whom 
national  cuftom,  tyrannous  refpect  of  flavifh  order  fet- 
ters, calling  that  fin  in  us,  which  in  all  elfe  is  nature's 
higheft  virtue.  But  a  whore  !  now  fhame  forfake  me, 
whither  am  I  fallen,  one  that  my  friend  has  had,  to 
live  to  be  a  fhameful  talk  to  men  ! 

Wellman  returns. 

Well,  I  have  a  mind  to  know  whether  Friendly  goes 
to  Corina  ;  when  I  am  abfent,  'tis  with  fome  regret  I 
think  he  mould  ;  but  prefent,  it  fo  pleafes  me  to  fee  his 
modefty  in  his  love,  I'm  ready  to  refign  her. — He's 
here  ft  ill ! — Good-morrow,  friend,  I  cannot  leave  thee 
thus  diffatibfied  ;  what  art  thou  ftudying  on  ? 

Friend,  Love  ;  but  it  likes  me  not. 

Well,  Why? 

Friend,  She  is  not  honeft. 

Well.  What  then  ?  fhou'd  we  hate  all  that  are  fo, 
fome  men  wou'd  hate  their  mothers  and  their  fitters;  a 
fin  againft  kind. 

Q^4  Friend. 
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Friend.  Is  k  a  wife  man's  part  to  be  in  love  ? 

Well.  Let  wife  men  alone  ;  'twill  befeem  thee  and 
me  well  enough. 

Friend.  And  fhall  I  not  commit  a  fin  againfl  friend- 
fhip? 

Well.  What,  to  love  where  I  do  ?  By  heaven,  I  re- 
iign  her  freely  to  thee  :  the  creature  and  I  muft  grow 
itrangers ;  and  by  this  time  file  has  heard  of  my  defign 
to  marry,  and  fwears  and  rails,  and  cries,  and  curfesjne. 
Come,  faith  I  will  refign  her,  and  you  fee  Diana  will 
like  thee  ne'er  the  worfe  for't. 

Friend.  I'll  but  embrace  her,  hear  her  fpeak,  and  at 
the  mofl  but  kifs   her. 

Well.  O  hark  !  he  that  cou'd  live  upon  the  fcent  of 
meat,  wou'd  live  cheaply. 

Friend.  I  fhall  never  become  heartily  a  man  o'  th* 
town,  a  kind  of  fUt  ungracious  debauchee  ;  an  unfuffi- 
cient  dulnefs   reigns  about  me. 

Well.  This  Italian  breeding  has  fpoil'd  thee,  and 
ftlfFen'd  thy  behaviour.  Come,  come,  thou  fhalt  to 
iker,  and  fhe  fhall  like  thee. 

Friend.  But  if  fhe  ihoiTd  not,  friend  ? 

IVe.ll.  fear  her  not,  'tis  her  trade,  and  what  fhe'as 
pra&is'd  long  with  many  lovers. 

Friend.  Was  fhe  not  true  to  thee  ? 

Well.  I  do  believe  fhe  was,  whilfl  fhe  was  mine. 

Friend.  Was  (he  a  finner  ere  you  faw  her  then  ? 

Well.  Oh,  a  very  [trumpet  !  Pardon  me,  truth.  Come, 
have  a  good  heart,  and  thou  fhalt  pofTefs  her,  fince  thou 
art  fo  in  love. 

Friend.  Death,  man,  'tis  deftiny,  I  cannot  help  it. 

Well.  Nay,  I  hope  fo.  Come,  come,  fhe  fells  but 
flefh  ;  fo  that  even  in  the  enjoying  thou't  regain  again 
thy  freedom.  Go  thy  ways.  [Exit.  Friend.  Enter 
Tric&well.']  How  now,  rafcal  !  wliat  make  you  up  fo 
early  ? 

Trick.  He  that  will  thrive,  mull  be  early  ftirring,  fir : 
I  am  going  to  get  the  penny,  fir  :  Ay,  heaven  has  en- 
dow'd  me  with  induflry,  I  thank  it. 

Well. 
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Well.  And  what  good  acquaintance  have  you ,  firraii  ? 
no  handfome  women  ? 

Trick.  Faith,  fir,  yes,  fome  do  ftart  up  now  and  then ; 
but  a  pox  on't,  when  they  have  run  through  all  the 
trades  and  degrees  of  the  city,  they  pafs  at  the  other 
fide  of  the  town  for  new  faces,  and  are  caught  up  by 
your  courtiers  for  innocent  and  honeil,  though  the  city 
furgeon  have  had  good  cuflomers  of  'em  ;  and  by  my 
troth,  fir,  I  hate  to  cheat  a  gentleman  with  falfe  ware. 
But  laft  night — 

Well  What  laft  night? 

Trick.  I  was  horrid  drunk  at  fupper  with  one  fir  John 
Empty,  a  brave  young  fool  for  my  purpofe  ;  I  brought 
him  a  wench,  one  Betty  Cogit ;  a  pox  on  her,  a  pretty 
drunken  whore  'tis,  and  handfome  :  if  me  can  ferve  you, 
I   can  bed  my  knight  with  any  other. 

Well.  Away,  you're  a  rogue  ;  I'll  talk  about  it  ano- 
ther time.  Farewel  :  Have  a  care  of  mr.  Damit,  fir- 
rah .  [  Exit  Wellman. 

Trick.  Let  mr.  Dafhit  have  a  care  of  me  -,  Til  take 
care  he  mall  be  cozen'd  moll  plentifully.  Now  for 
fome  new  device  ;  what  mall  it  be  ? 

\Enter  Jack,  a  boy  -oAth  barbels  things* 

Jack.  Pray,  fir,  which  is  the  way  to  Cheapfide,  to 
the  Sun -tavern  ? 

Trick.  Sun- tavern,  child  !  what  wou'dft  thou  do 
there  ? 

Jack.  Whe,  fir,  I  am  fent  for  to  trim  mr.  Dafhit  -7 
and  tho'  he  be  my  godfather,  I  know  not  the  way  to 
his  houfe. 

Trick.  Why,  art  thou  a  barber  ? 

Jack.  A  barber-fur geon,  fir. 

Trick.  To  what  bawdy-houfe  does  your  mafter  be- 
long r  and  what's  your  name  ? 

jack.  John  Scowre,  an't  like  your  worfhip. 

Trick.  John  Scowre  !  Good  mr.  John  Scowre,  I  de- 
fire  your  farther  acquaintance.  Nay,  be  coverd,  my 
dainty  boy.     Is  thy  mailer  at  home  I 
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Jack.  My  father,  forfooth,  you  mean  ;  but  he's 
dead. 

Trick.  And  laid  in's  grave,  good  boy  ? 

Jack.   Yes,  fir,  and  my  mother  keeps  mop. 

Trick.  A  good  witty  boy  ;  thou't  live  to  read  a  chap^ 
ter  to  the  family,  and  write  fermons,  John,  in  time, 
wo't  thou  not  ? 

Jack.  In  grace  a  God,  fir. 

Trick.  And  whither  art  thou  going  now,  John  ? 

Jack.  Marry,  forfooth,  to  trim  mr.  Dafhit  the  vint- 
ner.    He's  my  godfather,  I  told  you,  forfooth. 

Trick.  Good  boy,  hold  up  thy  head.  Pr'ythee  da 
one  thing  for  me  ;  my  name's  Hazard. 

Jack.  He!  good  mr.  Hazard  !  [Bows* 

Trick.  Lend  me  thy  barber's  implements. 

Jack.  Oh  lord,  fir  ! 

Trick.  Well  fpoken,  a  fine  boy  !  What  are  they 
worth,  child  ? 

Jack.  Oh  lord,   fir,  worth  !  I  know  not. 

Trick.  A  witty  child  !  Here's  a  milling  for  thee* 
Where  doft  live,  John  ? 

Jack.  At  the  three  wafh -balls,  forfooth,  in  Min- 
cing-lane. 

Trick.  Ay,  I  know't ;  a  delicate  boy  !  I  have  an  odd 
jeft.  in  my  head,  child,  to  trim  mr.  Dafhit  :  'tis  for  a 
wager,  boy,  a  humour  ;  I'll  return  thy  things  prefent- 
ly.     Hold,  let's  fee — 

[Takes  off  his   aprony  and  takes  his  things. 

Jack.  What  mean  ye,   mr.  Hazard  ? 

Trick.  Nothing,  child,  but  a  jeft.  Go  drink  a  flag- 
gon,  and  I'll  return  prefetitly. 

jack.  Pray,  fir,  do  not  flay. 

Trick.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man — The  three  wafh- 
balls,  John  ? 

Jack.  Ay,  fir. 

Trick.  Good  :  /And  if  I  do  not  fhave-  mr.  Dafhit^ 
my  ingenuity  wants  an  edge.  Let  me  fee,  a  barber  ! 
My  villainous  tongue  will  betray  me  ;  I  muft  ftep  in 
and  difguife  a  little.     For  my  fpeech,    what  if  it   be 

broken 
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broken  French,  or  a  northern  or  a  Welih  barber  ?  Good, 
the  widow  Scowre's  man  :  good,  newly  hir'd  a  journey- 
man ;  very  well :  I  have  my  cue,  and  will  proceed, 
happy  be  luck — 1  \*Exit  Trickwell. 

Scene   changes  to  Corina's  houfe. 

Enter    Carina    *uritb  her    hair  loofe,    raving,    and 
Mr  J.    DunwelL 

Dun.  Nay,  dear fweet  child,  do  not  torment  thyfelf  thus 
violently  :  fay  Wellman  be  to  be  married,  are  there  no 
more  young  gentlemen,  no  more  both  handfome  and 
rich  ?  Come,  come,  you  could  not  expect  to  build  ta- 
bernacles with  him. 

Ccr.  Damn  your  fententious  nonfenfe,  let  me  go 
loofe  as  the  winds  when  mad,  when  raging  mad.  'Twas 
you,  heaven  curfe  ye  for't,  that  firfl  feduc'd  me,  fwo 
that  he  lov'd  me,  wou'd  eternally ;  and  when  my  vir- 
tue had  refolved  me  good,  damn'd  witch,  whofe'  trade 
is  lying  and  confufion,  you  hard  befieged  it  round  with 
tales  of  Wellman,  repeated  all  his  charms  fo  often  o'er 
my  heart  began  to  yield,  and  virtue  fade  like  flowers 
with  too  much  heat  ;  which  when  you  faw,  a  curfe 
upon  your  tongue,  you  told  him  where  the  part  was 
feebleft  here — told  him  my  ilrength,  and  how  he  belt 
might  conquer  :  and  he,  oh  lovely  tyrant,  found  it 
true,  and  never  ceas'd  till  he  had  vanquifh'd  all. 
Leave  me,  thou  witch,  that  hail  reduced  this  foul,  this 
body  too,  to  nothing  but  a  grave. 

Dun.  To  nothing  !  Marry  and  that's  not  my  fault  ;  I 
have  made  as  many  proffers  of  your  virginity  fince  he 
ruin'd  it,  as  if  you  had  been  my  own  daughter  a  thou- 
sand times,  fo  I  have  ;  but  you  were  fo  peevifh,  you 
ever  flood  in  your  own  light  ;  nothing  would  down 
with  you  but  Wellman. 

Cor.  Hell  take  thy  tongue,  or  blaft  it. 

Q_6  Dun. 
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Dun.  Ay,  for  God  forgive  me,  it  has  been  a  thou* 
fand  times  forfworn  for  you,  and  yet  I've  brought  you 
to  nothing.  Have  I  not  brought  you  Englifh  and 
French  merchants  of  the  bed  rank,  jews  of  the  richeit 
tribes,  Jrifti  lords,  Scottiih  earls ;  and  laltly,  the  Dutch 
agent,  who  offer'd  ye  a  tun  of  money  ?  and  is  all  this 
nothing  ?  Come,  come,  had  you  had  grace,  you  had 
made  ibmething  of  all  thefe  ;  but  nothing  but  Well- 
man  was  regarded. 

Cor.  Oh  that  hated  name !  like  fome  black  charm 
it   curdles  up  my  blood. 

Du?i.  And  yet,  o'my  confcience,  the  gentleman's  an 
honeit  gentleman,  and  one  you  have  got  fairly  by  ;  I 
holp  him  to  you,  and  have  I  this  for  my  labour  ? 
Well,  Mary  Dunwell,  [*veeps~\  go  thy  ways ;  Mary 
Dunwell,  thy  kind  heart  will  bring  thee  to  the  hoi- 
pital. 

Cor.  I'll  be  reveng'd  ;  nothing  but  dire  revenge  fhall 
fatiate  my  rage.  Methinks  1  am  infpir'd  with  manly 
llrength,  a  bloody  courage  fwells  my  rifmg  heart,  and 
I  ihall  act  fome  wonderous  difmal  mifchief.  And  yet 
to  fee  him  bleed,  he  that  has  fworn  fo  many  tender 
things,  and  breath'd  'em  all  in  kifTes  on  my  bofom  ;  but 
now  all  thofe,  and  thoufands  new  invented,  he  pays  an- 
other miitrefs  more  belov'd.  I  die,  1  die,  and  can- 
not bear  that  thought,  by  which  I  find  I'm  feeble  wo- 
man {till.  Why  didft  thou  (tell  me,  for  I'll  here  be- 
gin,) why  didrt  thou  praife  this  moniter  ?  —  To  my 
foul.  [Dr«w  a  dagger  a?id  takes  hold  of  her. 

Dun.  Heavens,  madam,  hold  and  hear  me  :  I  did 
praife  him,  I  conftfs  ;  I  laid  he  was  a  fool,  a  laviih  fcol, 
one  that  loved  women  more  than  his  religion  ;  that  he 
kept  high,  and  lov'd.  molt  ardently  :  but  what  of  this  ? 
the  wind  you  fee  is  turned. 

C$r.  Turn  all  then  to  confufion ;  turn,  thou  witch, 
'tis  I  will  play  the  devil.  Heart,  refolve,  and  fet  down 
this  decree,  never  to  reft  till  thou  hail  made  him  equal 
to  me*  wretched. 

Enter 
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Enter  Boy. 

Bo^,  Madam,  mi\  Wellman  and  mr.  Friendly  are  be- 
low/and  defire  leave  to  kifs  your  hand. 

Cor,  Oh,  he's  grown  ceremonious  in  his  vifits.  No 
more,  I  will  be  calm,  as  if  my  fortune  knew  no  change  y 
I  will  diffemble,   fmile  ; 

I'll  fhew  myfelf  all  woman  in  my  art, 
But  be  a  very  devil  in  my  heart, 

[Puts  the  dagger  and  pijiol  in  her  tnxA  pockets* 

Enter  Wellman  and  Friendly. 

Well.  How  now,   Corina,  what  diforder's  this  ? 

Cor.  Oh,   my  dear  life  !    this  woman   has  difpleas'd 
me  ;    but  one  kind   look  from,  thee  chafes  all   other' 
thoughts  out  of  my   foul. 

Well.  But  what's  the  matter  ?  do  not  diffemble  with 
me. 

Cor.  With  thee  !  far  be  fuch  art  from  thy  Corina*s 
tongue  ;  you've  taught  her  truth  with  love.  What  elfe 
{hou'd  fuch  a  maiter  teach  a  mifirefs  ?  Come,  I  for- 
give her  now  :  alas,  fhe'as  loft  the  little  dog  you  gave 
me.  Wou'd  it  not  grieve  one.  to  lofe  aught  of 
thine  ? 

Well.  Fie,  fie,  cry  for  a  dog  ?  what  would'ft  thoa 
do  for  me,  that  pay 'it  fuch  tributes  to  a  poor  worth- 
lefs  animal  ? 

Cor.  For   thee  !  weep   tears  cf  blood  ;  but  'tis  im- 

poffble  I  could  be  robb'd  of  thee  by   aught  but  death. 

I  know  thy  noble  heart — to.  be  a  tray  tor.  [Jjtde. 

Well.  Thou    art  io  fond,  thou  mind'ft  nothing  but 

me  ;  feeft  thou  not  my  friend  ? 

Cor.  Yes,  and  love  him  too,  next  to  thy  felf,  by  hea- 
ven ; — for  he's  as  great  a  villain, being  he's  a  man. [J/ide. 
Come,  fir,  you  muft  not  be  fo  fad  ;  I'll  fmg  and  dance, 
do  any  thing  to  make  you  gay  and  fmile  :  for  trull  me, 
fir,  I  hate  iad  company.     Heavens,  what  ails  you,  fir? 

have 
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have  you  tke  tooth-ach,  fir  ?  I've  many  remedies  for 
that. 

Friend.  No,  my  pain  is  at  my  heart ;  have  you  a 
cure  for  that  ? 

Cor.  A  thoufand.  Kind  eyes,  foft  flghs,  and  kifles 
well  applied. 

Friend.  'Twill  but  increafe  the  pain  :  'twas  fo  I  caught 
it. 

Cor.  Alas  !.  I'll  fmg  then  ;  I  have  a  thoufand  fongs, 
fo   pretty  and  fo  loving — 

Friend.  Still  that  but  hurts  me  more. 

Cor.  Then  I've  no  remedies,  [fighs.]  Hah,  what  ring 
is  that  ?  I  like  it,  and  muft  have  it, 

Well.  No,  you  muft  not,  love. 

Cor.  Fie,  you  call  me  love,  and  cry  I  muft  not !  I 
fay  I  will.  How  now  !  who  is't  commands  where  I 
am  ? 

Well.  You  intirely  ;  but  this  ring  I  cannot  part  with. 

Cor.  'Tis  my  rival's  !  Rot  with  his  finger  ;  how  it 
fires  my  blood,  and  the  red  flame  kindles  about  my 
face,  and  will  betray  my  heart !  [J/Ide.]  Come,  'tis  a 
trifle. 

Well.  I  care  not  for  the  value. 

Cor.  Has  it  a  worth  befides  its  own  intrinfic  one  ? 

Well.  Nay,  you're  of  late  fo  peevifh  and  fo  jealous, 
that  you  grow  troublefome. 

Cor.  Jealous  !  by  this  dear  mouth  not  I.  [kiffes  him.'] 
Come,  give  me  the  ring  ;  by  all  that's  kind  you  fhall  : 
By  all  our  loves,  and  by  all  thofe  foft  embraces  when 
in  my  arms  you  fwore  eternal  love,  eternal  faith,  I  do 
conjure  ye  give  it  me  :  I  never  us'd  to  beg  fuch  toys  in 
vain. 

Well.  Thou  art  uncivilly  importunate.  Go,  fool, 
thou  fhalt  not  ha't  ;  I  care  not  for  thee  nor  thy  jea- 
loufy. 

Cor.  He  fpeaks  his  foul  in  that,  which  from  his  mouth 
deftroys  all  my  diflembling.  \Afide~\  I  know  that  ring, 
thou  falfer  than  the  devil ;  I  know  it  is  Marinda's,  your 

new 
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new  miftrefs :  Take  her,  but  take  her  far  from  me,  be 
fure  ;  keep  her  as  thou  wouldft  fecrets  that  would  damn 
thee  ;  for  if  {he  take  but  air,  {he  is  no  more  ;  it  will 
be  all  infected  with  my  fighs  and  curfes,  and  'twill  be 
catching,  fir  :  look  to't,  it  will. 

Well.  Thou'rt  grown  a  hectoring  whore  ! 

Cor.  Leave  me,  or  fuch  another  word  from  thee  will 
put  thee  into  danger.  Dar'ft  thou  upbraid  the  faults 
thou  haft  created  ?  Furies  po{Tefs  me,  that  I  may  en- 
counter the  like  fate  or  killing  blafts  !  Oh  I  cou'd  rave 
to  think  I  want  that  power  that  might  deftroy  thee  ! 

Well.  Do  not  turn  witch  before  thy  time,  Corina. 

Cor.  I  wou'd  I  were,  that  I  might  be  an  age  in 
damning  thee  :  But  words  are  air  that  blow  above  thy 
head,  and  cannot  wound  nor  blaft.  [Sighing* 

Well.  Nay,  if  you  rave,  I'll  leave  ye  ;  fare  ye  well. 
You  will  not  go.  [She  catches  him. 

Cor.  And  is  it  true,  haft  thou  abandoned  me  r  Can'fl 
thou  forget  our  numerous  bliffes  paft,  the  hours  weVe 
wafted  out  in  tales  of  love,  and  curft  all  interruption 
but  of  kiffcs,  which  'twixt  thy  charming  words  I.  ever 
gave  thee  ;  when  the  whole  live -long  day  we  thought 
too  {hort,  yet  bleft  the  coming  night  ?  Hail  thou  forgot? 
falfe  are  thy  vows,  all  perjur'd,  and  thy  -  faith  broken 
as  my  poor  loft  forfaken  heart  ;  and  wou'dft  thou  wiih 
me  live  to  fee  this  change  r  CouMft  thou  believe,  if 
thou  hadft  hid  it  from  the  talking  world,  my  heart 
cou'd  not  have  found  it  out  by  fympathy  ?  Ah  fooiiih,  un- 
conndering,  faithlefs  man  ! 

Well.  This  is  as  troublefome  as  rage  to  me. 

[Breaks  from  her. 

Cor.  Some  comfort  that  thou  doft  eonfefs  thou'rt  bafe; 
and  this  laft  blaze  of  my  departing  love  has  but  a  mi- 
nute's light,  and  now  'tis  gone. 

Well.  It  went  in  fume,  and  leaves  a  fcent  behind  it 
which  does   offend  my  fen{e  :   Farewel.  [Goes  out. 

Cor.  Farewel.  And  doft  thou  think  I'll  part  with 
thee  thus  tamely  ?  Faithlefs,  unthinking  fool ;  by  hea- 

vcm 
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ven,  no  other  woman  (hall  polTefs  thee ;  the  perjurd 
heart  you  gave,  thus  I  demand. 

[Takes  a  pi /hi  out  of  her  pocket ,  fires  it  at  his 
breaji  ',  ft  only  fiajbes  in  the  pan  :  Friendly 
runs  to  her  ;  /he  throws  it  aivay. 
Oh  damn  this  treacherous  initrument,  falfe  as  the  heart 
'twas  aim'd  at  :  But  fince,  like  coward  ftates,  I  want- 
ed courage  to  attack  the  foe,  I'll  turn  my  fury  into  civil 
broils,  and  hurl   all  to  confufion  here  within. 

Offers  to  flab  her/elf;  Friendly    runs     to  her, 
prevents  hcry  and  fie  feems  fainted  a  little 
while    in  his  arms. 
Friend.  Pray  leave  her,  fir,  your   prefenee  but    in- 
flames her. 

Well.  I  will :  look  to  her,  pr'ythee. 
Cor.  I  was  too  rafh,  and  mift  from  too  much  violence 
and  rage — I  might  have  more  fecurely  done  the  bufinefs. 
[Jfide.~\  Pray  leave  me,  fir. 

Well.  I  cannot  go,  a  iire  in  my  blood  confines  me  here  : 
'Tis  not  a  virtuous  flame  ! 

No,  raging  luft  my  wilful  fate  does  move  ; 

The  Gods  themfelves   cannot  be  wife  and  love. 

Cor.  This  man,   whom  J  abhor   becaufe   his  friend, 

through  all  my  rage  I  fee  has  a  paflion  for  me ;  raife  it, 

ye  powers,  till  it  become   fo  high   to  be  employ 'd   to 

any  ufe  I'll  put  it  to,  a  fatal  instrument  of  my  revenge. 

\Afide. 

Friend.  Lovelieft  of  all  your  injur'd  fex — 

Cor.  You're  charitable  to   the  forfaken,  fir,  but  'tis-, 

alas,    all    thrown     away    on    me  ;     for   I   can  never 

more  believe  there  can  be  honefty  in  man,  fince  Wellman 

is  all  vice. 

Friend.  What  devil,  envious  of  his  glorious  choice,, 
contriv'd  to  make  him  faithlefs  to  fuch  beauty  f  had  I 
that  blefling,  which  I  dare  not  name,  hardly  dare  wim, 
'tis  fo  above  my  merit,  I  fhould  defpife,  as  ufelefs  and- 
unneceilary,  all  the  vaft  joys  befides  heaven  has  in  ftore, 
and  at  thy  feet  lay  all  my  fortunes  down,  and  fet  up  my 
eternal  red  with  thee. 

Cor.  Juft  fo  he  fpoke,  and  I  fond  fool  believ'd,  and 

ur'd 
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tir'd  h  m  out  with  love  ;  but  you're  all  falfe,  inconftant, 
faithlefs  tyrants,  and  betrayers  even  in  that  very  minute 
that  you  gain  us ;  we  forfeit  all  our  hopes  in  you  for 
ever.     I  can  believe  no  more. 

Friend.  Silence  and  modefty  were  wont  to  be  my  two 
accuflom'd  virtues ;  but  my  love  grows  high  and  rages 
in  me  like  a  ilorm  :  would  you  believe  my  vows  ;  but 
you  have  been  deceiv'd  that  way  already  :  therefore, 
thou  dear,  thou  lovely,  injured  fair  one,  credit  my 
plain  fincerity.  I  love,  and  to' be  fhort,  would  have 
thee  pay  my  flame  ;  I  will  be  grateful  in  what  way  you 
pleafe.  Take  me  to  your  embraces,  to  your  bed.  I  am 
not  us'd  to  afk  fuch  queflions,  madam,  and  want  terms 
fit  to  drefs  'em  in. 

Cor.  And  do  you  take  me  then  for  fuch  a  creature, 
that  have  no  fenfe  but  appetite,  the  brutal  part  of  love  ? 
forbear  to  name  it  to  me,  you  offend  me. 

Friend.  Forgive  me  ;  I  would  have  you  love  me  too  : 
and  if  I  have  too  haflily  run  o'er  what  ought  to  have 
been  faid  of  my  vaft  pafiion,  and  came  too  rudely  on 
the  wifh'd-for  part,  'tis  tjie  effects  of  youthful  igno- 
rance, of  hot  defire,  and  eager  to  be  happy. 

Or.  How  (hall  I  feign  t©  yield  r  [JJide.]  There's 
fuch  a  feeming  honefl  plainnefs,  fir,  in  what  you  fay,  in 
fpight  of  all  my  grief,  I  liilen  to  your  language,  Cou'd 
you  be  true,  cou'd  you  convince  me  throughly  that 
you  lov'd — 

Friend,  kneeling.  What  art  will  do't  ?  what  vows* 
what  protections,  what  proofs,  what  gifts,  befides  a 
faithful  heart  ? 

Cor.  Shall  I,  or  can  I  trull  again  r  oh,  fool,  how 
natural  'tis  for  women  to  believe  ! 'but  when  you've 
gain'd  the  utmofl  that  you  afk,  wi  1  you  not  then 
grow  cold  ? 

Friend.  As  foon  the  fun  fhall  lofe  its  native  heat,  de- 
nying  warmth  to  flowers. 

Cor.  I  mufl  have  more  than  this :  can  you  believe 
this  heart,  that  has  been  us'd  fo  ill  already,  can 
truil  on  feeble  vows  ?    can  you  be  bravely  kind,  re  • 

folve 
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iblve  a  deed  would  make  a  foul  that  is  riot  fix'd  in  love  ? 

Friend.  Is  it  a  deed  that  I  may  do  with  honour  ? 

Cor.  I  did  not  rludy  that ;  but  if  there  be  any  thing 
that  iiands  in  competition  with  your  love,  it  is  not  worm 
my  owning. 

Friend.  Be  it  what  it  will,  'tis  for  fo  rich  a  prize, 
without  demanding  what,  I'll  vow  it  done. 

Cor.  I  hate  this  Weliman  :  you  may  guefs  the  reft. 
Good  day  to  you. 

Friend.  Leaving  me  !  by  heaven  we  mufl  not  part  : 
love  and  defire  are  madly  raving  in  me ;  my  impatient 
heat  admits  of  no  refinance  :  I  cannot  live,  without  you 
grant   me  inftantly  that  which   I  dare  tot  zfk. 

[FoUqivs  on  his  knees. 

Cor.  As  long  as  Weliman  lives,  I've  made  a  vow  ne- 
ver to  love  again  ;  yet  am  I  underflood  ? 

Friend..  Will  you  be  mine  when  Weliman  is  no 
more  ? 

Cor.  By  all  my  hopes,  by  my  laft  bell  of  wifhes. 

Friend.  Be  mine,  and  only  mine,  for  ever  mine  ? 

Cor.  Inviolably  yours. 

Friend.  Then  hear  me,  on  my  knees  I  make  this 
vow  :  Weliman  fhall  die  before  to-morrow's  light.  Now 
may  I  hope  my  blifs  ? 

Cor.  Yes,  when  the  deed  is  done.  And  for  a  to- 
ken that  you  have  difpatcrTd  him,  bring  me  that  dia- 
mond that  he  wears,  and  which  he  did  refufe  me  —  Do 
you  paufe  r 

Friend.  Only  the  manner,  fweet — 

Cor.  Oh,  you  may  pick  a  fudden  quarrel  with  him, 
word  it  to  blows,  and  then  take  all  advantages. 

Friend.  And  will  my  vows  to  kill  him  merit  nothing  ? 

Cor.  No,  I  have  vow'd,  and  if  you  love  you'll 
yield  to't. 

Friend.  Enough— Farewell.  [She goes  ouK 

Delays  in  love's  the  lover's  only  hell. 

[Going  out  hajiily,  ft  op. 
Hah  1  whither  would  my  hafty  fteps  mifguide  me  ?  was 
I  not  ruining  on  to  kill  a  friend  \  to  kill  a  friend,  oh 

'tis 
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'tis  to  kill  myfelf !  Paffion,  how  hellifh   art  thou  !  oh, 
how  vile,  to  kill  a  friend  to  gain   a  finful  woman  for 
appetite,  for  fenfual  end,  and  momentary  pleafure  ! 
And  vices  like  to  fwelling  rivers  flow, 
The  further  that  they  run  they  bigger  grow. 
Heav'n!  how  near  was  I  to  being  undone!  I'll  fly,  left 
the  temptation  overtake  me.  \Exit* 

Scene  changes  to  Daihit's  houfe. 

Enter   Mrs.  Dajhit    'with    a    hag     of  money,    Mr* 
Dajhit  following* 

Mr.  Dajh.  Well,  is  the  money  right  ? 

Mrs.  Dajh.  Juft  fifty  pounds,  hoaey,  in  good  hard 
half-  crowns. 

Mr.  Dajb.  Well,  mr.  Trickwell,  'tis  your  confound- 
ed worfhip  put  me  to  this  charge ;  but  an  I  catch  thee, 
an  I  do  not  charge  thee  with  as  many  irons,  may' ft 
thou  cozen  me  again,  knave,  may'ft  thou  cozen  me  a- 
gain.  Well,  wife,  is  the  barber  come  ?  I'll  be  trim'd, 
and  then  to  my  neighbour  Gllften's,  the  goldfmith,  to 
new  furnifh  myfelf  with  plate. 

Mrs.  Dafo.  Truly,  hufband,  furely  heaven  is  not 
pleas'd  with  our  vocation  j  we  wink  at  the  fins  of 
our  cuftomers,  our  wines  are  merely  proteftant,  and 
I  now  fpeak  it  with  grief  of  heart,  we  fry  nih  with 
fait  butter,  to  the  burden  of  my  confcience,  calling 
our  wines  by  forty  heathenifh  names  to  difguife  truth. 

Mr.  Daft.  Hold  your  prating;  a  pox  of  your  con- 
fcience, go  mind  your  bufinefs  in  the  bar,  fcore  double, 
and  mend  the  matter  with  a  vengeance. 

\Exit  Mrs.  Dajh.  lays  the  money  on  the  table* 

Enter  Trickwell  drefi V  like  a   harler. 
How  now,  friend,   what  are  you  ? 

Trick.  A  barber,  fir,  the  widow  Scowre's  man,  an't 
like  your  worfhip  ;  my  name's  Timothy  Hazard,  fir. 

Mr.    Dap. 
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Mr,  Dajh.  Very  well,  verjT well;  and  how  does  my 
godfon,  Timothy?  ■ 

[Da/hit  Jits  down  in  a  chair,  he  puts  the  things 
about  him. 
"Trick.  Very  well,  an't  like  your  worfhip  ;  he's  gone 
to  trim  parfon  Cuffett. 

&r>  Dajh.  And   how  long   have  you  been  a  barber, 
Timothy  ? 

"Trick.  A  year,-  an't  like  your  worfhip,  come  Chrift- 
mas. 

Mr.  Dajh.  What,  what,  and  a  good  workman,  Tu 
mothy  ?  and  may  I  trull  myfelf  in  thy  hands,  Timothy?^ 

T'rick.  Oh  doubt  me  not,  fir,  I'll  fhave   your  wor- 
ship as  cleverly,  as   your  worfhip  lhall  confers,  by  that 

time   I've   done Hah,  'tis  cam  ! 

[Fee/s  for  the   money -bag. 

\VVhilfi  he  is  lathering  him  they  talk. 

.Mr.   Dajh.  Well,  Timothy,    and  what's   the  news, 

Timothy  ?  you  barbers  are  notable  news- mongers,  good 

commonwealth's-men  :  You — < 

Trick.  Marry,  fir,  I  know  none  but  of  the  fpeaking 
child  and  the  monfler. 

Mr.  Dajh.  How,  the  monfters !  what  monflers,  good 
Timothy  ? 

Trick.  Has  not  your  worfhip  heard  of  the  monfler, 
the  Gravefend  moniler  ? 

Mr.  Dajh.  By  my  troth  not  I. 

Trick.  Why,  fir,  there  came  afhore  laft  night  four 
and  twenty  huge,  horrible,  devouring — 

Mr.  Dajh.  Btefs  us  !  what  ? 
^    Trick.   Whales,  fir  ;  which   no   fooner  came  afhore, 
but  they  turn'd  into   fearful  elephants  that  roar'd,  then 
into  cockatrices  that  crow'd  and  frighted  all  the  judges 
out  of  Weflminfler-hal-1. 

Dajh.  Good  lord  ! 

Tnck.  And  in  a  moment  thefe  cockatrices  were  turn'd 
into  fo  many  huge  giant j  in  fcarlet,  with  triple  crowns 
on  their  heads,  and  forked  tongues,  that  hifs  fo  loud, 
the  niofe   is  heard  teethe  Royal-exchange;  which  has  put 

the 
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the  citizens  into  fuch  a  confternation,  that  'tis  thought 
the  world's  at  an  end. 

Dap.  Good  lord  !  and  what  may  this  portend,  Ti- 
mothy ? 

Trick.  Portend,  fir,  popery,  fir,  popery  $  and 
thefe  monflers  are  call'd  the  four  and  twenty  whores  of 
Babylon. 

Dap.  Oh  monftrous !  four  and  twenty  whores  !  the 
0a  ion  will  be  over-run  with  popery  indeed,  Timothy  : 
blefs  us.,  what  monilrous  things  are  thefe  popifri  monflers ! 
Well,  in  grace  of  god,  my  wife  and  I  will  fee  thefe 
feur  and  twenty  whores.  Nay,  nay,  god  blefs  good  lit- 
tle England  ;  this  muft  portend  right-down  popery, 
that's  certain. — Well,  haft  thou  no  merry  news,  Ti- 
mothy ? 

Trick.  Faith,  fir,  they  fay  that  there's  five  and  twenty 
couple  of  bears  are  to  dance  a  dance  in  Paris-garden  be- 
fore the  king ;  and  four  and  twenty  couple  of  French 
apes  play  to  them  upon  the  flute-doux. 

Dap.  Oh  pox,  Timothy,  this  mull  be  a  lye,  Timo- 
thy ;  an  this  be  not  a  lye  I  am  an  afs,  iYaith  :  four 
and  twenty  bears  dance  to  flute-douxes  !  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Trick.   'Tis    credibly  reported,  fir Shut  your 

eyes  clofe,  fir;  clofer,  yet,  fir,  this  ball  will  make  'em 
fmart. 

Dap.  Ay,  ay,  Timothy,  I  do  wink. 
Trick.  Hold,  fir,  your  head  will  take  cold — [Puts  vn 
a  foofs  cap.~\  I'll  put  on  your  good  worfhip's  night-cap. 
So,  now  I'll  {have  you,  fir. — This  mud  along  with  me, 
this  beaver  too  ;  and  now  adieu,  worfhipful  mr.  Dafhit, 
[Leaves -him  in  thefuds,  thebafonins  hand,  and 
runs  a<vsay  with  the  money.  Exit. 

Dap.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  four  and  twenty  couple  of  Eng- 
lifh  bears  dance  to  the  muiick  of  French  apes !  Ha,  ha, 
ha^  in  faith,  good  Timothy,  thou  makefl  my  worfhip 
fmile But  heark  ye,  Timothy,  doflknow  one  Trick- 
well  ?  a  villainous  rogue,  Timothy,  cheated  me  Jaft 
night  of  fifty  pounds  in  plate  ;  but  I'll  plate  him,  with 
a  pox,  an  I  catch  him.     Come,  hafte.,  good  Timothy . 

Art 
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Art  thou  free,  Timothy  ?  I  am  one  of  the  common- 
council,  Timothy,  and  may  do  thee  good,  ihortly, 
Why,  Timothy  !  Timothy  !  doll  leave  me  in  the  fuds  ? 

Why,  Timothy  !   I    mail  be  blind  with  winking. 

[Wipes  his  eyes.']    Timothy  I    hah  you Wife,    my 

money,  wife  I 

Enter  Mrs.  Da/bit. ' 

Mrs.  Dajh.  What's  the  noife  here?  you  are  always 
bawling. 

Mr,  Dajh.  'Owns,  ye  whore,  where's  Timothy  r 

Mas.  Daft.  What  Timothy* 

Mr.  Daft.  Why,  the  barber,  jade,  the  barber. 

Mrs.  Dajh.  The  barber  !  I  faw  him  go  a  quarter  x>f 
an  hourfince.     Why,  areye  nottrim'd? 

Mr.  Dajh.  Trim'd  [  a  pox  trim  ye  ;  where's  the 
money,  the  money,  ye  jade  ?  I  am  trim'd  with  a 
vengeance  ' 

Mrs.  Dajh.  What's  the  money  gone  !  the  whole  fifty 
pounds  in  the  bag  } 

Mr.  Dajh.  I  have  wink'd  fair,  in  the  devil's  name. 

Enter  Jack,  kneeling. 

Jack.  Pray,  godfather,  give  me  your  blefling. 

Mr.  Dajh.  A  pox  of  bleiung,  I    am  curfmg,  rogue : 
where's  Timothy,  thy  mother's  man  Timothy  ? 

Jack.  My  mother  has  no  fuch,  forfooth. 

Mr.  Dajh.  My  money  !  my  fifty  pounds ! — A  plague 
of  all  Timothies ;  who  was't  trim'd  me  ? 

Jack.  I  know  not,  godfather ;  only  one  met  me  and 
borrowed  my  furniture,  for  a  jell,  he  laid. 

Mrs.  Dajh.   What  kind  of  fellow  was't  ?  oh — 

Jack.   A  little,    ilender,    nimble,    well-fpoken   fel- 
low, fir. 

Mr.  Dajh.  Oh,  'tis  Trick  well,  that  rogue  Trickwell ! 
black  hair  and  eye-brows,  and  grey  eyes  ? 

Jack.  Yes,  godfather. 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Dajb.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  he.  Raife  the  ftreet  up- 
on him ;  ill  hang  him  if  there  be  law  for  money.  Oh, 
I  (hail  taint  !  wife,  wife,  fetch  me  the  rofa  folus. 

Mrs.  Dajh,  Good  hufband,  take  comfort  in  the 
lord,  I'll  play  the  devil  but  Til  recover  it ;  have  a  good 
heart,  'tis,  but  a  week's  falfe  fcoring  in  the  parliament- 
time.  [Fetches  the  bottle,  he  drinks* 

Mr.Da/h.  So,  fome  comfort :— Wife,  whe  wife,  I 
fay5   is  there  any  mufick  in  the  houfe  ? 

Mrs.  Dajb.   Yes,  fweetheart,  mr,  Squeek's  Noife, 

Mr.  Bafi.  Bid  'em  play  then  :  And  John  come  kifs 
me  now,  now,  and  John  come  kifs  me  now.  [Sings.] 
-Bid  'em  play  ;  laugh  thou  and  be  merry,  for  I'll  go 
dance,  call  up  my  accounts,  and  hang  myfelf  prefently. 
I  will  not  curfe,  but  a  pox  on  Trickwell,  he  has  ihav'd 
me,  he  has  trim'd  me !  I  will  go  hang  myfelf;  but  firfl 
let's  have  a  dance. 

[Ex.  dancing,    <v:ith  the  bottle  in  s    ha'ad ;    and 
fengs,  Joh?i  come  kifs  me^   ts'c. 


ACT    III. 


Scene   i 


Enter  Marinda,  Diana^  and  dmple* 

Marinda. 

("lOlViE,  pr'ythee,  Ample,  fing  the  fong  Wellman 
_j   made  upon  the  kifs  I  gave  him, 
Dian.  No,  prythee  don't,  my  ftomach  turns  againfl 
kiifmg  extreamly. 

Mar,   Why,  Diana  ? 

Dian.  By  the  faith    I  have  in   this  beauty,  'tis  the 
mod  unfavory  ceremony,    the  molt   fancy   cuftom  to 

ladies  i 
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ladies;  every  fellow  now-a-days  with  greafy  fweaty 
faces,  (linking  breath,  and  nafty  teeth,  mull  take  a  body 
over  the  lips  with  fueh  familiarity  ;  nay,  they  think  'tis 
grateful  to  us  too.  Lord,  there  was  an  old  judge  laid 
me  over  the  face  lafl  night,  and  did  fo  fqueeze  his  grizly 
briflles  through  my  lips,  I'd  as  live  a  kifs'd  a  row  of 
pins  with  the  points  to  me  ;  and  yet  I  was  forc'd  to  take 
it,  take  it  with  a  curt'fy  too  :  for  my  part  Td  as  live 
they  mould  belch  in  my  face. 

Mar.  Fie  what  a  comparifon's  there  ! 

Dian.  Suitable  to  the  beaftly  compliment ;  and  yet 
I  love  killing  too,  if  I  may  chule  my  man  and  place. 

Mar.  Fie,  if  any  mould  hear  you  ? 

Dian.  Let  a  thoufand,  I'd  not  be  afham'd  ;  'tis  not 
thafe  that  talk  roguiihly,  that  are  to  be  fofpecled  :  you 
Hiall  have  a  hypocritical  holy  Mer  mince  that  publickly, 
that  lhe'11  receive  with  open  arms  privately  :  for  my  own 
part,  I  confider  nature  without  apparel,  without  dif- 
guifing  ;  I  give  thoughts,  words,  and  truth,  a  modeft 
boldnefs ;  I  love  no  prohibited  things,  and  I  would  have 
nothing  prohibited  but  by  virtue. 

Mar.  But  we  mufl  confider  the  world,  who  thinks 
fevere  modefly  a  woman's  virtue, 

Dian^  Fie,  fie,  virtue  is  free,  handfome,  cheer- 
ful mirth  ;  I  hate  a  fevere,  fro  ward,  ignorant,  ill-bred 
behaviour  in  a  woman  ;  'tis  uncivil,  hang't,  I'll  have  no 
more  on't.     Ample,  what  think  you  ? 

Amp.  Faith,  madam,  I  can  only  fland  up  for  killing  ;  I 
I  never  ventur'd  farther,  tho'  I  would  fain. 

Dian.  Thou  art  not  of  my  mind  ;  for  I'll  ne'er 
marry. 

Amp.  Marry  god  forbid  !  what  will  you  do  then  ? 

Dian.  E'en  drive  againft  the  flelh  :  marry  !  no,  faith, 
hufbands  are  like  lots  in  a  book,  one  may  prick  a  hun- 
dred times,  and  find  all  blanks.  A  hufband  !  a  hang- 
man :  a  carelefs  domineering  infolent  thing,  that  grows 
like  coral,  whilll  under  water,  foft  and  tender ;  but 
married,  and  above  the  waves,  hard,  llubborn,  not  to  be 
bow'd  nor  manag'd :  whilll  your  humble  fervant,  oh 

tiow 
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how  afiiduous,  troublefomely  officious  and  bufy  f  but 
wed,  the  v/orit -bred  tyrant  and  floven  in  nature.  No, 
no,  I'll  live  my  own  woman,  I — —and  let  the  wont 
come  to  the  worft,  I  had  ratJjier  be  callM  wanton  than 
a  fool. 

Mar.  Oh,  but  a  virtuous  marriage — 

Dion.  Virtuous  marriage  ?  there's  no  more  affinity 
between  virtue  and  marriage,  than  a  man  and  his  horfe  : 
wedlock  may  manage  virtue  in  the  right  way,  but  'tis 
oftner  loofe  and  unbridled.  I  hate  rerlramt  upon  my 
virtue,  or  to  owe  it  to  the  honour  of  a  huroaxut;  yet  I 
like  thy  match  well  enough,  a  handibm  man,  good  1  . 
mour,  witty,  and  wild  ;  but  my  fir  John  is  fuch  a 
tool,  fit  to  make  nothing  but  a  cue  See  i 

be  not  here. 

Enter  Sir  John  Empty  and  Wdlnan. 

Well.  My  fweet  Marinda  ! 
Sir  John.  Good-morrow,    my  little  foot* 
\s%  my  pretty  life r — Nay,  I  call  alllnymiftreflesfo. 
Dian.  Indeed  !  How  many  minxefTes  have  you  had  ? 

Sir  John.  Some  nine,  or  thereabouts.  • 
THan,  Then  you  have  had  nine  lives,  likeYa 
Sir  John.  Mew— You  wou'd  be  kifVd  foi 
than.  Yes,  if  I  lik'd  the  mouth  that  dffer'd 
Sir  John.  By  my  troth,    that  muft  not   be  mine  ;  I 
do   not  love   to  endanger  my  back  with    ffodj 
low :  if  you  would   wear  chipeeners,    much 
done. — Nay,  let  me  alone  to  find  a  Rowland  for  \ 
Oliver. 

Dian.  Your  peffilent  wit  will  never  make  me  amain 
of  my  (hortnefs  :  the  faults  I  can  mend  myfel£   ] 
at;  but  thofe  which  nature  made,  let  her  bear  die  (ham  c 
for   me,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  it  ;  but  you  nei 
forget  to  be  witty  on  my  beauty,  fir  .  j  foall  be 

ever.  on. 

Sir  John.  Xor  remember  it,  by  my  troth,  but  as  I  do 
religion,  for  contrdverfy  fake  onlv,  no  hurt. 
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Dian.  But,  brother,  for  I'll  now  call  you  fo,  fince 
my  father  this  night  refolves  to  contract  you — Shall  we 
not  have  fiddles,  and  dance?  Sir  John  I'm  fure  will 
make  one,  and  my  city  lover  the  alderman's  fon,  mr. 
Shatter,  he's  a  moil  fpruce  dancer,  of  the  firft  bench  in 
the  fchool,  I'll  promife  ye. 

Sir  John.  Fore-gad,  and  well  remember'd,  he  bor- 
row'd  a  diamond  ring  of  me  laft  night,  to  make  a  vifit 
in  to  a  lady  ;  and  was't  you  ? — The  devil  take  me, 
an  I  had  thought  that,  he  mould  ne'er  a  had  it.  Ads- 
bud  he's  here  ! 

Enter  Mr.  Shatter. 

•Shat.  Good- day  to  my  fair  miftrefs. 

Dian.  Good  morrow,  fweet   mr.  Shatter. 

Sir  Job.  Sweet  mr.  Shatter  !  pox  on  him,  is  he  a 
rival  now  ? 

Dian.  You're  fine  to  day,  rich  in  gems,  mr. 
Shatter. 

Shat.  A  toy,  madam,  I  bought  to  pleafe  my  finger. 

Dian.  I  am  more  precious  to  you  than  your  finger  ; 
why  not  to  oblige  me?  come,  I'm  noprofefs'd  beggar, 
you  know. 

Shat.  Faith   and    troth,   madam,    as   I  hope  to  be 

fav'd Oh  lord,  as  the  faying  is — I  proteft  upon  my 

honour — 

Dian.  Do  not  pawn  it  for  fuch  a  trifle. 

Shat.  As  I'm  a  gentleman,  as  god  mail  fa'  me,  I'll 
^ive  a — 

Dian.  Is  this  yours  to  give  ? 

Shat.  Oh  lord,  madam,  that's  fuch  a  thing  now,  why 

fhou'd  your  lady  (hip you're  the  ftrangeft  joker,    I 

proteft — 

Dian.  Hum,  now  I  remember,  I  think  I  have  feen 
this  on  a  perion's  hand,  an  humble  fervant  of  mine,  one 
fir  John  Empty. 

Shat.  Pox  of  her  memory  !  [Jftde.]  A  fuch  another, 
jwadam.^Whe,  .what  a  devil's  he  to  her  now  ? 

Dian . 
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Dian.  Nay.,  I'm  fure  this  is  it. 

Sbat.  Troth,  'tis,  madam :  the  poor  fellow  wanted  a 
little  money  to  treat  fome  women  laft  night,  and  fo  he 
pawn'd  it  to  me.  'Tis  a  pawn,  good  faith,  or  elfe  you 
fhoifd  have  it. 

Sir  John.  Heark  ye,  thou  bafe  lying  fon  of  a  cheating 
cit,  how  dares  thy  impudence  hope  to  profper  ?  Were 
it  not  for  the  refped  I  bear  this  noble  company,  I  wou'd 
fo  bang  thee —  [Pulls  him  afide. 

Dian.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  here? 

Sbat.  Nothing,  madam,  nothing.  He  was  a  little 
uncivil  with  me  Tail  night ;  for  which,  becaufe  I  fhou'd 
not  call  him  to  an  account,  he  defir'd  to  make  me 
any  fatis  faction.  The  coward  trembles  at  my  pre- 
fenee  ;  but  I  have  him  on  the  hip,  I'll  take  the  forfeit 
of  his  ring. 

Sir  John.  Heark  ye,  fir,  what's  that  you  whifper  to 
her  ?  [Fulls  him  afide. 

Sbat.  Nothing,  fir,  but  to  fatisfy  her  that  the  ring 
was  yours,  not  pawn'd  to  me,  but  lent  to  grace  my  finger  j 
and  fo  I  told  her  I  begg'd  your  pardon  for  being  a  little 
too  familiar  with  your  reputation. 

Dian.  Yes,  indeed,  he  did  ;  and  faid  you  wou'd 
make  him  any  fatisfadlion  for  a  rudenefs  you  did  him  laft 
night,  but  he  wou'd  take  the  forfeit  of  the  ring  for't. 

Sir  John.  How  now,  ye  bafe  fcoundrel  I 

[Takes  him  roughly. 

Sbat.  Hold,  hold,  my  miftrefs  does  but  rally,  faith. 

Dian.  Thy  miftrefs  !  I  difown  thee ;  thou'rt  a  child, 
Til  give  thee  to  my  woman.  Come,  filler,  let's  make 
us  ready  for  the  ball  anon.     Come,  you  (hall  be  friends. 

Sir  John.  He  mall  renounce  you  then,  and  rellore  my 
ring ;  adlbud  he  mall. 

Sbat.   With  all  my  heart,  to  do  you'fervice,  fir. 

[Ginje s  him  the  ring. 

Sir  John^  And  here  I'll  make  an  offer  of  it. 

Dian.  Well,  I'll  take  it,  fir,  to  make  me  thine  to- 
night.    Farewell,  brother,  till  anon. 

[Exeunt  Mar   Dian.  Sir  John,  &  Jmp. 
R   2  Well. 
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Well.  To  be  thus  huff'd  by  a  coward,  a  beaten  cow-_ 
ard!  what  madnefs  has  poiiefs'd  thee   r 

Sbat.  Ay,  bat  how  the  devil  did  I  know  he  was  a 
coward  ?  could  you  not  have  whifper'd  me  that  ? 

Well.  Well,  fir,  I'll  try  to  make  your  peace  with 
Diana.  Leave  me,  I've  bufinefs  now.  {Exit  Sbat,  enter 
Friend  ]  How  now,  my  friend  J  what  news  from  love  ? 
is  the  lady  of  fin  kind  ?  pr'ythee  fay  how  ;  in  faith  Til 
not  be  angry. 

Friend.  Oh,  Wellmarf !  no  age  did  e'er  produce  fo 
damn'd  a  creature,  fo  fair,  and  yet  fo  falfe  :  had  I  been 
vicious,  what  a  deiperate  wretched  tiling  I'd  been  ! 

Well.  IVythee  what's  the  matter  ? 

Friend.  Heav'n  !   I  have  been  tempted  to  thy  death. 

Well.  What,  is  the  fury  mad  ? 

Friend.  Moil  damnable. 

7.   Hearing  Vm  to  be  marry 'd  ? 

Friend.  Sherav'd  at  hrit  like  winds  let  loofe  to  ruin  ; 
Bptfix'd  oil  tins  refolve,  ihe.calm'd  again, 
And  liilen'd  to  my  love,  my  eager  love;  which  when 
it  urg'd  her  to  create  me  happy,  me  prefs'd  me  to  this 
murder,  as  the  way,  the  only  means  to  gain  her  heart 
i\w  ever.  IViad  with  my  flame,  I  cou'd  deny  her  no- 
thing, and  then  my  lawlefs  lull,  not  I,  proteiled,  con- 
firmed it  with  a  thoufand  oatns,  to  kill  ye,  and  bring  this 
ring  to  witnefs  you  were  dead  ;  and  then  her  lovely  body 
was  my  hire. 

Will.  Horrid  !  nothing's  defam'd  but  by  its  proper 
felf :  phyficians  abuie  remedies,  lawyers  fpoil  law,  and 
woman  only  is  a  ihame  to  woman.  You've  vow'd  to 
kill  me  r 

Friend.  Moil  folemnly;"for,  friend,  I  mud  enjoy. her. 
Oh,  that  a  man  of  fenfe  mould  fancy  pleafure  in  dne 
whole  foul's  fo  black  and  infamous  !  but  'tis  my  Fate, 
and  I  mull  bow  before  it. 

Well.  Thou  (halt;  I  will  contrive  the  means  tofatisfy 
thee.  Come,  I  give  a  ball  to-night  to  my  Marinda  ;  thou 
fhalt  be  there  :  and  by  the  way,  I'll  tell  thee  what  we  % 
will  do  to  make  a  feeming  quarrel,  that  all  the  world,  • 

as 
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•  C-    i 

?.-:    well  as   this   Corina,     may  think  I'm  kill'd  indfe3, 

whilft  I,  lodg'd  in  fome  place  obfcure,  may   give   thee 

time  to   cool  this  feverim  blood.     Shew   her  this  ring, 

grotefl  me  furely  dead  ;  and  when  thou'rt  fatiated,  we'll 

laugh  at  folly.     Come,   let  us  go.  [Exei 

Scene  changes  to  the  ftreet,  a  (hop-door. 

Enter  Mr.  Glift  en  and  Da/kit,  ivift  a  great  Jik  r 
biilon  or  punch bonvl.  Enter  Trick*welt  in  the  habit 
of  a  Pedlar,  with  a  box  *ubith  trinkets  before  him ; 
and Jernjice,  the  gold fmith^s  man. 

Mr.  Daft?.  Well,  neighbour  Glirlen,  I  am  beholden 
to  you  for  this  credit  till  next  week,  and  I   am  pit. 
in  my  choice  of  this  piece  of  plate  ;  a  punch-bowl  i*   ~- 
moil  faihionable  thing,  now  French  wines  are  prohibit 
ed  :  I  know  'twill  pleafe  my  wife.     Well,  I  am  fotfy 
pounds  indebted  to  you  for't,  honeft  mr.  Glifien, 

Glift.  Your  word's  fufhcient,  fir,  an  'twere  for  a 
thoufand  pounds. 

Dajh.  A  pox  of  the  rogue  that  robb'd  me  !  Weil,, 
I  mail  catch  him  ;  and  if  I  do,  he  (hall  half  rot  in  fet- 
ters in  the  dungeon  till  he  defpair  ;  then  I'll  hire  a 
parfon  on  purpoie,  that  mall  perfuade  him  he  is  damn'd ; 
then  after,  fee  him,  with  my  ov/n  eyes,  hang'd  without 
finging  any  pfalm — Lord,  lord,  that  he  mould  have  but 
one  neck  ! 

Glift.  Oh,  neighbour,  you  mult  ufe  a  confcience  in 
all  things  ;  but  do  your  will.  You'll  command  me  no 
farther  ? 

Dajh.  No  ;  only  lend  me  your  fervant  to  carry 
this  bowl  home  to  my  Peg  ;  I  am  to  tfep  into  Leaden  - 
Hall. 

Glift.  Willingly,  fir — Here,  Jervice,  carry  home 
this  plate.  / 

Dajh.  To  my  wife's  own  hands  deliver  it,  good 
Jervice. 

R  3  Jtr. 


3§o  The  R  E  V  E  N  G  E  : 

Jer.  I'll  warrant  you,  fir. 

Dap.  To  her  own  hand,  honeft  jervice. 

Jer.  1  have  delivered  better  things  than  this  to  a  wo- 
man's own  hand,  fir,  before  now. 

[Ex.  Jer.  with  the  bow/,  and G lift.  in. 

Trick.  Monfieur,  pleafe  you  to  buy  a  very  fine  delicate 
ball,  a  fweet  ball,  a  camphere-ball. 

Da/b.  Pr'ythee  away. 

Trick.  One  a  ball  to  {have,   one  a   ball  to  fcower. 

Dajh.  Name  'em  not  to  me,  talk  not  of  fhaving  ;  a 
pox  of  the  rogue,  I   have  been  ihav'd,  I   have. 

{Exit  Dafiit. 

Trick.  I'll  (have  ye  fmoother  yet  :  that  bowl,  that 
delicious  bowl,  I  mult  be  drunk  out  of ;  [  have  a  fancy 
fort,  it  is  too  good  for  cheating  vintners  :  I  fay  it  mull 
be  mine  ;  therefore,  my  worfhipful  Daihit,  look  to't  : 
what  tho'  there  be  rounds  in  a  ladder,  and  knots  in  a 
Laker  ?— Hang  the  devil,  I'll  do't ;  I  mufl  draw  a  lot 
Icr  the  great  punch-bowl.  [Goes  out. 

Scene  changes  to  Mr.  Dafhit's  houfe. 

Enter  Mrs.  Dajfcit,  and  Jervice  with  the  bowl. 

Mrs.  Defi.  Nay,  Jervice,  {lay  and  drink,  good  Jer- 
vice ;  and  how  dots  mrs.  Gliften  ?  I  knew  her  well,  {he 
was  a  very  good,  patient  creature,  i'faith ;  fhe  has  born, 
and  born,  and  bore  again,  good  woman,  as  well  as  I, 
with  a  bad  huiland  ;  yet  I  can  find  no  fault  in  mr.  Gliilen: 
here's  to  him,  Jervice,  he  knew  me  before  I  was  mar- 
ried ;  an  honeit  man  he  is  [drinks']  and  a  thrifty,  IM 
warrant  him  ;  and  his  wife's  a  proper  woman  as  any 
in  Cheapf.de. 

Jcr.   Yes,  indeed  forfooth,  fo  fhe  is. 

Mrs.  Dajb.  She  paints  now,  and  yet  fhe  keeps  her 
hufband's  cuflomers  ftill.  In  troth,  Jervice,  a  hand- 
fom  wife  in  a  fine  carv'd  feat,  is  the  bell  ware  in  a 
man's  fhop. 

7^ 
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Jer.  Yes,  indeed  forfooth,  fo  'tis. 

Mrs.  Dafh.  But  well,  Jervice,  remember  me  to  your 
mailer  and  miftrefs,  and  tell  'em  I  acknowledge  the  re- 
ceipt of  this,  acknowledge  the  receipt This  'tis  to 

have  good  education,  and  to  be  brought  up  in  a  tavern  ; 
and  though  my  hufband  be  a  citizen,  all  London  knows 
I  keep  as  good  company  as  any  fhe  within  the  walls. 
Good-day,  honeft  Jervice.  [Exit  Jer<v. 

Enter   Trickivell  drefid   like   a  prentice,  ixith  a    jole 

of  falmon. 

Trick.  Fair  hour  to  you,    miftrefs. 

Mrs.  Dajb.  A  pretty  compliment  !  I'll  write  it  down: 
A  beautiful  thought  to  you,  fir. 

Trick.  Your  hufband  and  my  matter,  mr.  Gliften,  has 
fent  you  a  jole  of  frefh  falmon,  and  they  intend  to  come 
both  to  dinner  prefently  to  feafon  your  new  bowl,  for- 
footh, which  your huft and  intreats  yoa  would  fend  back 
by  me,  that  his  arms  may  be  engraven  on  it,  which  he 
forgot  before. 

Mrs.  Dajh.  Are  you  fent  by  no  token  ?  nay,  I  have 
a  wit. 

Trick.  Yes  forfooth,  by  the  fame  token  he  was  dry 
fhav'd  this  morning. 

Mrs.  Dajb.  A  fad  token,  but  true  :  here,  pray  com- 
mend me  to  your  matter  and  miftrefs,  and  tell  'em  I  ex- 
pect 'em  impatiently. 

[Gives  him   the  lonxily  and  takes   the  falmon. 

[Exit  Trick, 
Impatient  was  well  again !  Sam,  why  Sam,  I  fay  ! 

Sam.  Anon,  anon,  forfooth. 

Mrs.  Dajb.  Come  quickly,  fpread  the  table,  lay  nap- 
kins, and  (do  ye  hear  ?)  perfume  the  room  a  little  ;  it 
does  fo  fmell  of  this  profane  tobacco  !  I  could  never 
endure  this  ungodly  tobacco,  fince  our  doctor  told  me 
'twas  a  bane  to  propagation — 3o,  fpread  handfomly : 
lord,  thefe  boys  do  things  fo  arfy-verfy  !  you  (hew  your 
breeding.  Well,  I  am  a  gentlewoman  by  my  filler's 
fide,  I  can  tell  you  :  fo — methodically — Hum  !  I  won- 
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der  where  I  got  that  word — Oh,  'twas   fir  John  Empty 
Did  me  kiis  him  methodically  ;  'tis  a  fweet  man  ! 

Enter  Mr,  Dajbit. 

Mr.  Dafi.  Well,  Tony  Dafhit,  be  not  difcourag'd, 
be  not  diiheartned,  thou  wilt  recover  all. 

Mrs.  Dap.  Oh  are   you   come,  huiband  ?  where  are 

y  -? 

Dap.  How  now  !  how  now  !  how  now!  what,  a feaft 

•    towards and   in  my   private   parlour — Who   treats, 

10  treats,  Peg  ? 

Mrs.  Daft>.  Pr'ythee  leave  fooling  ;  are  they  come  ? 

Dqjb.  Come  !  who  come  ? 

Mrs.  Dap.  Lord,  how  itrange  you  make  it  ! 

Dap.    Strange  !    what's     Grange  ?    is   the    woman 

- 
Mrs.  Dafi.  Ay,   ftrange  ;  you  know   none  that  fent 
t  a  jole  of  falmon,  you — and   faid  they  wou'd  come 
dine  with  me  ? 

Dap.  Hah,  frefh  falmon  f  peace,  not  I  ;  peace,  the 
rlenger  has  miftaken  the  houie:  let's  eat  it  up  quick- 
ly, before  it  be  enquir'd  for.  Come,  come,  vinegar 
ouickly,  Sam — Some  good  luck  yet,  i'faith ;  I  never 
railed  falmon  that  reliuYd  better  in  my  life.  Well,  'tis 
a  rare  thing  to  feed  at  other  men's  coft. 

Mrs.  Dafi.  Other  men's  coil !  pr'ythee  did  not  you 
fend  this  falmon  ? 

Dap.  No  ;  I  fay,   no. 
Mrs.  Dafi.  By  mr.  Gliilen's  man? 
Dajb.  I  fay  no. 

Mrs.  Dap.  Who    fent  word    that   he   and   his  wife 
wou'd  come  to  dinner  with  me  ? 

Dajb.  No,  no.  \He  eats  like  mad  all  this  while. 

Mrs.  Dafi.  And  hanfel  my  new  bowl — 

\_He  lays  donxn  his  knife  and fi arts. 
Dap.  Hah,  bowl  ! 
Mrs.  Dap.  And  withal,  commanded  me  to  fend  the 

bowl  back. 

Dap, 
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P^.  Hah,  back  ! 

iTfr/.  £>#/#.   That  your  arms  might  be  put  on't— 

Dajb.  Oh! 

Mrs.  Dajh.  By  the  fame  token  that   ycu    were  dry 
fhaven  this  morning. — 

Dajh.  Ch  ! 

Mrs.  Dajh.  And  thereupon  I  fent  back  the  bowl :  nay, 
and  I  bear  not  a  brain — 

Dajh.  And  is  the  bowl  gone  ?  is  it  delivered  ?  de- 
parted ?  defunct  ?  hah  I 

Mrs.  Da/7?.  Delivered  r  yes  fore,  'tis  delivered. 

Dajh.  I  will  never  more  fay  my  prayers ; — and  is  the 
bowl  gone  ? 

Mrs.  Da/h.  Gone  !  God  is  my  witnefs  I  ddliversL.it 
with  no  more  def>gn  to  be*  cozen' d  on't,  than  the  child 
unborn. 

Dajh.  Look  to  my  houfe,  I  am  haunted  with  evil 
fpirits  :  hear  me,  thou  plague  toman,  thou  wife  thou, 
if  I  have  not  my  bowl  again,  I  will  go  to  the  devil ;  I'll 
to  a  conjurer  :  look  to  my  houfe,  I'll  raife  all  the  wife 
men  in  London.  [Exit  in  rage. 

Mrs.  Dajh.  Bfefs  me,  what  fearful  words  are  thefe  ! 
I  trull  in  god  he  is  but  drunk  fure. 


Enter  Trichwell.    as  b 


fr 


Cj  ore, 


Trick.  I  mud  have  my  falmon,  I    cannot  afford  the 

old  rogue  fo  good  a  bit  ;  I  mufl  have   it   to   feafon  my 
punch.     Now  for  a  mailer-piece- --Fair  miflrefs — 

Mr-.  Dajh,   Oh,    have  I   caught  ye  !    Sam,  ihut   up 
the  door:,  Sam. 

Trick.   Peace,  good  miftrefs,  I'll  tell  you  ?M  ; — A 
a  mere  yA\  ;  your  hufband  did  it  only  to  fright  you  :   the 
bowl's  at  my  mailer's,  and  thither  your  hufbaiuT 
and  has  fent  me   in  all  haile,  left  you    ihould  be  over- 
nighted, to  invite  you  to  come  to  dinner  to  him. 
•s.  Dap.  Praife  heaven  'tis  no 

.  bade  me  defire  you  to  lend  the  (aim or 
,  and  yourfelf  to  follow  :  my  miiirefs  will  be  v 
Co  fee  you. 

p  c  Mrs.  D 
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Mrs.  Dajh.  I  pray  take  it Well,  I   was  never  fo 

out  of  my  wits  in  my  life  : — pray  thank  your  miftrefs. 
[Exit  Trick,  with  the  falmon.]  How  my  heart  beats  ilill, 
before  w  him  !  Sam,  my  hood,  Sam,  and  gloves,  and 
fcarf,  quickly. 

E?iter  Dajhit. 

Dajh.  How  now,  whither  are  you  jaunting,  hah? 

Mrs.  Dap.  Come,  play  the  fool  no  longer,  will 
you  go  ? 

Dajh.  Whither,  in  the  name  of  madnefs,  whither  ? 

Mr.  Dajh.  Whither  ?  why,  to  mr.  Gliften's,  to  eat 
the  falmon.     How  itrange  you  make  it ! 

Dajh.  Your  meaning,  jade,  your  meaning. 

ilfr.  Dap.  Lord  blefs  me,  did  not  you  fend  for  me 
and  for  the  falmon,  by  the  felf  fame  fellow  that  came 
for  the  bowl  ? 

Dajh.  'Tis  well,  'tis  wondrous  well  !  and  are  you  in 
your  right  wits,  jade,  are  you  ? 

Mrs.  Dajh  An  you  make  an  afs  of  me,  Til  make  an 
ox  of  you,  I  tell  ye  that. 

Dc-jh.  Nay,  jade,  be  patient ;  for  look  ye,  I  may 
be  mad  or  drunk,  or  fo  ;  tho'  you  can  bear  more  than 
I,  I  do  well  :  I  will  not  curfe  ;  but  heaven  knows  my 
mind.  Come,  let's  go  hear  ibme  mufick.  I  will  never 
pray  again,  that's  certain  :  Let's  go  hear  fome  doleful 
mufick.  Nay,  if  heaven  forget  to  profper  knaves, 
the  city's  Lke  to  thrive  :  I'll  go  hang  myfelf  out  of 
the  way. 


ACT 
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ACT       IV. 


O  C  E  N  E       I. 

Enter  Sir  Lyone/,  Mr. .  Wellman,  Friendly ,  Sir  John 
Empty,  Mr,  Shatter,  Marinda,  Diana ,  Petronella^ 
and  other  women  and  men  ;  with  mujick. 

Sir  Lyonel. 

MORE  lights  there,  boy,  more  wine  and  lights- 
Come,  come*  Ton  Wellman,  for  I  muft  fo  call 
you  now  ;  in  troth  you  are  not  merry,  fir,  not  heartily 
merry  :  come,  we'll  have  t'other  dance,  efaft  we 
will,  mr.  Wellman.  Diana,  whe  girl,  I  fay  !  adfme, 
you're  all  out  of  forts  ;  I  thought  thy  tongue  and  heels 
cou'd  never  have  been  idle : — Come,  come,  hands,  hands, 
for  lhame! 

Sir  John.  Come,  mrs.  Diana,  I'm  your  man  at  this 
fport ;  I  never  Hand  out  at  thefe  bufmeffes  :  your  hand, 
fair  miitrefs.  [Snatches  her  hand. 

Friend.  You  lye,  fir. 

Sir  John.  Do  I,  fir?  I  vow  to  god,  I  afk  your  par- 
don, fir ;  I  durfl  to  have  fworn  I'd  been  in  the  right. 

Dian.  What,  quarrelling  about  the  fpoil  before  the 
viclory ! 

Sir  John.  Nay,  madam,  as  for  that  matter,  I'm  a 
man  of  reafon,  and  Frank  Friendly 's  an  honeit  fellow, 
and  my  friend. 

Friend.   You  lye  again,  fir. 

Sir  John.  Well,  well,  fir,  you  are  difpos'd  to  bz  mer- 
ry, or  fo,  but  there  be  more  ladies Whe,  wnat  the 

devil  ails  he,  tro  ? 

Skat.  Fox  on't,  how  rarely  he  huffs  now  !  Well,  it's 
a  moil  admirable  thing,  this  fame  courage,  if  a  man  had 
but  the  knack  on't ! 


R  6  Sirly 
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Sir  Ly.  Come,  zouks,  you're  tardy,  villainous  :  young 
men  and  maids,  to't,  to't,  I  fay  •  and  do  not  idle 
time.  Come,  minflrels,  play  away,  i'faith  my  dancing- 
days  are  not  done  yet. 

[Mujick  flays,  they   dance>  at  the  end  of  which 
if  ell  man  /peaks. 
Well.  Friendly,  you  are  out. 
Friend.  Death,  you  lye. 

{Strikes  him,   he   draws,  they  pafs,  the  company 
puts  in,   all  but  Shat.  and  Sir  John,  who  run 
i?i    corners . 
SirLy.  The  quarrel,  gentlemen,  the  quarrel!  i'faith, 
-tie's  tine  doings  ! 

Friend.    Oh,    fir,    you   have   the   advantage   of  the 
place. 

Well.  I  do  believe  I  have  ;  and  you're  not  fafe  here  : 
I'll  meet  you,  fir,  anon.  [Whi/pers. 

Friend.  Do  fo.     Farewell. 

Ma?%  For  heaven's  fake,  fir,  comeback what 

vvou'd  you  co  ?  if  there  be  aught  that  you  take  ill 
.from  Wellman,  declare  it  here,  and  let  us  end  the 
quarrel :  I  know  'tis  forne  miftake  ;  I  know  he  loves 
you  :  let  not  a  trifle  fet  fuch  friends  at  odds.  Speak  to 
him,  filler. 

Dian.  Why,  how  now,  fir,  is  this  the  proof  you  give 
me  of  your  love  ?  oh,  you  have  Ihew'd  yourfelf  a  gal- 
lant {park  I  I  thought  it  jealoufy,  and  took  it  kindly  your 
rudenefs  to  our  knight  here;  but  to  a  friend,  at  leaft 
the  man  you  call  fo,  gives  me  fome  caufe  to  fear  you're 
angry  at  his  contract  with  my  filter.  Be  friends,  or  I'll 
believe  fo. 

Friend.  Do  fo,  I  care  not. 

Dian.  Hah !  do  you  not  love  me  ?  do  not  make  me 
ferious,  I  fhall  be  out  of  humour  if  you  do  ;  and  heav'n 
knows  what  a  ftrange  thing  I  may  prove  then  ;  I  never 
try'd  it  yet. 

Friend.  I  care  not  ;  pray  unhand  me. 
Dian.  I  will,  in  fpight  of  all  that  would  detain  thee. 
I  never  found  myfeif  thus  much  concern'd. 

Sir  Ly* 
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Sir  Ly.    What  fadden  flaw  is  this  ? 
Well.  By  heaven,  1  know  not,  fir,  unlefs  fome    hid- 
den flame  for  thee — ■ 

■  Mar.  It  cannot  be,  I  never  faw  a  glance,  a  look,  or 
fmiie,  could  be  fu -peeled,  love  :  'tis  fume  old  grudge, 
Dear,  do  not  follow  him,  my  heart  prefages  fomething 
that  is  fatal,  [yjecps.']  Good  fir,  perfuade  him. 

[To  Sir  LyoncI, 
Sir  Ly.  Away,   ye  fool,  perfuade   him  not   to  fight ! 
away,  a  coward  !  hang't,  he  were  not  worth  thy  love 
then. 

WelL  Honour,  my  dear,  obliges  me  to  go.  Wourdft 
Lave  the  man  that  has  thy  heart  in  keeping,  be  point- 
ed out  for  cowardice  ?  Away,  thou  needlt  not  fear, 
we  fhall  at  moll  only  exchange  a  wound.  Thy  facred 
image  guards  my  heart  entire,  and  keeps  it  fafe  from 
danger.  Go  to  the  banquet,  entertain  the  ladies,  and 
be  merry. 

Sir  Ly.  By  cocks  bones  fhall  me,  and  be  very  merry, 
to  think  {he's  like  to  have  fo  brife  a  fpark  to  her  bed- 
fellow. Go  thy  ways,  William,  and  god's  bleihng  go 
with  thee,  boy  :  if  thou  wants  afecond,  I  can  pufh  yet, 
I'm  notfo  old,   i'faith. 

Well.  1  humbly  thank  ye,  fir- --we  fhall  think  better 
©n't  perhaps  before  we  fight. 

Dian.  Or  fhall  fir  John  go  ?  he's  a  man  of  mettle,  I 
aiTure  you,  brother. 

Sir  John.  What  the  devil  do  you  mean  r  I  have  a 
mind  to  take  this  opportunity  to  be  with  thee,  thou  lit- 
tle wanton — 

Friend.   Fear  not,  fir,   I'll  excufe  ye. 

[Goes  outy  BdJuing  fo  Mar. 

Sir  Job??.  You  little,  amiable,  miichievcus  ape  you, 
tthat  a  fcurvy,  malicious  jell,  did  you  break  upon  me,  to 
make  the  pre  verb  good,  You  had  rather  lolc  your  friend 
than  your  jell. 

Dian.  ,A  jell  ?  it  was  a  parlous  true  one  then  :  I  faid 
you  were  all  mettle  ;  a  brazen  face,  a  leaden  brain,  and 
a  copper  nofe  and  beard 

Sir  John, 

s 
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Sir  John.  Wit,  lightning,  and  quick-filver,  thou  little 
more  than  dwarf,  and  fomething  lefs  than  woman. 

Dian.  A  wafp,  a  wafp  !  your  wit  flings,  fir. 

Sir  John.  Thou'rt  plaguy  fharp  ;  pray  god  thou  be'ft 
not  too  far  gone  in  love  ;  if  thou  ihou'dlt,  I  muft  be 
forc'd  in  honour  to  marry  thee,  tho'  in  troth,  'twould 
be  hardly  brought  about. 

Dian.  No  matter,  fir;  things  got  by  flruggling  bring 
the  greater  pleafure,  when  dull  confent  but  palls  the  ap- 
petite.    Then,  thou'rt  a  fool   too,  the  moft  admirable  ■ 
neceffary  for  a  hufband  in  the  whole  creation,  and  the 
beft  block  to  carve  a  cuckold  in. 

Sir  John.  Whe,  what  a  tart  monkey's  this  !  By  my 
troth,  if  thou  had'ft  not  fo  much  wit,  I  could  find  in 
my  heart  to  take  thee  for  better  for  worfe  ;  for  I  find 
thou  cou'dft  bear  with    all  my  faults. 

Dian.  Bear  with  thee  !  I  wonder  how  thy  mother  bore 
thee  nine  whole  months  about  her,  when  I'll  be  fworn  I 
can  fcarce  endure  thee  in  my  fight  an  hour. 

Sir  John.  Alas  for  you,  fweet  foul,  good  lack  !  A 
pox  of  your  wit :  by  the  lord  Harry,  you  are  the  proudeft 
{coning,  fcurvy,  idle,  fantaftical  whimfical — Adfnigs,  be- 
caufe  you  have  read  St.  George  for  England,  Amades  de 
Gall,  and  the  Legend  of  Lies,  you  are  licens'd,  for- 
footh,  to  abufe  all  the  world  :  Egad,  Sir  Lyonel,  your 
father  (hall  know't.  [Offers  to  go  out. 

Dian.  Lie  mult  not  tho' — Nay,  do  not  go  in  rancour, 
good,  dear  knight ;  for  I  mult  conftfs  a  fecret  to  you  ; 
which  if  you  knew  my  heart,  you  wou'd  believe  there 
were  nothing  fo  cruel  there  as  you  imagine.  I  fpeak 
very  kind  things  of  you  between  my  maid  and  I  a-nights 
as  1  am  going  to  bed,  and  next  my  prayers  too,  heaven 
forgive  me  !  1 1  poke  things  of  you  that  1  would  not  wifh 
you  fhou'd  know. 

Sir  John.  Nay,  look  ye,  for  my  part,  if  I  had  not 
moil  religiouily  vow'd  my  heart  yours,  been  drunk  twice 
a  day  to  your  health,  fwallow'd  rlre,  and  inches  of  your 
cuff- firings,  eat  candles,  pledg'd-your  health  in  chamber- 
lie,  run  pins  into  my  arms,  and  done  all  manner  of  gal- 
lant 
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Iant  and  heroick  actions,  I'm  the  very'ft  Ton  of  a  whore 
breathing ;  and  yet  to  tell  me,  after  all  this,  I  have  a 
brazen  face,  a  leaden  brain,  and  a  copper  nofe,  [weeps.] 
'tis  moil  intolerable,  infupportable,  and  prodigious,  I'll 
be  fworn. 

Dian.  And  d'ye  love  me  fo  indeed  ? 

Sir  John.  Love  you  !  'fbud,  whoever  fays  I  do  not, 
and  honour  you  too,  egad;  nay,  and  if  you  wou'd, 
wou'd  marry  you,  is  a  fon  of  a  whore,  and  a  fcoundrel, 
by  the  lord. 

Dian.  And  let  me  tell  you  in  return,  that — Heaven 
forgive  me  !  and  my  filler  knows  I  have  took  drink 
and  flept  upon't,  that  if  ever  I  marry,  it  mall  be  you ; 
and  I  will  marry,  and  yet  I  hope  I  do  not  fay  it  mall 
be  you  neither.     Come,  let's  to  the  banquet. 

Sir  John.  Ch,  dear  creature,  I  do  not  fay  you  do  : 
lord,  how  was  I  miftaken  in  thy  heart !  But  will  you 
hereafter  cafl  a  kind  look  at  me,  to  put  me  in  counte- 
nance before  company  ?  that  I  would  be  at  now. 

Dian.  Much  may  be  done.  Come,  let's  to  the 
banquet. 

Sir  John.  And  will  you,  my  pretty  little  darling  of 
mine  eyes,  marry  me  ?  As  I  hope  to  breathe,  my  purfe, 
body,  foul,  and  all  mall  be  thine. 

Dian.  Moil  affectionately  fpoken  !  Well,  get  my  fa- 
ther's confent,  and  as  for  mine the  devil  take  me  if 

ever  thou  gets  it.  [Aftde. 

Sir  John.  A  kifs,  and   'tis  a  match — ■ 
Thus   Hymen  fhou'd  begin  ; 
A  falling  out,  fometimes  proves  falling  in.   [Exeunt. 

Enter  Wellman  and  Friendly,   as  in  the  freet. 

WtlL  Well,  my  dear  friend,  tell  me  with  open  heart, 
hath  not  my  reafoning  reclaim'd  thy  tolly,  preferv'd  thy 
falling  virtue,  and  fecur'd  it  ? 

Friend.  There  is  no  virtue  in  blood,  no  reafoning  in 
defire :  but  fhall  I  not  in  this  fond  aft  of  love,  do  that 
which  will  to  thee  render  my  name  abhorfd,  and  make 
thee  hate  me?  WelL 
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Well.  By  heaven,  no. 

Friend.  And  {hall  I  then  ?  may   I  enjoy  Corina ? 

Well.  Thou  fhajt,  by  all  our  friendships.  Here,  take 
this  ring,  mew  it  to  that  fair  devil,  it  will  confirm 
me  dead  ;  which  rumour,  with  my  abfence,  will  make 
good — Pofiifs  thy  love,  grow  weary  in  her  arms,  then 
be  thy  (elf  again. 

Friend.  Bat  if  report  grows  fbong,  and  I  am  feiz'd, 
where  mall  I  find  thee  ? 

Will.  At  Gliiten's  my  goldfmith  in  Cheapfide,  to 
whom  I'll  tell  our  bufmefs  and  defign. 

Friend.  Thither  I'D  come,  and  tell  thee  how  I 
thrive  :     Till   when,    farewell.  [Goes   cut. 

Well.  When  woman's  in  the  heart,  the  foul's  all 
hell.  Now  repentance,  the  after-clap  of  fools,  light 
on  thee  ;  I  have  an  art  left  that  may  reclaim  thee  yet. 
Fll  make  thee  fall  into  the  vilefl  dangers,  even  worie 
than  woman's  lull.  No  goldfmith  will  I  fee,  or  tell 
my  ftbry  to,  but  in  fbme  fit  difguife  I'll  hide  myfelf 
impoflible  to  be  difcover'd,  and  leave  thee  to  two 
friends,  a  where  and  law,  that  will  be  plague  fuificient 
for  one  man.  But  is  this  friendfhip  in  me  ?  [f&ufcs  J 
No  matter  : 

No  man  is  purely  virtuous,  no  virtue  purely  kind  ; 

The  end  being  good,  the  way  is  well  defign'd. 

[Goes  out. 

Scene  changes  to  Corina's  houfe. 

Enter  Corina  in  anger ,  followed  ly  <Trickewell  with  plate  9 

and   Mrs..  D  unwell. 

Cor.  Oh,  impudence,,  a  i  I  then  fallen  fo  low  to  be 
folHcited  by  pimps  and  panders  !  Hell  take  the  trade*,  if 
this  be  the  effects  oivt. 

Trick.  Madam,  whatever  you  may  think  of  me,  my 
prefent  has  the  Ihew  of  quality.  Her^s  plate,  a  pre- 
sent that  a  lord  might  make  ye  ;    and   I  was   once  a 

gen  rlercan, 
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gentleman  tho1    I  am  fallen  fo  low  by  fait  e  ; 

yet  tho1  undone,  poor,  and  deprived  of  all,   I  have    a 
heart  ar.d  ^  ill  that  fti]  -  and   fain  wou'd   ven- 

ture on  when   I  calls        And  if  I    have  a  frock, 

aven    and  my   own  induftry   has  lent,   I  mud 
employ  it  fill   to  that    lear    life.     Take  firft  - 

of  my  conquered  heart ;  I  may  in  .  -  eafe 

it  :  were  it  crowns',  here  they  flic 

Cor.  And  thus  Vd  iway.     Eaie   fervHe   vil 

by  no:  riot,  fpunging  upon  the  drops 

II  from  gentlemen,  can'ft  thou  believe  that  after 
e,  I  could  receive  a  ralcal  to  my  a::;:  ? 
Tru  I  were  there,  youM  find  but  little  ciffcrc 

and -,pc  .:  you    entertain  may  fall  to  pay 

this  price  1  c:  :  5ms 

haughty  th  -  le  fex,  diner  but  ver    little.     I 

live  by  bra  in  fears,  vexa- 

tions, dangers,  fo  do  you  ;  I  eat  when  I  can  get  a  i 
to  treat  me,   and   you   can  do  no  more  :    pox   of  your 
pride,  methinks  we  two  might   u.  ler  ; 

you've  no  gallant  to  take  your  quarrels  up  ;  you 
reign'd  when  time  was,  and  I'll  do  fo  now,  for  you 
have  known  my  love,  (hall  find  my  power,  tho1  yet  I 
ne'er  durit  tell  you  fb. 

Ccr.  Nor  mail  not  yet  ;  for  tho1  that  lover's  gone,who 
but  to  look  on   wc  ave  made  the e  tremble,    I've 

beauty  ftill  that  may  command  another,  beauty  whofe 
very  glance  (hould  make  thee  bow  :  Gods  !  and  ha?  it 
loft  its   awe  ? 

Trick.  It  lias,  ar.d  I'm  refolv'd  upon  a  conqueft. 
Ccr.  Death,  firrah,  fraud  oft,  and  view  my  fatal 
hand  ;  it  carries  death  to  the  bold  ravifher,  that  dares 
to  approach  unreverendly.  A  hore  !  what  tlio'  to  her 
that  bears  it  'tis  a  lhame,  an  infamy  that  cannot  be 
fupported  ;  to  all  the  world  befides  it  bears  a  mighty 
found,  pct.tion'd,  fu'd  to,  worfhipp'd  as  a  God,    pr 

flatter'd,  follow'd,    facrifie'd  to.     Monarch    of 
archs,  tyrant  of  the  world,  what  docs  that  charm  i 
And  darell  thou  raife  thy  1.   . 


402  tte    REVENGE: 

fo  high  to  gaze  on  fuch  a  conflellation  ?  No,  be  goner 
with  all  thy  bafe-got  worthlefs  trifles,  quickly  pack  up,~ 
and  hence,  or  I  will  kill  thee.  [Goes  out. 

Dun.  So,  fir,  you  had  better  have  look'd  no  higher 
than  mrs.  Mary  Dun  well,  who  can  down  with  you 
when  money's  low  ;  but  when  once  a  little  in  pocket,, 
you  are  for  high  feeding,  forfooth.  Go,  get  you  gone, 
I  may  chance  to  take  pity  on  you  when  her  paifion's 
over,  and  do  you  fome   fervice. 

7 rick.  No,  by  heaven,  I'll  try  my  chance  this  very 
minute,  throw  my  laft  call,  for  the  great  flake  is  fetJ 
and  will  enjoy   her  now.  [Goes  in  and  knocks.- 

Dun.  Hah  !  here's  fomebody,  I  hope,  will  interrupt 
you.  [Opens  the  door* 

Enter   Wellman  difguifed. 

What  would  you,  fir  ?  would  you  have  aught  with  me?: 
A  proper  handfome  fellow,,  but  ill  drefl.  [Afidc. 

Well.  Madam,  I  am  a  gentleman  grown  poor,  de- 
cay'd  by  fortune,  and  would  gladly  ferve  :  I  can  obey,, 
could  you  direct  me  where. 

Dun.  This  fellow  would  ferve  my  turn  moll  admi- 
rably !  but  if  I  could — you  would  grow  proud  with 
feeding  well,  and  clean  linen. 

Well.  I  am  not  bred  fo  ill,  but  I  can  tell  how  to  be 
grateful  to  you. 

Dun.  In  troth  he  apprehends  moll  difcreetly — but 
you're  too  big  to  wear  a  livery. 

Well.  Not  at  all  ;  'tis  the  fafhion  now  for  ladies  to 
keep  tall  men  in  liveries ;  your  page  is  out  of  faihion, 
and  your  firippling  footman. 

Cor.  [within.']  Help  I   help  !  undone  !  O  help  ! 

Well.  Hah,  what  noife  is  that  !     [Draws  and  runs  in. 

Dun.  Heavens!  the. rogue,  fure  was  ravifhing  her. 


Enter 
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Enter   Wellman   dragging  in  Triekwell,  Corina  follows 

difordered. 

Well,  Damn'd  faucy  villain,  what  was  thy  pretence  ? 

Trick.  What's  that  to  thee,  bold  interrupting  flave, 
fent  by  the  devil  to  hinder  my  delight  ? 

Well.   Dog —  [Going  to  kill  him. 

Cor.  Hold  !  do  not  kill  the  rafcal ;  'tis  enough  you've 
fav'd  me  from  his  mifchiefs  :  pray  let  him  go. 

Well.  'Tis  pity,  but  I  will  obey.  Take  that,  that, 
and  that,  ye  mungrel  cur  ;  dogs  mould  be  ufed  fo. 
[Kicks  him  cut.']  Death  !  what  a  very  wretched  thing's 
a  whore,that  every  rafcal  dares  approach  with  love  \[Afide. 

Cor.  Who  are  ye,  pray,  to  whom  I'm  fo  oblig'd  ? 

Well.  One  that  would  gladly  ferve  in  any  quality. 

Cor.  I'll  do  thee  good  ;  take  that.  [Gives  him  money. ~\ 
I  will  prefer  thee  to  fome  man  of  quality  :  mean  time 
make  this  your  home. 

Well.  I  wonder  whether  Friendly  has  been  here  !' 

iAfide. 

Dun.  Madam,   one  knocks  ;  (hall  any  have   admit- 
tance ? 

Cor.  Only  falfe  Wellman's  friend.  You  may  retire, 
and  wait  my  farther  pleafure.  Exit  D  unwell. 

Will.  I'll  over-hear  ye  too.  [Exit  Wellman. 

Enter  D unwell  and  Friendly. 

Friend.  Now,  my  dear  miftrefs,  foul  of  my  defires,  I 
come  with  all  the  fpoils  of  conquering  love,  to  lay  'em 
at  thy  feet.  My  (lop  is  dead,  the  flop  of  all  my  ra- 
vifhing  happinefs  ;  and  here's  the  witnefs  of  my  viclory. 

[Kneeling  prefents  her   the  ring. 

Cor.    Dead  !    Wellman   dead  !    Oh    thou    inhuman 

friend,  that  boreft  that  title  only  to  betray  him.    Dead  ! 

and  by  thee  !    Heaven,   can  you  let  him  live  !   Support 

me,  or  I  fall  to  earth  with  this  fad  killing  news. 

[Seems    to  faint. 
Friend. 
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Friend.  Heavens,  madam,  what  d'ye  mean  ?  or  fliaJI 
I    vow  to  you  he  not  is  dead  ? 

Cor.  Hah  !  not  dead  ! 

Friend.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  When  I  con- 
firm him  dead,  you  grow  inraged  ;  and  when  I  lay  he 
lives,  you  kill  with  frowns. 

Cor.  Traytor,  and  haft  thou  then  deceivM  my  hope;: : 
and  is  not  Wellman  dead  r  Hell,  what  is  man  !  how 
didil  thou  fwear,  how  (lidft  thou  pro^rale  lie,  and 
beg'd  to  give  me  any  proof  of  thy  Mie  paflion  r  .1 
afked  thee  tin's ;  and  is  it  thus  you  give  it  ?  Oh  for  a 
quick:  revenging  power  to  kill  thee  ! 
v  Friend.  Calm  that  dear  angry  face,  and  tell  my  love 
which  way  it  belt  (hall  plcafe. 

Cor.   Is't   in  thy    choice,     perjur'd,     forfworn, 
falfe,   to  tell  me  either?  Damn  thy  double  tongue,    and 
all  this  beauty  that  mifled  thy   truth,  if  thou  hadfi 
any  in  thy  foul. 

Friend.  Then  fince  it  is  my  defciny  to  offend  which 
way  foe' er  I  take,  I'll  follow  truth,  and  tell  you,  ma- 
dam, all  your  Uriel:  commands  I  did .  obey,  and  Well* 
man  is  no  more. 

Cor.  No  more  !  what  hadft  thou  to  do  with  my 
commands  ?  Oh  thou  haft  kill'd  all  that  my  foul  could 
love  !  Tho'  I  commanded,  yet  he  was  thy  friend,  and 
that  in  generofuy  mould  have  fav'd  him.  Go  from  my 
eyes,    far  from  my  thoughts  remain. 

Friend.    Is    this    then  the  reward  of  all  my   love? 

What  have  I  done,  but  been  obedient  ?    Had    I  priz'd 

my  friendmip  above  that  love,  would  you  have  took  it 

well  ?     Yes,  I  will  be  gone,  and  to  the  judging  worl 

Prove  who's  the  greater  criminal,  you  or  I  : 

I  killed  a  friend,  you  make  a  lover  die. 

Cor.  1  mull  not  let  him  go,  till  I'm  reveng'd. — Sta 
I  relent  ;  oh  ftay,  and  give  my  heart  a  little  time  to 
take  leave  of  its  old  acquaintance,  ere  it  go  to  make  a 
new  and  unknown  choice  again.  Alas,  I  lov'd  this 
Wellman,   lov'd  him  dearly,  more  than  my  life. 

[Weeps. 
Friend* 


■  it 
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Ft  tend.  Why  did  you  bid  me  kill  him  then  ? 

Or.  Why,  in  my  own  defence  ;  he  gave  the  firfl,    I  ' 
fear  the  mortal  wound. 

Friend.  Then  think  it  jail,  and  think  of  him  no  more, 
but  of  the  dear  reward  you  are  to  give  for  all  my  fer- 
vice.     Come,  will  you  not  ? 

Cor.  I  will  ;  but  you'll  receive  it  decently,  and  not 
with  hands  diflain'd  i'th'blood  of  him  that  lately  was  fa 
dear  to  me  ? 

Friend.  Still  on  that  fubjeel  ?  do  not  put  me  off  ;  I've 
left  the  bufinefs  of  my  life  undone,  and  had  not  power 
to -go  about  my  pardon,  fo  hafly  for  the  dear  reward 
I  was ;  and  is  it  thus  you  treat  me  ? 

Cor.  You'll  find  me  all  you  wifh,  give  me  an  hour's 
time  to  compofe  myfelf ;  and  all  this  upon  my  brow  is 
but  a  modell  decency  ;  one  hour  of  joy  will  chafe  it  all 
a  Way. 

Friend.  Do  not  you  dally  with  me  ? 

Cor.  No,  by  heaven,  when  you  return  I'll  give  ye 
your  reward,  and  what  you  moft  deferve — a  halter  'tis, 
[Jjide^.  £d.\{e  and  perfidious  wretch. 

Wtiendi  Here,  keep  this  ring,  and  think  each  minute's 
abfonce  is  a.  long  year  in  love.    Farewel.  {Exit. 

Cor.  Farewel,  vain  credulous  treacherous  fool,  fare- 
wel.— -MifchieT  infpire  rue  now  with  all  your  arts  ;  me-, 
thinks  the -fight  of  this  mftructs  my  foul  in  a  moil  noble 
piece  of  villainy  :  I  will  to  fair  Marinda  with  this  ring, 
and  frame  a  (lory  of  fo.  cunning  mifchief,  (hall  flab 
her  through  the  ear .  into,. the  heart.  By  heaven,  'tis 
greatly  brave,  and  I'll  begin  it :  then  when  this  falfe 
believer  does  return,:  I'll  be  prepared  for  him  — ■-  What, 
ho  I  who  waits  ? 


'  Enter  D unwell  and  Wt  Uman* 

•Well.  Now  what  a  devil  is  this  woman  grown  ! 

{Afide. 
Cor.  My  hoods  and  fan,  and  call  a  coach  immedi- 
ately. 


X 
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.ately.    [Exit  DuftweUJ]  And  you,  fir,  I  muft  beg  to 
.wait  on  me. 

Well*  Wherever  you  command — This  was  happy  ! 

SJLxeunt  all. 

Scene  changes  to  fir  LyoneFs  houfe. 

Enter  fir  Lyonel,  Marinda,    Diana  and  maid,  and 
fir  John, 

Mar.  Nay,  good  fir,  be  not  angry  that  I  fent;  I 
was  afraid  fome  harm  would  come  of  it,  and  fo  I  fear 
there  is. 

Sir  Ly.  And  did  no  one  hear  of  him  ? 

Mar.  None  ;  pray  heaven  he  be  well  j  my  heart  mif- 
gives  me. 

Sir  Ly.  Well,  if  he  be  loft,  there's  a  brave  fellow 
gone,  and  in  a  time  the  king  had  need  of  foldiers ; 
there's  idle  hufbands   enough  for  you,  baggages. 

Dian.  I  have  a  little  kind  of  a  feurvy  pain  too, 
which  I  do  not  ufe  to  feel  about  my  heart,  for  Friendly 
—but  none  mall  fee  it  in  my  troubled  looks:  not 
that  I  care  who  knew  the  loving  fecret,  but  131  not  be 
laugh'd  at. 

Sir  Ly.  Leave  your  whimpering,  do  ;  Would  thou 
hadft  a  heart  like  thy  filler  here.     When  wou'd  fee  cry 

for  a  man  thus  ?  ,  »   \r 

Dian.  Faith,  fir,  when  I  have  as  much  need  of  a 
man  as  {he  ;  that  is,  when  I  want  one,   I   cannot  dif- 

femble. 

Sir  John.  Look  ye,  fir,  (he  has  need  enough,  and 
thanks  to  fortune  fee's  provided  for,  with  your  good 
liking,  noble  fir  Lyonel. 

Sir  Ly.  Come,  fir,  let* s  have  one  marriage  well  over, 
before  we  think  of  another.  Wou'd  we  cou'd  hear  of 
thefe  fparks  too  ;  'tis  almoft  midnight :  they  might 
have  ftaid  till  day-light,  and  have  kill'd  one  another 
like  christians  decently,  not  by  dark,  as  cats  and  dogs 
worry  each  other.     I  know  not  what  to  think  on't. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  boy. 

Boy.  Here's  a  lady  in  a  coach  below  defires  to  fpeak 
-with  you. 

Sir  Ly.  A  lady  at  this  hour!  flie  (hall  be  welcome  ; 
X)\d  as  I  am,  I'll  not  deny  a  lady.  [Exit  boy. 

Enter  Cor  in  a  and  Wellman  difguifd. 

Sir  Ly.  I  hope  your  bufinefs.is  with  me,  fair  lady, 
Dian.   'Twould.be  but  ill  difpatch'd  then. 
Cor.  I  know  not5  fir ;  firft  let  me  crave  your  name, 
or  are  you  father  to  the  fair  Marinda  ? 

Sir.  Ly.  I  am,  fair  miftrefs,  for  want  of  a  better.  By 
.the  mafs  (he's  very  handfome  !  [afide\  This  is  the  maid 
you  name. 

Cor.  My  time's  but  fliort,  ^nd  what  I  have  to  fay  I 
muft  difpatch.  Madam,  you  had  a  lover  once,  young 
Wellman. 

Mar.  Had !    (good  heavens)   I  hope  and  have. 
Cor.   No,  Friendly  has  bafely  kuTd  him. 
Mar.  Oh  wretched  loft  Marinda  !  [Swoons. 

Sir  Ly.  Look  to  my  daughter. 

Cor.  Madam,  look  up ;  this  great  concern  he  merits 
;  rot :  'twas  pity  brought  me  here  to  undeceive  ye  ;  his 
r.vows  and  foul  were  mine,  intirely  mine. 

Mar.  Why  didft  thou  call  me  back  to  life  again,  or 
lay  in  pity,  that  you  undeceiv'd  me  ?  If  you  knew  Well- 
man  falfe,  v/hy  did  you  flay  me  r  Yoj  mould  have  let  me 
Idy'd,  't  had  been  more  charitable  ;  but  if,  a-  you  af- 
Efirm,  he  lov'dyou  beft,  which  I  believe  from  that  fair 
■form  of  yours,  whilft  I  jemain  I  needs  muft  love  you 
fctoo. 

Dian    This  muft  be  malice,  fure  ! 
Cor.  Madam,  do  ye  know  this  ring  ?  he  gave  it  me, 
Kind  told  me  fuch  .thing?,  of  your  tirefome  paliion,  as  gave 
liis  caufe  of  laughter  all  the  evening. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  I  cannot  blame  liim  that  he  lov'd  me  not,  when 
fo  much  beauty  as  appears  in  you  gave  him  permimon  to 
adore  it:  but,  methinks,  'twas  ungentile  to  make  a 
("port  of  me  ;  he  ihouM  have  pitied  follies  he  created  : 
he  lov'd  me  firft ;  alas,  I  fought  him  not  \jtvccps.'] 
Help  me,  Diana,  for  I  feeble  grow.  To-morrow 
ihou*-d  have  been  my  wedding-day,  now  I  invite  you  to 
my  funeral ;  bring  flowers  and  mow  the  way  to  my  cold 
grave,  and  lay  me  down  in  peace. 

Sir  Ly.  Lead  her  in,  and  be  careful  of  her  ;  but, 
Madam —  {Talks  afide. 

Well.  I  cannot  hold,  I  mud  reveal  myfelf ;  {going 
fops']  Yet  flay,  heavens,  (hall  I  fuffer  her  to  die  !  \o 
good,  fo  gentle,  and  fo  fwcet  a  miilrefs  ?  Were  there 
but  three  fuch  women  in  the  world,  two  might  befav'd. 
— Yes,  Til  have  patience  yet  to  fee  the  ufmoft  that  this 
devil  aims  at. 

Sir  Ly.  Confer!  it,  faid  ye,  Madam  ?  and  to  you  ? 
On' "what  acquaintance,  pray  ? 

Cor.  He  was  in  love  with  me;  and  feeing  no  hope  of 
gaining  me  whilft  Wellman  was  alive,  he  piekM  a  quar- 
rel .with  him,  and  difpatch'd  him,  and  vaunted  of  the 
villainy  to  me.  Pleate  you  to  go  where  I'll  direct  you, 
fir,  he  {hall  confefs  the  murder. 

Sir  Ly.  Madam,  Til  go  ;  and  you,  fir  John,  muft  bear 
n\$  com  pair.'. 

Sir  John .  With  all  my  heart,  fir. 

Sir  Ly.  Iviadam,  your  hand.  Roger,  go  you  to  mr. 
conflable,  bid  him  be  ready,  if  I  have  OLcaiion,  and  care- 
ful who  paries  the  ftreets  to  night.  [E#iu?;t  alL 

Scene  the  ftreet. 

Enter  DaJJjit  and  Sam. 

Dajh.  Say'f!  thou,  Sam,  at  ane  xnrs.  Dun  well'-  houfe? 
whe,  fhe's  a  bawd. 
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Sam.  Yes,  fir,  or  ray  intelligence  is  falfe.  There 
lives  a  lady,  fir,  with  whom  he's  defperately  in  love ;  and 
having  no  purchafe-money,  'tis  thought,  hires  the  bawd 
at  the  price  of's  own  body,  to  get  the  young  lady,  fir  : 
they  call  her  Corina. 

Da/b.  Lord,  lord,  what  will  this  wicked  world  come 
to  !  And  there  thou  fayeft  I  may  be  fure  to  find  this  vil- 
lainous TrickwelL 

Sam.  He  never  lies  from  thence  all  day,  fir,  as  I  am 
inform'd  ,-  'tis  now  about  his  hour  of  departure,  and  this 
way  he  muft  come. 

Da/h.  Get  ye  home,  Sam  ;  I'll  e'en  take  mr.  con- 
flable  and  a  watchman  or  two,  and  fall  to  fearching. 
Get  ye  home,  Sam,  thou  fhalt  have  a  new  fuit  for  this, 
honed  Sam.  [Exit  Sam. 

Well,  if  I  catch  the  rogue,  he  fhall  be  hang'd  in  loufy 
linen :  I'll  hire  a  priefl  to  make  a  papift  of  him  before 
execution ;  and  when  he's  dead,  Til  pifs  on's  grave.*— 

Enter  Tricknjoell  in  a  cloak. 

But  flay,  who  comes  here  r  this  may  be  he. 

Trick.  Damn-this  Coring  this  proud  fcornful  be ai 
whom  I  mull  humble  and  enjoy.     I  know  I  am  a  rogct 
not   worthy  of  her  love,  a    rafcal  that    have  no   one 
good  thing  about  me,  but  that  I  love  :  and  this  damn  d. 
bawd,  to  keep  me  to  herfelf,  difgraces  me   to  Corina. 

Dajh.  Ay,  ay,  this  mull  be  he. — Ware  (having, 
nr :  What  ho,  the  watch  !  the  watch ! 

[Takes  bold  of  Trisk-zvelTs  cloak* 

Enter  the  ivatch  after,  met  by  Trtck*tveff. 

Conft.  Who  goes  there  r  come  before  the  conflable. 

Trick.  Death,  you  are  a  pretty  fellow  cf  a  confla 
to  rcprefent  the  king's  perfon  indeed  !  here's  a  watch  foi 
the  devil !  honefl:  men  are  robb'd  under  your  nofes.  A 
rafcal  in  the  habit  of  a  vintner  fet  upon  me,  cry'd  ftand 
and  deliver,  in  the  king's  highway  ;  he  wou'd  have  had 
my  purfe,  but  that  my  beels  fevM  it :  Yet  he  got 
:  of  rich  camlet,  I -11   be  fv  vn  and  fc;- 

Vou  XII. 
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morning.     If  you  light  on  him,  feize  him,  and  keep 
him  in  the  flocks  till  the  cloak  will  hang  him. 

Conft.  Doubt  not  our  diligence,  mailer,  thefe  dan- 
gerous times. 

i  Watch.  Something  to  drink,  mailer,  we  that  take 
pains  for  the  good  of  the  nation. 

Trick.  Honed  men,  watch  and  fleep  not.  Good  night. 

[Goes  out. 

i  Watch.  Well,  mailer,  we  mud  watch  better  indeed. 
Is't  not  ilrange  that  knaves,  rogues,  and  thieves  fhou'd 
be  abroad,  and  yet  we  of  the  watch,  fcriveners,  ex- 
change-men, and  taylors,  never  flir  a  foot ! 

Enter  Dajhit  running  with  the  cloak. 

Conft.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Dajb.  An  honed  man  and  a  citizen. 

I  Watch.  The  knave's  drunk,  and  fpeaks  riddles. 

Conft.  Come  before  the  conilable ;  what  art  thou  ? 

Dajb.  A  vintner. 

Conft.   Bring  him  near  :  Hah,  what's  here,  the  cloak  } 

I  Watch  Oh,  mr.  vintner!  is't  your  Hold,  a  rich 
camlet-cloak  ;    'tis  the  fame. 

Conft.  Oh  thou  varlet,  does  not  thou  know  the  wick* 
ed  cannot  'fcape  the  eyes  of  the  conflable  ? 

Dajb.  What  means  all  this?  As  I'm  an  honeil  man 
and  a  citizen,   I  took  the  cloak — 

Conft.  As  you're  a  knave,  you  took  the  cloak ;  we  are 
your  witnefles  for  that. 

Dafh.  But,  neighbours,   hear  me,   hear  who  I  am. 

i  Watch.   A  thief  you  are,   we  know. 

Dajb.  My  name  is  Daihit. 

Conft.  I,  I,  we'll  dafh  ye  :  in  with  him  to  the  flocks 
there,  and  lock  him  fail  till  morning,  thatjudice  Lack- 
brain  may  examine  him. 

Dajb.   Whe,  butharkye— 

Conft.    Away  with  him. 

Dajb.  Mr.  Condable 

Conft.  In,  I  fay.  {Locks  him  in  the  flocks. 

Dajb.  Am  I  not  dark  mad  yet,  not  quite  an  afs ! 
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1  Watch.  You  may  be  in  good  time,  in  grace  a  God* 
Fir.  Well,  what  wou'd  this  city  do,  if  it  were  not  for  fuch 
neceflary  tyrants  as  ourfelves  to  ride  the  free-born  jades* 
and  humble  'em  ? 

2  Watch.  Pr'ythee  hold  thy  prating,  mind  our  du tie s* 
and  let's  go  fleep  in  the  fear  of  the  Lord* 

[Exit  all  but  Dajk.  in  the  flocks. 

Enter  Trickwell. 

Dajh.   Who's  there  ?  So  ho !   fo  ho  !   [to  him  Trick- 
well  like  a  bell-man.']   I  fiiall  be  mad,   lofe  my  wits,  and 
then  be  hang'd.     Who  goes  there,  I  fay  ?    thou  may 'ft 
approach  without  fear,  I'm  fail  by  the  heels. 
Trick.  'TisDafhit! 

Maids  in  your  night- trails*  [Rings  his  belL 

Look  to  your  light  tails* 
Keep  clofe  your  locks* 
And  down  your  fmocks ; 
Keep  a  broad  eye, 
And  a  clofe  thigh. 
Good  morrow*  my  mafiers  all,  good  morrow. 

Dajb-.   A  pox  of  eyes  and  thighs!   Whe,  bell-man ! 

Trick-jjcll  comes  to  him,  holds  his  lanthorn. 

Trick.   [Through    the  nofe.']    Good  lack,   good  lack, 

Mr.  Dafhit !  whe,  what  does  your  worfhipin  the  flocks  r 

pray  come  out,  fir. 

Dajb.  Out,  fir!  whe,  I  tell  thee  I  am  lock t. 
Trick.    Lockt!   Oh    men,   oh    manners!  Oh  times, 
oh  night !    that  canft  not  diicern  gravity  and  wifdom*  in 
one,  of  the  common-council  too !    Whe,   what's  your 
worfhip  in  for  r 

Dajh.  For?  a  plague  on't,  fufpicion  of  felony. 
Trick.  Nay,  an:t  be  fuch  a  trifle,  lord,  I  cou'd  weep 
to  fee  your  good  worfhip  in  this  taking :  Your  worfhip 
has  been  a  good  friend  to  me  ;  and  tho'  you  have  for- 
got me,  I  have  found  your  worfhip's  doors  open,  and  £ 
have  knock'd,  and  God  knows  what  I  have  fav'd  ; 
and  do  I  live  to  fee  your  worfhip  ftockt  ? 

Da/h.  Hah!  alas  honeft  man,  thou  know'ft  me  then  : 
Pr'ythee  call  the  watch,  and  let  the  conftableknow  who  I 
am,  pry 'thee  do ;  and  here,  I  have  fome  money  about  me. 
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Tricky  'Tis  more  than  I  deferve,  fir ;  let  me  alone  for 
your  delivery. 

Dajb%  Do  fo,  honeft  bell-man,  and  then  let  me  alone 
with  that  knave  Trick  well. 

Trick*  Maids  in  your  night-rails,  &c« 

[Crying  and  ringing. 

Going  out,  enter  Conftahle  and  Watch* 

Mr.  Conflable,  who's  in  the  flocks  ? 

Conft.  One  Dafhit,  for  a  robbery.  Dafhit  he  calls 
himfelf :  dofl  know  him  ? 

Trick,  Know  him  ! — Well,  Mr.  Conflable,  what  good 
have  you  done  the  city  !  Know  him  !  a  molt  notorious 
thief;  his  houfe  has  been  fufpe&ed  for  a  bawdy-houfe 
many  a  year;  a  harbourer  of  cut-purfes  and  night- 
walkers  ;  he  has  been  a  long  time  in  the  black-book,  and 
is  he  taken  now  ? 

I  Watch,  How?  By'rlady,  my  neighbour,  we'll  not 
trufl  the  flocks  with  him  ;  well  to  Newgate  with  him  to 
night. 

Conft.  Well  mov'd,  Simon.  Come,  fir,  come  fir, 
out  with  him. 

Dajh.  Dots  your  rafcalfhip  know  me  now  ?  I  thought 
you  would  know  me  in  the  end. 

Conft.  Yes,  the  end  of  your  worfhip  we  know. 

Da/h.  Aye,  here's  an  honefl  fellow  can  inform  ye. 

Conft.  Yes,  we  thank  him,  he  has  infornVd  us  you 
are  a  pimp  and  a  thief.  Bind  him  fail,  and  to  Newgate 
with  him. 

Da/h.  To  Newgate!  why  bell-  man,  rogue,  rafcal— To 
Newgate,  amongft  the  profane  jefuits  too  ?  oh,  oh  ! 

[Exit  the  Watch  with  Daft  it. 

Trick  So,  thou  art  like  to  thrive  in  thy  knavery  : 
Roguery  profpers  with  thee.  To-morrow  is  the  ferTions 
at  the  Old-bailey  ;  I'll  make  him  fhrink  with  fear  ere  I 
I  have  done.  Cou'd  I  but  be  reveng'd  on  this  Corina, 
I  fhou'd  be  profperous  indeed  ; 
Seme  little  devil  help  me  at  a  pinch  at  need.  [Exi 
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A  C  T    V. 

Scene  the  firft.     Corina's  houfe. 

Table  and  lights. 

Enter fir  Lionel,  fir  John,  Corina,    and  Wellman > 

difguis*d. 

Carina, 

THIS  is  my  lodging,  gentlemen;  where,  if  you'll 
pleafe  to  wait  a  little,  you  fhall  both  fee  and  hear 
the  truth  of  what  I've  told  you. 

Sir  Ly.  But,  madam,  did  he  tell  you  he  had  kill'd  his 
friend  ?  Tell  you  himfelf?  'tisftrange! 

Cor.  Sir,  if  you  find  I  wrong  him,  let  me  die.  He 
came  all  breathlefs,  panting  to  my  chamber,  his  (word 
all  bloody,  pray'd  me  to  conceal  him,  for  he  had  mur- 
d  r'd  Wellman. 

Sir  John.  Under  favour,  madam,  what  quarrel  had 
they  ?  faid  he,  'tis  a  moflrare  creature,  I'm  half  in  love 
already. 

Cor.  I  innocently  was  the  unhappy  caufe  ;  they  lov'd 
me,  both  were  rivals  in  my  favour,  nor  knew  I  which 
my  heart  inclin'd  to  mofr.  \  Wellman  had  wit,  youth, 
gayety,  and  good  humour,  lovely,  well  made,  fit  to  en- 
gage a  heart ;  and  Friendly  too  was  handfome,  very  dif- 
creet,  very  amorous,  foft  in  his  language,  mod  eft  in  his 
actions  ;  and  tho'  their  charms  were  different,  yet  'twas 
hard  to  fay  who  was  the  greater  conqueror  ;  fo  I  by  fa- 
vouring both,    made  either  jealous. 

Sir  John.  S'bud,  wou'd  I  had  fhar'd  of  that  without 
the  danger.  \aflde. 

Sir  Ly.  But  Wellman  was  to  have  married  my  daugh- 
ter Marinda  ;  to-morrow  was  the  dav. 
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Cor.  To  pleafe  his  father,  fir,  he  made  you  tftink  fo  : 
he  has  oft  with  fighs  to  me  confefs'd  he  could  not  love 
Marinda — I  hope  fhe  will  believe,  and  die  in  rage,  and 
then  I  fhou'd  lie  contented  in  my  grave.  [a fide. 

Sir  Ly.  I  pity  thee,  in  troth  now  ;  but  he  was  fuch  a 
villain,  that  but  for  his  father's  fake,  J'd  let  him  die  un- 
reveng'd — but  iir  Jeffery  Wellman's  my  friend,  and 
therefore  I'll  be  difpos'd  by  you. 

Enter  Dunivell. 

Dun.  Madam,    here's  the  villainous  man  come — as 
gay  as  a  young  bridegroom. 

G?r.,  Pray,  fir,  retire  with  thefe  gentlemen   into  my 
clofet,  and  you  (hall  hear  he  will  confefs  the  murder,  and 
having  witnefs,  you  may  apprehend  him,  and  do  you 
the  while   prepare  the  Watch,  and  let  'em  wait  below. 
Well,  With  what  a  fury  is  a  whore  inrag'd!  [Puts  ft? 
Lyonel  and  fir  John  into  the  clofet }    and  Wellman 
and  Dunivell  go  out. 
Cor.  So,  now  my  revenge   grows  high :    cou'd  I  but 
hang  this  Friendly,  which  I  wou'd,  becaufe  'twas  Well- 
man's  friend,    and  make  Marinda  mad, 

Oh  !  with  what  joy  I'd  follow — for  'tis  I 
Mufiend  the  laftacl  of  the  tragedy. 

Enter  to  her  Friendly  fine. 

Friend.    Now,  my  Corina,  now  my  heavenly  fair^ 
I  come  to  take  that  joy  which  from  thy  eyes 
I  find  thou  wilt  allow  my  panting  heart — 
And  here,   upon  my  knees,  receive  my  vow. 
If  ever  I  prove  falfe  tofo  much  beauty, 
May  I  be  ever  fcorn'd  by  men  and  heaven ! 
Oh  !  the  exceflive  joy  that  fills  my  foul 
With  thoughts  of  my  approaching  happinefs. 
Come,  lets  draw  nearer  to  our  blifs,  thy  chamber — ■ 
Cor.  Butftay —  [Draws  him  near  the  clcfefo 

Friend.  Oh  !  do  not  kill  me  with  that  fatal  flay. 

Cor. 
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Cor.  You  have  not  told  me  yet  how  you  kill'd  Well- 
man. 

Fri.  Oh  f  name  him  not;  fome  fit  of  love  or  rage 
will  feize  thy  foul  at  naming  him,  and  ruin  me.  My 
dear  Corina,  miftrefs  of  my  life,  name  him  no  more. 

Cor.  Now,  on  thy  life,  by  all  I  hold  moil  dear,  now 
Wellman  is  no  more,  the  repetition  will  be  wondrous 
grateful.  Pr'ythee,  how  fell  the  perjur'd,  faithlefs 
man  ?  tell  me  it  o'er  again,  and  I'll  refign  myfelf  forever 
to  thy  arms, 

Fri.  Tell  thee  and  take  thee  !  were  each  word  blaf- 
phemy,  wou'd  every  fyllable  betray  my  life,  I'd  hafte  to 
utter  it  for  that  reward :  though  I  can  tell  no  more  than 
what  I've  done  already That  we  met  at  a  ball,  pre- 
pared for  the  contracting  of  Wellman  to  Marinda ;  where 
I  being  out  in  a  dance,  or  I  at  leaft  pretending  fo,  I 
ftruck  him )  we  drew,  but  being  parted  there,  I  chal- 
lenged him  out,  and  it  being  late,  we  fought  i'th'  ilreet, 
vvnere  I  had  th*  advantage  of  him,  and  kilTdhim. 

Cor.  What  did  you  with  the  body  ? 

Fri.  Dragg'd  it  into  Fleet  Ditch,  with  the  next  tide 
to  float  where  fortune  pleas'd,  and  flew,  my  dear  Co- 
rina  

Cor.  You  ihall  die  for't,  fond,  eafy  fool. 

Enter  Sir  Lyonel,  Sir  John,  and  lay  hold  of  him  :  Well- 
man  from  below  with  officers. 

Sir  Ly.  Seize  the  murderer  ;  oh  wicked  villain,  bafe 
and  treacherous  !  • 

Fri,  Bafe  and  perfidious  woman  f  Hold  off  your  hands, 
and  let  me  afk  this  devil  why  (he  does  thus  ? 

Cor.  Ah  fool,  that  cou'dit  believe  my  love  fo  flight  to 
let  thee  live,  that  murder'd  him  I  liv'd  for. 

Fri.  Well,  ye  gods,  you  have  reclaim'd  my  wild- 
nefs,  and  brought  me  back  to  man — and  now  I  fee  the 
ftrong  deformity  of  fmfulpafTion. 

SirLy.  Come,  come,  fir,  we  came  not  here  to  talk  ; 
'tis    morning  already,   carry  him  diredtly  to  the  Old- 
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Bailey,  the  fefHons  is  now,  and  let  him  be  hang'd  cmt 
of  the  way. 

Fri.  You've  reafon,  fir,  and  I  deferve  this  ufage  ;  but 
yet  unhand  me — thus  I'd  been  ferv'd  had  I  indeed  knTd 
Wellman  !  but,  fir,  he  lives,  lives  at  his  goldsmith's, 
one  Gliften,  in  Cheapfide. 

Cor.  Heavens,  lives !  lives  to  be  married  !  Oh-— 

Sir  Ly.  We  are  not  to  believe  that,  fir;  to  prifon 
with  him  till  he  can  prove  this  true. 

Fri,  No  rudenefs,  fir,  I'll  go  unguarded Death  ! 

what  a   vile,  poor,  degenerate  thing  a  mercenary  wo- 
man is  ! 

Sir  John.  How,  a  mercenary  woman !  where  the 
devil  have  I  liv'd,  and  how  pafs'd  my  time,  I  knew  her 
not  before  ? — This  is  her  man — I  mull  get  acquainted 
with  him — Friend,  a  word  I  pray. 

Sir  Ly.  How,  iir,  this  woman  fet  you  on  !  nay  then, 
mr.Conflable,  pray  lay  hold  of  her,  and  fee  her  forth- 
coming. 

Ccr.  With  joy,  fmce  Wellman  lives,  and  lives  to 
be  perjur'd,  no  matter  what  becomes  of  poor  loft  me. 

[Weeping* 

Fri.  No,  fir,  let  me  inftrucl  you,  take  my  word,  I 
am  a  gentleman,  and  known  to  you,  fhe  mail  be  forth- 
coming if  there  be  an  occafion  ;  though  fhe  be  falfe,  (he 
is  a  woman  Hill,  a  beauteous,  lovely  woman — Come,  fir, 
I'll  follow  you.  \Dunnjoell  leads  in  Cor. 

Well,  I've  yet  a  little  pity  on  my  heart,  and  that  for- 
faken  beauty  I  have  ruin'd.  [And  locking  on. 

Sir  Jch?u  But,  fir,  you  do  not  mind  me. 

Well.  Said  you,   fir  ? 

Sir  John.  I  afk'd  you,  fir,  who  this  lady  was,  to 
whom  I  perceive  you  belong  ;  whether  a  man  may  be 
welcome  for  his  money  ? — you  conceive  me  ? 

Well.  Sir  !  [Angrily. 

Sir  John.  Nay,  fir,  I  afk  your  pardon,  fir  ;  no  of- 
fence I  hope  ;  I'm  a  knight  by  birth,  fir,  and  haver  fir, 
forne  fixteen  hundred  a  year,  fir,  no  contemptible  fortune 
for  a  gallant. 
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Well  A  gallant,  fir  ? 

Sir  John.  Whe  yes,  fir,  a  gallant,  fir;  whe,  what  a 
devil,  I  fpeak  no  treafon,  I  hope  in  the  lord. 

Well,  But,  fir,  you  do  as  bad  ;  this  lady  is  of  quality, 
and  has  a  fortune  too,  or  if  fne  had  not,  fhe  has  beauty 
fufhcient  to  intitle  her  to  be  a  wife. 

Sir  "John.  Say  you  fo,  friend  ?  I  mud  confefs  I  am 
very  much  taken  with  her  beauty,  but  that  I  have  a  fort 
of  an  engagement  upon  my  perfon  to  mrs.  Diana  now, 
but  I  like  this  better  by  much,  fir  ;  and  if  lhe  can  but 
clear  herfelf  of  the  bufmefs  of  this  murder,  and  has 
but  any  reafonable  fortune — and  I  get  myfelf  off  this 
Diana — 

Well  Who  is  lhe,  fir  ? 

Sir  John.  Sir  Ly onel  Worthy's  daughter,  fir,  a  little 
Iearing  titt  as  any's  in  England. 

Well.  Sir,  to  ferve  you,  cou'd  you  help  me  to  the 
fpeech  of  her,  I  wou'd  do  much,  and  have  fome  art- 
ful cunning. 

Sir  John.  Help  thee!  whe  I'll  carry  thee  immediately 
man — but  do't  fo,  as  lhe  may  be  very  willing  to  part 
with  me — or  elfe,  poor  thing,  'twill  grieve  me  to  difap- 
point  her. 

Well.  I'll  warrant  you  for  doing  that  ;  and  clearing 
this  lady,  and  fecuring  you  a  portion. 

Sir  John.  Egad,  and  I'm  a  man  made  then — come 
along,  thou  malt  have  a  handfome  reward  for  thy  pains 
too.  [Exeunt* 

Scene  Sir  Lyonel's  Houfe. 

Two  chairs   and  a  table. 

Enter  Marinda,   Diana,  an  I  a   Maid. 

Mar.  But,  filler,  is't  a  fin  to  hang  one's  klf  ? 
Is  it  a  crime  to  die  when  life's  a  torment  ? 
Methinks  heaven  fhou'd  forgive  it. 
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Dian.  Pr'ythee  leave  thefe  difputes,  ye  make  me  fad, 
A  humour  that  I  hate;  and  yet  for  Friendly, 
I've  try'd  to  weep  and  figh,  and  have  attained  to't 
With  very  much  ado. 

Mar.  Oh  thou  art  happy!  wou'd  I  were  unconcern'd, 
An  even  brutal  temper  that  no  miferies 
Could  touch,  nor  mirth  could  elevate. 

Dian.  Call  you  that  brutal  I  give  me  that  folid  one  -r 
I  hate  your  thin  and  unfubflantial  foul,. 
That  every  jell,  or  fmall  afTault  of  grief 
Breaks  through,  and  makes  ridiculous  mirth  and  rage, 
For  every  petty  accident  :  give  me  a  foul, 
A  humour  that's  in  grain,  not  one  that 
Fades  like  colours  in  the  fun,  and  changes  like 
Your  cheeks,  now  pale,  now  red,  and  tells  the  world 
The  fecrets  of  your  heart — and  yet  I  mull  confefs  I'm 
Griev'd  for  Friendly  ;  for  you  know  I  lov'd  him,. 
Yet  not  fo  much  to  whine  or  die  for  him. 

Mar.  'Tis  true,  when  I  confider  he  was  falfe,  methinks 
I  mould  not  die. 

Dian.  Nay,  as  for  that,  I  think  you  are  miflaken  ;  I 
believe  him  true  enough,  and  that  it  was  fome  incens'd 
iniflrefs,  fome  of  his  family  of  love,  that  envied  your 
happinefs  only,  and  came  to  put  you  in  defpair  :  and  I 
believe  Wellman  is  not  dead,  nor  can  I  think  Friendly 
could  be  fo  bafe,  upon  my  account,  to  kill  him ;  he's 
virtuous,  has  fome  religion  in  him,  and  much  honefty. 
Pr'ythee  be  pacify'd  -,  come  fit,  you  have  not  flept  to- 
night, fit  and  let's  £ng  to  you,  and  I  dare  hold  you  my 
diamond  pendants  to  fifty  guineas  Wellman  is  alive. 
Come,  Ample,  fmg  a  fong. 

Enter  Wellman  and  Sir  John  at  the  door* 

Sir  John.  Look  ye,  fir,  I  have  brought  you  in,  now 
lay  your  lies  as  clofe  together  as  you  pleafe ;  do  you  my 
buiinefs,  and  no  matter  how  :  I  mufl  go  to  the  feffions- 
Loufe  this  morning, to  give  my  evidence  againfl  Friendly. 

,      [Exit  Sir  John., 
[jfmf/e 
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[Ample  Jtngs  a  fong. 

Mar.  Away,  I'll  hear  no  more  !  I  cannot  fleep  !  Alas, 
there  is  no  muikk  like  my  fighs  and  groans ;  leave  me, 
and  let  me  go — to  reft,  and  Wellman — 

Dian.  Ample,  me  fwoons,  help,  help — 

Well.  By  your  leave,  fweet  creatures. 

Dian.  Uncivil,   fir,  what  are  you  ? 

Well.  One  that  brings  comfort :  hah,  the  lady  dying  f 
ftand  off,  1  have  a  cordial  in  my  voice — oh,  fhe's  gone, 
curs'd  be  my  trial !  See,  'tis  Wellman  calls. 

Dian.  Wellman  !  ha,  ha,  ha ;  fitter,  look  up,  he's 
here. 

Well.  She  ttirs,   give  her  more  air. 

Mar.  Kow  have  I  flipp'd  off  life  !  where  am  I  ?  hah, 
in  heaven  fure,  and  this  is  Wellman  kneeling !  Art  thou 
an  angel  there  ? 

Well.  I  would  not  wifn  it  yet  ;  no,  we  have  an  age 
to  come  in  love  e'er  we  arrive  to  that. 

Mar.  You  live  then !  {Softly.']  I  flail  die  with 
joy  elfe. 

Well.  Call  back  the  blood  into  thy  paled  cheeks,  thou 
miracle  of  women  !  I  made  this  trial  only  to  fecure  my 
faith,  and  I  believe  you  lave,  and  I  am  happy;  by  all 
that's  good,  I  never  was  unjutt ;  that  woman,  that  beau- 
teous finner  whom  you  faw,  I've  been  to  blame  with, 
but  you  mutt  forgive  the  errors  of  my  youth. 

Mar.  I  do,  and  her ;  and  mutt  love  whom  you>ve 

lov'd. 

Well.  I  thank  thy  goodnefs,  but  k  ihall  not  need  ; 
hereafter  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  life,  but  now  my  time  is 
ihort,  and  ±  matt  yet  remain  in  this  difguife  till  Friendly '3 
trial's  paft;  for  he  {hall  fuffer  to  the  lait  degree,  for  leav- 
ing thee,  Diana,  for  another. 

Dia?2.  And  has  he  been  fo  wicked?- 

Well.  Yes,  but  is  now  reclainfd,  but  'twas  but  in 
obedience  to  yoar  commands  ;  you'd  have  him  try  to 
lofe  his  maidenhead,  and  he,  ibriooth,  fell  defperately 
in  love  ;   but  I'll  return   the  penitent  iato  your  arms 


again. 
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Dian.  Faith,  brother,  I  do  love  the  fugitive,  that's 
flat:  and  if  my  father  pieafe,  will  marry  him;  but  he's 
for  fir  John  Empty. 

Well.  But  fir  John  Empty  is  not  for  you,  his  heart's 
engaged  to  this  Corina,  my  quondam  miitrefs ;  fhe  itrikes 
all  dead  that  look  on  her,  and  I'm  to  get  your  confent 
he  may  leave  you. 

Dian.  Alas,,  pray  tell  him  tho'  'twill  break  my  very 
heart  ;  yet  what  mull  be,  muil  be,  marriages  are  made 
in  heaven,  and  fo  forth. 

{Enter  Sir  John,  running. 

Well.  Let  me  alone — but  fee  where  he  comes 
breathlefs. 

Sir  John.  News,  news,  news,  news  ! 

Dian.  Mackarel,  mackarel,  mackarel,  frefh  come 
afhore. 

Sir  John.  Whe,.  how  now^mrs.  Marinda?  whe,  you 
look  blyth  and  brifk  upon't. 

Dian.  Whe,  ay,  is  not  that  better  than  low'ring, 
and  pouting,  and  puling,  which  is  troublefome  to  the 
living  and  vain  to  the  dead?  for  my  own  part,  let  my 
hufband  laugh  at  me  when  I'm  dead,,  fo  he  fmile 
upon  me  whilft  I  live  :  I  love  a  chearful  countenance  in 
all  conditions. 

Sir  John.  Ay,  but  fee  a  woman  whine,  and  yet  the 
devil  a  tear  falls  -,  mourn,  and  yet  keeps  her  cheeks  full ► 

Dian.   Ay,  there's  the  devil. 

Sin  Jchn.  And  yet  I  was  heartily  afraid,  i'faith,  that 
I  mould  a  feen  a  garland  on  that  beauty's  hearfe  ;  but 
time,  truth,  experience,  and  variety,  have  great  power 
over  woman-kind. 

Dian.  Well,  fir,  but  to  the  bufinefs,  the  news  you 
were  fo  big  with. 

Sir  John.  Why,  'tis  this  :  the  publick  femons,  this 
day  holden  at  the  Old-Bailey,  has  condemn'd  poor  Frank 
Friendly. 

Well.  Hah!  whe,  fir,  he  offered  to  produce  mr, 
Wellrnan  at  one  mr,  GMen's  a  goHfmith's> 

.  Sir  John, 
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SJr  John.  That's  all  one,  when  it  came  to  the  teft 
Gliilen  deny'd  he  ever  faw  or  heard  of  him,  and  his 
own  confeifion  hangs  him  without  more  witnefs,  and  with 
him  Damit  the  vintner  is  condemn'd  for  robbery,  and 
feveral  others. 

Well.  How !  Dalhit  for  robbery  ?  and  was  it  proved 
againft  him  ? 

Sir  John.  Only  fhrevvd  fufpicions  ;  'tis  thought  he'll 
have  a  pardon  :  a  cloak  was  ilolen,  that  cloak  he  had. 
The  juitice  was  in  drink  that  committed  him,  the  judges 
fevere  and  in  hafte,  the  jury  hungry,  and  fo  the  knave 
was  call ;  but  hang  him,  he  has  cheated  me  with  many 
an  unmerciful  bill  :  but  lord,  to  hear  his  moan,  his 
wifhes,  his  curies,,  his  prayers,  and  his  ill-tim'a  zeal, 
by  my  troth,  they  would  have  made  a  comedy.  But, 
£r,  the  lady,  the  poor  lady  you  ferve,  and  who  betray 'd 
Friendly,  is  fent  to  Newgate — Well,  I'll  take  my 
oath  'tis  a  lovely  gentlewoman,  'tis  a  thoufand  pities  ; 
they  fay  {he  muit  be  try'd  the  next  femons. 

\V/  ellman  jogs  Diana ,  and  "juhifperst 

Dian.  Let  me  alone  for  a  neat  and  feafonabie  lie — 

[Jfide. 

—How,  fir,  a  lady  !  pray  who  mean  ye  ?' 

Well.  She  that  was  here,  madam,  and  gave  an  account 
how  Wellmanwas  kill'd. 

Dian.  Heav'ns,  his  filler !  mean  you  Wellman's  Af- 
ter, fir  ?  [To  Sir  John, 

Sir  John.  How,  Wellman's  fitter  !  \4fide. 

Well,  Wellman's  Mer,  madam. 

Dian.  Can  you  do  lefs  for  an  abandon'd  mhlrefs  than 
tell  a  handfom  lye  to  get  her  a  good  hufband  I  Say  'tis 
fo,  or  I'll  make  mifchief.  [>^w. 

Well.  The  gentleman  knows  'tis  fo  :  I  told  him  fhe 
was  of  quality. 

Dian.  A  very  virtuous  maid ;  heavens,  that  I  had  but 
a  brother  that  wou'd  marry  her,  and  take  her  part  in  de- 
fiance of  the  world  !  Nay,  filter,  we  mult  10  honour 
•vifit  her  :  poor  innocence  ! 

Sir  John, 
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Sir  Job.  Hah,  Wellman's  filler  ?  Whe,  look  ye  ma- 
dam, tho'  you  have  not  a  brother,  I  wou'd  have  you 
to  know  you  have  a  lover,  that  will  do  as  much  to  ferve 
you  as  any  lover  in  Chriftendom;  and  as  for  marrying 
.her,  for  your  fake,  madam,  and  to  do  the  lady  good, 
I'd  venture  as  far  as  Hercules,  d'  ye  fee,  or  Alexander 
the  Great,  that  I  wou'd. 

Dian.  Moll  heroically  fpoken!  the  contents  do  aim  oft 
break  my  heart ;  yet,  fir,  to  let  you  fee  I  fcorn  to  be  out- 
done in  bravery,  I'll — give  you  leave — to  marry  her ;  and 
J  think  that's  a  bold  word. 

Sir  John.  Egad  and  fo  'tis. 

Mar.  Nay,  if  you  are  refolv'd,  and  keep  that  refo- 
lution,  'twill  not  be  hard  to  bring  the  lady  off,  fo  many 
friends  joining  to  her  party. 

Dian.  For  my  part  I'll  die  to  ferve  her. 

Sir  John.  And  fo  will  I  in  blood,  now  I'm  fet  on't, 

Dian.  Come  then,  without  delay  let's  vifit  herr 

Mar.  Where,  at  Newgate  filler  ? 

Dian.  At  Newgate  :  oh  let  not  that  word  fright  you, 
becaufe  fo  many  have  gone  to  the  gallows  from  thence  ! 
martyr'd  innocence  does  often  die  where  thieves  and  rob- 
bers do ;  a  gallows  may  be  fanttify'd,  why  not  a  prifon  ? 
Come,  fir  John,  your  hand. 

Mar.  And,  fir,  I  mull  beg  yours..  [To  Welbnan* 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  the  front  of  Newgate. 

[At  the  grate  tivo  or  three  prifoners^  one  a  leg- 
ing  ',  a  box  hangs  out, 

[To  them  Shamock. 

[Begs  in  a  Io<w  'voice,  and  cries  the  <v:hile. 

1  Prif.  Pray  remember  the  poor  prifoners,  the   poor 

prifoners,  pray  remember  the  poor  prifoners;  ho,  ho,  ho. 

Sham.  Dam  ye,  for  a  fon  of  a  whore,  how  fneak- 

ingly  do  you  beg! — Remember  the  poor — Ye  meeching 

bitch,  is  that  a  voice  to  dive  to  the  bottom  of  aufurer'3 

pocket, 
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Pocket,  and  fetch  out  money  in  defpite  of  his  hardened 
heart  ? — Remember  the  poor  ?  pox  of  your  fniveling  ; 
fland  by  ye  dog,  and  let  me  come  to  the  grate. 

i  Prif.  Alas,  mr.  Shamock,  methinks  we  mould  have 
little  ftomach  to  beg,  I  hear  our  reprieves  are  out  of 
doors,  and  they  talk  of  a  warrant  for  execution,  fo  that 
we  may  be  hang'd  to-morrow. 

Sham.  Why,  you  whining  cur,  be  hang'd  to-mor- 
row ?  whe  then  we  have  the  more  need  to  beg  hard  to- 
day, that  we  may  drink  at  parting  -,  iirrah,  beg  me 
heartily,  and  v/ith  a  good  impudent  grace,  or  I'll  beat 
out  your  brains  with  our  own  fetters. 

1  Prif.  Oh  !  hold,  hold;  fpare  my  life,  good  mr, 
Shamock. 

Sham.  So,  I  fee  thou  bear'ft  a  conscience,  and  wo't 
not  cheat  the  gallows  of  its  due. 

1  Prif.  Oh  no,  fir,  I  have  too  much  repentance  to 
wiiTi  to  die  fo  wickedly,  as  I  have  liv'd  ,r  1  would  go 
out  of  the  world  like  a  good  chrifrian  however.    [Crying. 

Sham.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  chicken-hearted  fon  of 
a  whore  ?  Thou  wert  ever  a  lazy  rafcal  ,  and  I  re- 
member when  v/e  were  getting  a  painful  living  on  the 
king's  highway,  wouldft  deep  the  while,  yet  wake  to 
fhare  the  fnack,  and  to  be  drunk  for  joy  of  tSie  prize  : 
Stand  away,  and  obferve  me  now,  with  what  a  laudable 
voice  I'll  move  compaffion. 

[Pulls  ojf  his  periwig,  turns  his  cra<vat  behind \ 
thrujfs  out  his  head,  and  begs  in  a  canting 
tone. 

Chriftians,  pity  the  poor  prifoners  of  this  -loathfome 
and  difmal  dungeon,  and  it  will  be  reftored  unto  you  ia 
heaven  tenfold  ;  drop  your  bounty  into  tnis  little  box, 
the  only  fupport,  relief,  and  comfort  of  twenty  wretch- 
ed fouls.  [Enter fir  LyoneL 

Noble  fir,  remember  the  poor  prifoners  : 

[Enter  a  Par  fon.      He  pulls   out  a  long  purfe   and 
puts  in   a  two-pence. 
The  lord  reward  your  noble  charity,  and  reftore  it  to 
you  forty  and  forty  fold.  [Pulling  up  the  box]    Tis  an 

old 
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old  Oliverian  two-pence,  a  damn'd  common-wealth's 
pair  of  breeches  ;  confound  the  mark,  and  your  good 
worihip's  bounty  ;  was  this  all  the  large  leathern  purie, 
and  your  more  large  confcience  could  produce  ?  would 
I  were  worthy  to  have  a  dive  or  two  at  your  reverend 
pockets,  I  would  eale  'em  for  you  with  a  pox. 

Hah  !  ladies  alighted [Begs  again. 

Mod  beautiful  ladies,  difpenfe  your  noble  charity  a- 
mongft  twenty  miferable  wretches,  oppreft  with  hunger 

and    cold  :    merciful    and    fair pity    the  miferies 

of  unfortunate  young  men  ;  whofe  few  fhort  hours  of  life 
"  they've  left,  (hall  be  imployed  in  prayers  for  you  our 
noble  benefactors :  Oh,  remember  the  poor  ! 

[7 hey <  give  'em  money. 
Sweet  lady,  heaven  reward  your  beauty  with  eternal 
bloom  and  num berlefs  adorers. 

[Pulls  up  the  iox9   they  go  in. 
Hah,  gold  !  'tis  gold  by  Jove. 

Nay,  now  a  fhort  life  and  a  merry,  we'll  have  it  all 
in  drink,  boys,  and  when  the  hour  comes,  die  like 
heroes,  fmg  the  pfalm  merrily,  and  then  —  be  hang'd 
till  we're  fober. 

i  Prif.  Ah,  mr.  Shamock,  'tis  a  long  nap  we  mall 
take  e're  we  wake  again  ! 

Sham.  No  matter,  then  we  fnall  not  be  dry  next 
morning. 

i  Prif.  Oh  this  is  fad  jetting — Oh,  oh,  oh! 

Sham.  Here's  a  cowardly  rogue,  now  plague  on  him, 
he's  a  fhame  to  the  noble  function  of  padding  :  Sirrah, 
you  fhall  have  no  drink,  'tis  thrown  away  upon  the 
rafcal. 

3  Prif.  Drink  !  rot  him,  let  him  lap  fait  water  from 
his  eyes,  like  a  mangy  dog  as  he  is. 

Sham.  Come,  come,  let's  in  and  drink. 

Enter  Keeper. 
Keep.  Mr.  Shamock,  you  mult  come  down  to  your  * 
devotion,  here's  a  parfon  come  ;   mr.  Ordinary's  fick  ; 
come  away. 

Sham* 
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Sham.  Pox  o'  your  ceremonies,  a  man  cannot  be 
hang'd  in  peace  for  your  parfon,  and  your  paultry  pray- 
ing— but  come,  hang't  fince  we  muft  obey  filly  cuftoms, 
let's  down,  and  then — to  drink,  my  hearts — go,  get  ye 
down,  {Sings. 

[Exeunt- 

Scene,    The  infide  of  the  prifon. 

Enter  Friendly  in  irons,  <vcith  fir  Lyonel  ;  mr.  Dafcit  in 
irons,  mrs.  Da/bit  ^vueefing  by  hint.  Nan  and  other*  : 
Tricknxell  difguis^d  like  a  par/on  and  exhorting  "'em  : 
Carina  and  mrs.   DunwelfniwUing. 

Friend.  No,  fir,  I  do  not  blufh,  nor  are  my  cheeks 
grown  pale,  tho'  Vm  condemn'd  to  die  a  mame- 
ful  death. 

Sir  Ly.  No  kind  of  death  is  fhameful  but  the  caufe. 

Friend.  Which  I  well  know  is  none,  heaven  is  my 
witnefs,  none. 

Trick.  Ah  !  you  are  happy  fir  ! — happy  to  quit  the 
world  in  innocence,  for  innocence — is  a  moil  heavenly 
thing — for,  fir,  innocence  is  all  in  all  ;  innocence  is— 

[Picks  both  their  pockets. 

Friend.  Very  impertinent  in  your  mouth,  nr,  —  you 
ought  to  have  the  manners  to  believe  a  dying  man  has 
other  buYnefs — than  to  give  ear  to  what  you  fay  -}  go 
preach  to  the  rabble,    fir,   I'm  net  at  leiiure. 

Trick.  Ah  ! — what  is  finful  man — fpeak  to  him,  fir, 
to  think  upon  his  foul,  his  precious  foul  *  ah,  his  too 
precious  foul — 

Friend.  Perhaps  I'm  not  of  your  perfi  fir. 

Trick.  Hah!  Heaven  forbid — I  hope  jou're  not  a 
papift,  fir. 

Friend,     fl  am,  fir,   what  then? 

Trtcty&JhsU  then  :  whe  then,  fir,  guilty  er  net 
guilty,  yuu  deferve  to  die,  and  111  prove  Jfe  and  Hand 
to'r. 

Friend* 


426        the   R  E  V  E  N  G  E: 

Friend.  Pr'ythee  leave  us,  we  are  ferious. 

Trick.  Leave  ye  !  yes  faith,  'tis  time  ;  you  are  net 
worth  a  groat. 

Friend.  Bat  is  there,  fir,  no  hopes  of  a  reprieve  ? 

Sir  Ly.  I'll  warrant  you,  fir,  I've  intereft  enough  for 
that. 

Friend.  Upon  my  honour,  fir,  Wellman  is  but  mif- 
lodg'd,  and  I've  already  fatisfied  you  how  I  came  to 
fay  what  I  did  of  his  death  to  that  fair  falfe  one — fure 
fome  lethargy  has  feiz'd  him,  that  he  appears  not,  or 
elfe  he's  mad  ;  it  cannot  be  unkindnefs,  and  it  would 
grieve  you,  fir,  to  fee  me  die,  and  after  find  me  inno- 
cent. 

Sir  Ly.  By  th'  mafs,  and  fo  it  would,  fir  ;  therefore 
I'll  to  court  about  your  reprieve  immediately  ;  nor  need . 
you  doubt  my  diligence  or  fuccefs  ;— but  why,  thou 
beauteous  hypocrite,  didft  thou  betray  him  thus  r 

[To  Corina,  <ivho  fiands  fullen  hy. 

Cor.  I  will  not  anfwer  thee  :  I  own  my  guilt,  and 
am  afham'd  and  angry  at  my  deftiny.  Were  Wellman 
dead,  I  could  endure  the  reft,  but  would  not  live  to  fee 
him  live  another's. 

Sir  Ly.   Well,  fir,  fare  ye  well  till  anon.     [Goes  out. 

Friend.  Oh,  how  I  hate  what  once  I  fo  ador'd  ! 
He  that's  born  well,  and  nobly  educated, 
Bleft  with  an  honeft  fame,  and  worthy  friend, 
And  wou'd  with  defperate  over-fight  leave  all, 
And  land  himfelf  upon  this  fatal  fhore, 
Let  him  ne*er  kill,  or  fteal,  but  love  a  whore. 

Enter   Wellman,    Mcrinda,  Jir  John,     Jmfle,   Shatter? 
and  Diana. 

Hah  f — what  do  I  fee  ? 

Now  everlafting  darknefs  cover  me 

From  that  dear  injured,  killing  fight,  Diana. 

Dian.  Nay,  do  not  hide  your  face,  or  turn  away— 
I'm  wondrous  glad  to  know  where  a  maid  may  find  ye 
when  {h^  has  need  of  you  ;  and  tho'   thefe  chains   are 

fome- 
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fometliing  eafier  than  thofe  of  matrimony,  yet,  like  a 
malicious  woman,  I  am  for  propofmg  a  change  ;  faith, 
what  d'ye  think  on't  ?  dare  ye  venture  ?  methinks  'twere 
no  ungrateful  leap  from  the  gallows  into  a  fair  young 
lady's  arms : — Would  you  not  rather  cry,  Drive  away, 
carman  ? 

Friend.  Oh,  do  not  mock  my  miferies,  Diana  ! 

Dian.  By  this  hand,  not  I;  you  may  remember,  1 
fwore  never  to  marry,  till  the  man  I  lik'd  could  give 
me  proofs  he  was  a  man ;  you  bow'd  and  blufh'd,  and 
talk'd  of  maidenheads,  and  modeftly  protefted  your  vir- 
ginity ;  oh,  filthy  in  a  man  !  a  man  of  fenfe  too  !  — 
but  you're  improv'd  I  hear,  grown  wife  of  late,  and  gi- 
ven me  proofs  you  are  no  blockhead  ;  and  I,  to  keep 
my  word,  am  come  to  challenge  you  ; — and  to  put 
you  out  of  all  thefe  hanging  apprehenfion*,  know,  Well- 
man's  alive. 

\Welhnan  dif covers  him/elf,  they  embrace. 

Sir  John.  How  !  Wellman  alive  ? 

Friend.  My  dear,  unkind,  have  you  dealt  well  with 
me  ? 

Well.  I  was  refolv'd  I  would  be  quits  with  you  for 
getting  my  miftrefs  frcm  me  ;  which  by  the  way  I  beg 
you  would  forgive.  I  have  a  defign  to  marry  her  to 
Empty.  [Afide. 

Friend.  She  is  a  woman,  and  I  fcorn  to  injure  her.— 
And  can  you,  madam,  accept  this  criminal  in  chains  ? 

Dian.The  fooner  for  that  reafon,with  my  father's  leave. 
I  have  a  good  hank  upon  you  when  you're  infolent,  to 
upbraid  ye  with  the  place  from  whence  1  had  ye. 

Mar.  He  cannot  but  commend  your  paffion  for  him. 

Friend.  I  am  afham'd  to  be  fo  much  oblig'd. 

Mar.  Nay,  leave  the  fhame  to  her. 

Dian.  Shame  !  J  laugh  at  it,  and  would  have  believ'd 
it  none  to  have  married  Friendly  under  the  gallows—* 
therefore  take  my  hand,  and  bind  the  bargain. 

Friend.  Thou  art  a  noble  creature,  and  am  I  thine  for 
ever. 

WelL  By  heaven,  Corina,  it  was  not  want  of  love,  my 

fortune 
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fortune  did  depend  upon  my  marriage  ;  but  when  T  faW 
the  woman  defthVd  for  me,  I  muft  confefs  t  felt  new 
flames  pofiefs  me,  without  extingurfhing  the  old,  and  I 
refolv'd  to  love  her  virtuoufly,  and  hold  an  honeft 
friendfhip  ftill  with  thee — to  raife  thee  up  above  the 
world's  contempt,  the  fickle  favours  of  unconftant  man, 
and  love  thee  as  my  Mer. 

Cor.  What  pow'rful  charms  dwell  in  thy  tender  lan- 
guage !  thou  melt'ft  my  rage  with  every  foftening  look,, 
and  lead'ft  me  a  tame  captive  to  thy  will  ; — I  am  ftifl 
all  thine,  difpofe  me  as  thou  pleafeft. 

Well.  This  knight,  Corina,  then  refolve  to  marry, 
I'll  make  thy  fortune  equal  to  his  quality  ;  the  man  is 
honeft,  young.,  and  mailer  of  himfelf.  He  thinks  thou 
art  my  fitter — no?  will  I  ever  undeceive  him. 

Cor:  Well — fmce  I  muft  lofe  you,  and  am  by  your 
commands  oblig'd  to  life,  no  matter  how  forlorn  and 
wretched  it  is — 

Dun.  By  my  troth,  fir,  you  have  left  her  like  a  man 
of  honour. 

Well.  Sir  John,  you  are  my  friend,  and  this  my  only 
fitter,  for  whom  I  know  you  have  a  paSion  ;  and  fince 
mrs.  Diana  is  difpos'd  of,  I  am  refolv'd  you  mail  not 
be  difappointed  of  a  lady.  Take  her,  and  truft  my 
friendship  for  her  fortune,   'twill  not  be  inconfiderable. 

Sir  John.  Fortune,  fir  !  I  fcorn  fhe  fhould  owe  her 
ladiihip  to  any  fortune  but  what  my  fingle  honour  can 
give — Therefore,  madam,  '  I  am  your  knight,  your 
champion,  your  moft  humble  hufband  and  obedient  fer- 
vant,  John  Empty,  bart.  Eutr  good  brother,  let  us 
make  hafte  out  of  this  fcandalous  place,  it  puts  me 
fo  damnably  in  mind  of  mortality,  it  will  fpoil  my 
wedding-night. 

Well.  Ay,  fir,  as  foon  as.  Friendly  is  difcharg'd. 

\*T&is  while  Tricks  el  I  is  f caning  exhorting  the 
prifoners,  and  picking  their  pockets,  fir  J {cbn 
and  Wellman  looking  at  Trickiueli  and  the 
frifoner*. 
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Mar.  You  muft  give  me  leave  to  call  you  filler   too, 
•for  I  muft  love  and  ferve  all  that  love  Wellman. 

Cor.  Madam,  the  generous  pattern  that  you  have  fet 
me,   1  (hall  be  proud  to  follow. 

Well.  Hah  !  fare  that  wench   I   know  ; — 'tis    me— 
Whe  how  now,   Nan,  what  brought  thee  hither  ? 

Nan.  'Fore  gad,  e'en  my  kind  heart,  mr,  Wellman, 
love,  villainous  love  ! 

Sir  John.  Hah,  love  !    Whe  what  a  pox,  is  that  be- 
come a  hanging  matter  in  our  age  ? 

Nan.  Jf  'twere,  your  neck's  in  no  great  danger. 
Sir  John.    Good  lord  !  what  I  warrant  you   think  I 
was   never  in  love  then  ?    Yes  faith  have  I,  and  have 
felt  your  flames  and  fires,  and  inclinations,  and  warob* 
lings,  as  often  as  any  he  that  wears  a  head. 

Nan.  Then  you  are  the  firft  fool  I  ever  knew  in- 
fpir'd. 

Well.  Spare  him,  Nan,  he's  my  brother :  but  pr'ythee 
fay  how  came  love  to  bring  thee  to  this  fatal  end  ? 

Nan*  Fatal  !  'Tis  my  glory — and  egad  my  ftatue 
and  hiftory  ought  to  be  added  to  the  gallery  of  heroic 
women — Why  you  have  heard-,  I  fuppoie,  that  my  huf- 
band  was  condemn'd  laft  femons,  mr.  Shamcck. 

Well.  What,  the  famous  padder  ?  is  he  thy  hufrand  ? 
Nan.    Yes   faith  ;   he  had  a  reprieve,  but   now  the 
warrant's  fign'd  for  execution,  and  he's  to  be  hang'd 
to-morrow. 

Well.  Well,  what's  that  to  thee  ? 
Nan.  Whe  faith  we  have  liv'd  lovingly  hitherto  to- 
gether, and  will  e'en  die  as  lovingly  ;  for  I  am  refolv'd 
to  be  hang'd  as  honeftly  with  him. 
Sir  John.  Honeftly  hang'd  \ — how  fo  ? 
Nan.   Whe,  I'll  tell  you,  fir  :  when  the  tidings  came 
to  me  of  poor  Jack's  being  apprehended,   J   foon  knew 
which   way   the  world  would  go  with   him  ;    I  ne'er 
fnivel'd  and  nouted  like  a  feeble  woman  for  the  matter, 
imt  e'en  refolv'd  bravely  to  take  a  turn  at  Tyburn  with 
him. 

Sir  John.  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us ! 

Nan, 
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Nan.  In  order  thereunto,  what  does  I,  but  hearing  of 
a  fellow  that  had  loft  a  parcel  of  goods  of  value,  but 
goes  my  ways  to  him,  accufes  myfelf  for  the  thief,  was 
fent  to  Newgate,  and  to  my  great  joy  and  fatisfaclion, 
was  condemn'd  with  honefl  Jack  efaith.  O'  my  foul, 
mr.  Wellman,  I  trembled  for  fear  I  fhould  have  been  ac* 
quitted,  but  the  honeft  jury  took  pity  on  me,  and 
brought  me  in  guilty.  When  the  devil  would  any  of 
your  wives  of  quality  have  fhow'd  this  conjugal  con- 
ftancy  ? 

Sir  John.  Lord  deliver  me  !  What  a  wicked  world  is 
this,  that  people  fhould  have  the  face  to  confefs  their 
villainies  ?  She  confeftes  all  now,  and  fome  are  hang'd 
and  confefs  nothing.  / 

Well.  And  wo't  thou  be  fo  good  natur'd  to  take  a 
turn  with  him  at  the  gallows  ? 

Nan.  With  as  much  joy  as  e'er  I  kifs'd  him. 

Well.  Whe,  this  is  the  moil  admirable  proof  of  love 
I  ever  heard  of. 

Sir  John.  Proof  of  love  !  proof  of  the  devil,  man, 
what  to  be  flain  at  Tyburn  for  love  ?  whe  'tis  moft  dam- 
nable, and  as  nonfenfical  as  to  be  hang'd  for  religion. 

Nan.  I  find  by  your  principles  that  you'll  keep  out 
of  harm's  way. 

Sir  John.  Nay,  o'  my  confcience,  I  fhall  ne'er  in- 
creafe  the  number  of  the  noble  army  of  martyrs. 

Enter  Shamock   chain  d. 

Sham.  Nan,  where  are  you  ?  here's  the  fellow  has 
brought  home  our  coffin. 

Nan.  Let  him  bring't  in,  my  dear.  You  fhall  fee,  mr. 
Wellman,  what  a  device  I  have  found  out,  never  to 
part  with  dear  Jack  :  I  have  befpoke  a  coffin  to  hold 
us  Jboth . 

Sir  John.  How  !  a  coffin  ?  Lord  have  mercy  upon's, 
how  great  the  devil  is  with  this  woman  ?  But  what  care 
have  you  taken  of  your  foul  all  this  while  ? 
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'Nan.  That's  the  buiinefs  of  mr.  Ordinary;  he  has 
fo  much  a  year  allowed  him  for  managing  that  affair, 
and  has  undertaken  mine.     Come,  bring  in  the  coffin. 

Enter  fellow  with  a  coffin  ;  they  look  ont. 

Sham.  Whe,  what  a  coffin's  here  ?     Is  this  a  coffin 

fit  for  chriftians  ? D'ye  fee,   and   all  pitch'd  within 

too,  ye  dog,  we  fhall  flick  to't  >  sl  pox  on  ye  for  a  nafty 
fon  of  a  whore. 

Sir  John.  Blefs  me  !  fure  thefe  reprobates  never  think 
of  going  to  heaven.  [To  Wellman. 

Nan.  Ay,  I  gave  him  two  broad  pieces  in  hand  too, 
£nd  two  more  I  have  in  my  pocket  to  give  him— 

Trick.  Which  I  muft  be  acquainted  with.  [Afede. 

Nan.  But  he  fhall  be  damn'd  e'er  he  be  fo  well  paid. 

Sham.  Befides,  firrah,  you  might  have  had  the  man- 
ners to  have  lin'd  it  with  a  little  bays  this  cold  wea- 
ther, but  you  have  neither  conscience  nor  forecaft. 

Sir  John.  Lord  !  brother  Wellman,  I  believe  feme 
prietts  have  been  tampering  with  ''em,  they  are  fo 
wicked. 

Well.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  a  notable  obfervation. 

Sham.  I'd  forgot  too,  I'll  lay  my  head  to  a  halter, 
"  this  coffin  will  not  hold  us  both. 

Sir  John.  Hark  ye  friend,  don't  lay  with  him,  for 
he's  o'th'   furer  fide. 

Nan.  Yes,  my  dear,  as  for  that  I  believe  we  may 
make  ihift,  'tis  but  my  laying  my  arm  under  thy  head, 
and  thou  thine  over  my  breait,  and  we  fhall  lie  as  fnug 
thefe  cold  nights 

Sir  John.  Whe,  the  devil's  in  thefe  people. 

Nan.  But  I  have  a  curfed  misfortune  befallen  me. 

Sham.  What's  that,   my  dear  Betty  ? 

Betty.  The  whore  the  laundrefs,  who  had  all  the 
linen  1  was  to  be  buried  in,  like  an  ungrateful  baggage, 
knowing  I  was  to  be  hang'd,  and  fhe  to  have  no  more 
of  my  cuftom,  has  pawn'd  all  my  lac'd  linen  too ;  fo 

that, 
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that,  dear  Jack,  I   {hall    come  to  thy  arms,  but  fcur- 
i  vilyequipt  to-morrow. 

Sham.  Let's  arreft  her— lord,  lord,  that  people  fhou'd 
have  no  confcience  nor  honefty  in  'em  :  what  will  this 
wicked  world  come  to  ? 

Sir  John,  Ay  !  and  to  rob  the  gallows  too,  unmerciful 
tyrant. 

Tricks:  ell  conies  tip  to  her. 

Trick.  Young  woman,  young  woman,  this  is  no  time 
to  think  of  trifles,  and  gewgaws  ;  the  bell;  drefs  is  that  of 
repentance,  let  your  confcience  be  clean  and  neat  within, 
and  no  matter  for  lace  and  tawdrums  ;  drefs  up  your  foul, 
I  fay.  [Picks  'her pocket. 

Betty.  Whe,  what  a  pox  have  we  here  ? 

Trick.  One  who  has  preach'd  better  doctrine  to  your 
ladyfhip  e're  now,  and  one  who  am  appointed  to   put 
you  in  mind  of  your  long  home. 

Betty.  Whe  ye  fool  you,  have  I  been  taking  fuch 
pains  to  prepare  myfelf  for  this  journey,  and  need  your 
advice,  in  the  devil's  name?  get  ye  gone, ye  canting  radC- 
cal,  here's  honelt  Jack  can  teach  me  how  to  die,  worth  a 
legion  of  your  formal  gown -men. 

Sham.  Gad  thou'rt  a  nobk    lafs. 

Sir  John.  In  troth  and  io  ihe  is,  'tis  pity  {he  fhou'd  be* 
dainn'd. 

Trick,  goes  to  Dajhit,  Betty  to  the  Joiner. 

Betty.  Well,  firrah,  here's  your  two  pieces  more,  be- 
caufe  1  fcorn  to  be  worfe  than  my  word —  [Feels  in  her 
pocket]  hah  !  my  money's  gone — what's  the  meaning  of 
this  r  I  had  'em  and  the  two  pieces  for  Jack  Catch  too 
in  my  pocket  when  I  came  down. 

Sham.  Whe  what  a  pox  have  we  thieves  amongftour- 
felves  ?  this  is  fine  doings  i'faith. 

Betty.  Hang't  let  it  go,  they  are  fome  poor  devils  that 
wanted  it:  go  out  and  wait  till  I  go  up,  and  I'll  pay  you. 

[Exit  Joiner. 

Sir* 
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Sir  John.  Or  let  him  call  again  to-morrow  in  the 
evening. —  , 

[Trickwell  talking  this  white  to  Dajkit,  he  mak- 
ing grimaces  of  wo,  and  crying  and  wringing 
his  hands,  mrs,  Dafoet  crying  by  him. 

Mrs.  Dajh.  Well  hufband,.  this  is  a  very  comfortable 
man. 

Dajh.  He  is  fo.  But,  good  mr.  parfon,  leave  my 
foul  a  little  while  to  itfelf,.  I  pray,  and  let  us  have  a 
little  of  your  counfel  concerning  my  body.  I  owe  mr. 
Gliften  the  goldfmith  40I.  and  fuppofe,.  mr.  parfon, 
when  I  am  going  to  execution,  he  mould  fet  a  ierjeant 
on  my  back — 'twas  for  a  bowl--- 

[Bur /Is  cut  into  loud  cry  in?. 

Trick.  Ah!  trouble  not  thyfelf,  my  chnflian  brother, 
with  tranfitory  matters,  but  have  an  eye—-  an  eye,  I  fay 
to  the  main  chance—  [Picking  his  pocket."]  I'll  warrant 
your  {boulders ;  but  as  for  your  neck-— PliniusSecundus, 
or  Marcus  Tullius  Cicero,  or  fome  body  fays,  that  a 
three -fold,  cord  is  hardly  broken. 

Dajh.  A  very  learned  man  this— Well,  I  am  not  the 
nrft  honefl  man  that  has  been  hang'd,  and  I  hope  mall 
not  be  the  laft.  [crying  JUL 

Trick.  True,  £r,  therefore  have  a  righteous  fto  ■ 
xnach :    for  you  perhaps  may  fup  in  heaven  to  morrow. 

Dajh  Alas,  fir  !  i  have  n©  ilomach  to  it  at  all,  fir--- 
pleafe  you  to  take  my  trencher,   I  never  eat   at  night. 

Mrs.  Dajh,  Ah,  hulband,  I  little  thought  you  mould 
have  had  need  to  have  thought  of  heaven  fo  foon  :  oh  I 
---had  you  been  hang'd  deiervedly,  'twou'd  ne'er  have 
troubled  mc:  for  there's  many  an  innocent  man  has  been 
hang'd  defervediy,-— but  to  be  call  away  for  nothing  --. 
Oh,— oh*--  [bau/s. 

Trick,  Comfort  yourfelf,  good  midrifs,  moderate  grief 
is  decent;  you'll  fhortly  be  a  widow,  and  I'm  a  bat-, 
chelor,  Pll  come  and  vifit  ye,  and  give  you  chriflian  con- 
folation. 

Mrs.  Dr.Jh,  Ah,  fir !  you  fhall  be  heartily  welcome, 
a:id  pray  make  hafte. — oh — oh —  [crying  JUL 

Vol.  XII.  T  "         Dajh. 
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J2ajb\  Well,  I  do  here  make  my  confeffion  before  all 
good  chriilian  people,  and  do  declare — that  if  I  owe 
airman  any  thing,   I  do  heartily  forgive  him. 

Sir  John.  In  truth,  religioufly  fpoken.  Whe,  this  is 
fomething. 

Dafe.  But--  but,  if  any  man  owes  me  any  thing*  let 
him  pay  my  wife. 

Sir  John.  A  good  reafon  too,  i'  faith. 

Dajb.  There  —  are  --  the  writings  of  that  rogue's 
eftate  who  has  brought  me  to  this  untimely  end—dear 
writings  to  me,   God  knows. 

Mrs.  Dafo.  Where  had  you  thefe  ? 

Dafi.  I  took  'em  outyeilerday,  thinking  to  have  car- 
ried 'em  to  my  lawyer's,  in  order  to  taking  the  forfeiture 
of  'em  :  now  thou  may'fl  do't. 

Mrs.  Dajh.  Ay,  ay,  hufband,  I'll  warrant  ye  I  (hall 
be  diligent. 

Da/h.  And  now,   good   yoke-fellow,  take    leave  of 

thy  honefl  and  true  Bcjhit.  [weeping. 

'Mrs.  Dajp.  No,  hufband,  an't  pleafe  the  lord  I'll  not 

leave  you  now, — I'll  fee  you  hang'd  firir. —  [crJ?* 

Trick.  Hah,  my  writings  !  now  for  a  trick  of  dexte- 
rity to  retrieve  thofe,  and  I'm  a  man  again---  [afide. 
brother,  you  mufl  remember  your  iins  too,  and  ini- 
quities ;  you  mufl  confider  you  have  been  a  broacher  of 
profane  vehels,  you  have  made  us  drunk  with  the 
juice  of  the  whore  of  Babylon  ;  for  whereas  good  ale, 
perry,  cyder,  and  metheglin,  were  the  true  ancient 
Britiih  and  Trojan  drinks  ;  you  have  brought  in  popery, 
meer  popery— French  and  Spanifh  wines,  to  the  fubver- 
iion,  daggering,  and  overthrowing  of  many  a  good  pro  - 
reliant  Chriilian-— oh  !  remember  the  fins  of  the  cellar, 
beoved,  the  midnight  fins  that  have  been  unfavoury  to 
the  tafles  of  your  cuflomers,  when  you  put  the  change 
upon  'em  :  remember  your  double  fcorings  and  long  bills, 
ah  remember  your  long  bills 
[This  while  he  picks  Mrs.  D  ajhi?  s  pocket  of  the  writings. 

Well.  This  is  that  rogue  Trick  well.  [afide. 

Deft.  Ah  \  I  confefs,  and  forgive.  (frys. 

Has 
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—Has  any  heard  of  one  Trickwell  ? 

Trick.  Trickwell!  yes,  I  know  him  well,  a  very  ho- 
neft  religious  man,  and  an  unright  dealer  with  his  neigh- 
bours, and  their  wives  fpeak  well  of  him. 

Da(h.  I'll  take  it  upon  my  death  he's  the  caufe  of 
my  hanging,  but  I  heartily  forgive  him  ;  and  if  he  wou'd 
but  yet  come  forth  and  fave  me,  I  wou'd  fet  him  free 
from  the  law,  and  difcharge  him  for  injuring  me. 

Well.  And  wou'd  you  from  the  bottom  of  your  foul 
forgive  him  all  his  cheats  and  rogueries  ? 

Dajb.  I  wou'd,  and  be  bound  in  a  thoufand  pound 
bond  to  fave  him  from  the  law  :  ah  !  but  'tis  impoflible.— - 

[crys. 

Well.  Why,  look  ye,  fir,— behold  your  worfhipful 
friend  and  humble  fervant,  Thomas  Trickwell. 

Trick.  Hah  !  difcover'd  by  MrTWellman. 

Dajb.  Trickwell  ! 

Well.  Now  bawling  mr.  Dafhit. 

Dajb.  Who  wou'd  have  look't  for  a  wolf  in  fheep's 
cloathing  or   a  knave  in  a  parfon's  gown  ? 

Trick.  No  railing,  Dafhit,  if  you  do,  I'll  fwear  againit 
you  yet. 

Daft?.  Ay  do,  and  damn  your  foul. 

Trick.  What,  with  a  little  perjury  ?  the  lord  have 
mercy  on  our  age  then :  No,  no,  fir,  I'll  retrieve  you 
from  the  gallows,  but  as  for  your  goods  and  monies  it 
mult  go  towards  the  ufe  of  my  two  hundred  pound  a 
year,  which  you  have  kept  me  from  this  two  years,  and 
of  which  now,  thanks  to  my  dexterity,  I  lland  again 
pofTeit,.  [Shows  the  writings. 

Dajb.  How  !  my  writings  gone  ? 

Trick.  Thank  God  you're  lb  rid  of  them,  for  I  had 
been  an  eternal  rent  charge  upon  you  elfe,  if  I  had  not 
hang'dyou  :  you  know  you  had  'em  for  a  little  damn'd 
balderdafh  wine--- 

Dajb.  Weil,  I'd  better  lofe  my  writings  than  my 
life. 

Well.  Hold,  Trickwell- --yonder  woman  I  have  been 
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blig'd  to,  and  you  have   had  relief  from— no  writings 
or  pardon  under  marrying  mrs.  Mary  here. 

[Pointing  to  Duivwel. 

Trick.  Lord,  fir,  what  a  bawd  ? 

Well.  The  better,  firrah,  Ihe  has  a  good  calling  then, 
when  all  fails. 

Dun.  God's  bleffing  of  your  heart,  fir. 

Well.  No  grumbling,  do't,  or  I'll  deliver— remember 
firrah  how  you  ufed  my  miftrefs  laft  night,  and  had  the 
impudence  to  rival  me—  [afide  to  him. 

Trick.  Well,  fir,  of  two  evils  I'llchufe  this-— give  me 
thy  hand,  Moll,  thou'ft  been  a  loving  foul,  1  muft  con- 
id's. 

Da/b.  So,  there's  fome  revenge,  I  cou'd  even  cry  for 
joy  now. 

Mrs.  Dajb.  And  fo  cou'd  I  too,  if  I  knew  for  what. 

[Enter  Jir  LyoneL 

Sir  Ly.  Here,  where's  mr.  Friendly— here's  your  re- 
prieve, fir—  Hah  I  Marinda  and  Diana  ! 

Dia.    Yet  with  their  hufbands,  fir. 

SirLy.  How,  how?-— hah!  mr.  Wellman  alive  ?  and 
withmr.  Friendly?— 
God  blefs  ye,  god  blefs  ye  all,  I'm  glad  on't. 

Sir  Jchn.  Ay,  fir,  and  I  am  married  to  this  lady. 

Sir  Ly.  I'm  glad  of  that  too. 

[Enter  keeper  ivith  a  reprieve. 

Here,  mrs.  Betty,  where  are  you?  Here's  a  reprieve 
come  for  you  : 

Betty.  Hah  !  a  reprieve !  What  devil  ow'd  me  this 
malicious  fpight?  a  reprieve  !— -damn  thee,  thou  ill,  thou 
ominous  looking  dog,  ever  the  meifenger  of  helliih  tid- 
ings :  Oh!  I  cou'd  tear  thy  hated  tongue  out — rogue— 

[beats  him. 

Sham.  Nay,  dear,  better  be  patient,  and  if  we  muft 
part— 

Betty.  Art  thou  turn'd  cruel  too,  and  preachtft  pa- 
tience ? 

Patience  with  life  !—  no,  I  defy  my  fate- 
Scorning 
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Scorning  to  live  without  thee,  thou  fhalt  fee 
I'll  find  a  thoufand  ways  to  die  with  thee.— 

{Led  weeping  wntb  Sham,  cut] 
Sir  Ly.   By  the  mafs   a  hearty  wench,    I'll   warrant 
her.    But  comefo  let's  away,  good  boys,  let's  home  and 
dance.   But  firft  give  money  to  theft  poor  wretches. 

[Throws  his  long  purfe  among  ft  ^em, 
From  this  dire  place  many  to  death  have  gone^ 
But  to  be  married  very  rarely  one. 
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i.  A  N  hiilorical  and  critical  Account  of  the  Theatres 
/"\  in  Europe,  viz.  the  Italian,  Spanijh,  French, 
Dutch  and  Ger?nan  Theatres,  interna fafd  with  many  cu- 
rious DifTertations  on  the  Stage  ;  particularly  an  Effay 
on  Action,  or  the  Art  of  fpeaking  in  publick  :  And  a 
Comparifon  of  the  ancient  and  modern  Drama.  Tran- 
flated  from  the  French  of  Lewis  Riccohoni,  the  moil  fa- 
mous Actor  at  Paris,     In  one  Volume  &w.  Price  5s, 

2.  The  Dramatick  Works  of  Roger  Boyle  Earl  of 
Orrery ;  containing  the  Black  Frince,  Tryphon,  Henry 
the  Fifth,  Mufiapha,  Herod  the  Great,  Alt  emir  a  t  Tra- 
gedies ;  and  Guzman,  a  Comedy.  To  which  is  added, 
As  yen  find  it,  a  Corned/,  by  the  late  Earl  of  Orrery. 
In  two  Volumes  S-vo.     Price  ics. 

3.  Comus,  a  Mafk,  alter'd  from  Milton's  Mafk  at 
Ludlow  Cajile.     Fr.ce  is. 

4.  The  Aftrologer,  a  Comedy.  Price  is  fd. 

5.  The  Ufefulnefs  of  Dramatick  Interludes  in  the 
Education  of  Youth.  An  Oration  fpoke  before  the 
Mailers  and  Scholars  of  the  Univernty  of  BafJ.  By 
Mr.  Werenfeh.  Traniiated  from  the  Latin  by  Mr. 
Dun:ombe.     Price  is. 

6.  Trifles  :  «*&. 

The  Toyfhop.  The  King  and  the  Miller  of  Man/- 
field.  The  Blind  Peggar  of  Bethnal  Green  .  Rex  &  Pou- 
tifex.  The  Art  of  Preaching,  in  Imitation  of  Horace's 
Art  of  Poetry.  Epiftle  to  Mr.  Pope,  on  his  Eiiay  on 
Man.  With  feveral  others  not  more  coniiderable.  By 
R.  Dodjley.     Price  5s. 

7.  An  Epiftle  to  Curio.     Price  is. 

8.  The  Art  of  Love,  in  Imitation  of  the  Manner  of 
^Ovid.     Price  is. 

9.  The  crooked  Sixpence.  By  the  late  Mr.  Bram- 
Jlone.     Price  is 

10.  The 


ro.  The  Geography  of  England:  Done  in  the 
Manner  of  Gore's  Geographical  Grammar,  each  Coun- 
ty being  confidered  under  the  following  Heads,  ruix. 


The  Name. 
Situation. 
Air. 
Soil. 

Commodities- 
Rivers. 


Chief  Towns. 

Noblemen's  Seats. 
Curiofities  Natural  and 

Artificial. 
Remarkable  Perfons. 
Various  Particulars. 


To  each  County  is  prefixed  a  compleat  Map  from  the 
lateft  and  bed  Obfervations,  mewing  the  chief  Towns, 
Parks,  Rivers  and  Roads,-  both  direct  and  acrofs.  A  Kb 
a  fcparate  Map  of  E?igla?id,  of  the  Roads,  a  Chart  of  the 
Channel,  and  a  Plan  of  London.  Likewife,  by  way  of 
Introduction,  a  clear  and  diitindt  View  of  our  Confu- 
tation, and  every  Branch  of  the  Legiilature.  In  one 
Volume  8vo.     Price  6s. 

11.  Adam's  Luxury,  and  Eve's  Cookery;  or,  the 
Kitchen  Garden  difplayed,     In  two  Parts. 

i .  Teaching  the  belt  and  mod  approved  Methods  of 
raiting  and  bringing  to  the  greateit  Perfection  all  the 
Products  of  the  Kitchen  Garden  :  With  a  Kalendar 
ihewing  the  different  Products  of  each  Month,  and  the 
Bufinefs  proper  to  be  done  in  it. 

2.  Containing  a  large  Collection  of  Receipts  for 
dreifmg  all  Sorts  of  Kitchen  Stuff,  fo  as  to  afford  a 
great  Variety  of  cheap,  healthful  and  palatable  Difhes. 
To  which  is  added,  the  phyfical  Virtues  of  every  Herb 
and  Root.  Defign'd  for  the  Ufe  of  all  who  would  live 
cheap,  and  prcfervc  their  Health  to  old  Age  ;  particu- 
larly for  Farmers  and  Tradesmen  in  the  Country,  who 
have  but  a  imall  Piece  of  Garden- ground,  and  are 
willing  to  make  the  molt  of  it.     Price  is.  6d. 

12.  Leifure  Hours  Amufements.  Being  one  hundred 
and  fifty  Stories  felected  from  the  belt  Engiijh  Authors*, 
IVice  j*. 

13.  Thoughts  on  Dreaming. 

14.  The  Complaint  ;  or  Night  Thoughts  en  Life, 
Death,  and  Immortal ty. 


